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PREFACE 


The face of modern homicide is changing. We are 
caught up in the midst of what one expert calls an 
“epidemic of homicidal mania,” victimized by a new 
breed of “recreational killers” who slaughter their 
victims at random, for the sheer sport of killing. In the 
years since World War II, our annual solution rate for 
homicides has dropped from 90% to 76%, indicating that 
one in every four domestic murders goes unsolved. In 
human terms, that means 5,000 victims — 13 each and 
every day — will be dispatched by murderers who walk 
away, scot free. According to the FBI’s best estimate, at 
least 3,500 of those will be slain by “serial killers,” a 
special breed of predator who kill repeatedly, without 
remorse, sometimes for years on end. 


Initially, we run afoul of definitions. Self-proclaimed 
“authorities” butt heads in endless arguments about the 
mandatory body count and length of intervals between 
specific crimes that are presumed to qualify a “genuine” 
serial killer. Most such guidelines have been arbitrary 
and entirely artificial, stacking the odds in favor of this 
or that pet theory. In an effort to restore common sense 
to the subject, I have adopted the definition published 
in a 1988 report from the National Institute of Justice. 
The NIJ report defines serial murder as “a series of two 
or more murders, committed as separate events, usually, 
but not always, by one offender acting alone. The crimes 
may occur over a period of time ranging from hours to 
years. Quite often the motive is psychological, and the 
offender’s behavior and the physical evidence observed 
at the crime scenes will reflect sadistic, sexual 
overtones.” 


Serial murder is the crime of the 1990s, but is it really 
new? The term is certainly of recent vintage, coined 
around 1980 to differentiate between “mass murderers” 
— who slaughter several victims in a single, frantic 
outburst —- and the more insidious, methodical killers 
who spin out their crimes over time. New terminology, 
however, does not signify a new phenomenon. Crimi- 
nologist Melvin Rheinhardt discussed the subject of 
“chain killers” as early as 1962, and the problem was 
already ancient. Gilles de Rais, the richest man in 
France and confidante to Joan of Arc, was executed in 
the 15th century for slaying upwards of 100 children. 


Several interesting cases were prosecuted under the 
Inquisition, cloaked in the theological trappings of 
witchcraft, vampirism, and lycanthropy. Elizabeth 
Bathory was convicted, in 1611, of personally killing 
some 650 young women, for the purpose of bathing 
herself in their blood. Joseph Phillipe slaughtered 
Parisian prostitutes in the 1860s, and Jack the Ripper 
carried the game to London twenty years later, inspiring 
a host of imitators over the next decade. In short, the 
problem seems to be as old as human history. 


The work in hand confines itself, for practical reasons, 
to a survey of 2Oth-century serial killers. Despite an 
effort to be comprehensive, certain cases have undoubt- 
edly been overlooked, and others will make headlines 
by the time this volume goes to press. As it is, we shall 
examine 544 cases of serial murders, involving roughly 
750 individual killers and an estimated 5,336 to 6,368 
victims. (Four other cases were deliberately omitted, 
due to a shortage of reliable information.) 


Geographically, serial killers are found on every 
continent except Antarctica, with North America 
claiming 76% of the total and Europe running a distant 
second with 19%. Easily leading the field, the United 
States boasts 74% of the world total — and 97% of the 
North American gross — in serial murders. Europe’s 
leaders are England (with 36%), Germany (with 29%), 
and France (trailing with 11%). Communist nations 
contribute a mere 1.8% of the total, with ten cases 
recorded since 1917, a fact explained in equal parts by 
cultural differences and the tendency of state-owned 
media to “lose” bad news. 


Who are the murderers among us? In America, 85% 
are male and 8% female; sex remains undetermined in 
another 7% of cases, where the killers are still at large. 
Ethnically, 82% of American serial killers are white, 
15% are black, and 2.5% are Hispanic. (Native Amer- 
icans and Orientals figure in one case each, with the 
Oriental killer serving as accomplice to a white man.) 
Few of them are legally insane, and all are cunning, 
indicated by the fact that some 18% of cases in this 
century remain unsolved. 


In operational terms, 87% of American serial killers 
are loners, while only 10% hunt in pairs or packs. Of 
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the “social” killers, 59% represent all-male groupings 
(ranging from two-man teams to gangs of a dozen or 
more), while 23 percent are male-female couples, and 
18% include mixed groups of varying sizes. 


Generalizations are dangerous, but serial killers may 
be loosely classified in terms of their hunting techniques. 
Territorial killers stake out a defined area — a city or 
county, sometimes a particular street or municipal park 
— and rarely deviate from their selected game preserve. 
An estimated 58% of American serial killers fall into this 
category, including 65% of all blacks and 44% of all 
female killers. Nomadic slayers travel widely in their 
search for prey, confounding authorities as they drift 
aimlessly from one jurisdiction to another. The nomad 
ranks include 34% of America’s “recreational” killers, 
with 30% of black killers and 28% of lethal ladies falling 
into this category. Stationary killers crouch like spiders 
in a web, committing murders mainly in their homes or 
places of employment — clinics, nursing homes, and 
hospitals included. Only 8% of America’s serial killers 
belong in this category, including a bare 3% of black 
killers and a substantial 28% of female practitioners. 


As defined above, the motives for serial murder are 
“quite often” psychological, with strong sado-sexual 
overtones and evidence of compulsive behavior. Coolly 
professional killers-for-hire are excluded from the 
definition, but that does not preclude a profit motive in 
serial crimes. Approximately 6% of cases here described 
are exercises in greed run amok, incorporating what 
psychologist Stanton Samenow has called a “double 
voltage” — that is, the amplified thrill of killing for 
profit and pleasure. (Significantly, 31% of female serial 
killers have murdered for gain, compared to 3% of their 
male counterparts.) Since 1969, a disturbing 8% of 
American serial cases have involved practitioners of 
Satanism or black magic, while another 5% involve 
members of the medical profession — doctors, dentists, 
nurses, nursing aides. 


Ancient or otherwise, serial murder is clearly escal- 
ating in modern society. In the first half of this century, 
American police recorded an average of 1.2 serial cases 
per year. Since 1960, the figure has leaped to 12 cases 
per year, and by the 1980s new cases were capturing 
headlines at an average rate of two per month. While 
new police investigative methods and wider journalistic 
coverage clearly account for some of the phenomenal 
increase, it remains obvious that serial crimes are 
multiplying dramatically. 


The work in hand suggests no ultimate solutions to 
our “murder epidemic.” The FBI’s Violent Criminal 
Apprehension Program (VICAP) is a long step in the 
right direction, coupled with early diagnosis of potential 
killers and referral of their cases for competent treat- 
ment. We have known for years that many future 
murderers display a tell-tale “triad” of symptoms — 
bedwetting, arson, and cruelty to animals — in their 
childhood years, but parents, teachers, and physicians 
must be trained to spot the warning signs. More recent 
evidence establishes that child abuse and early trauma 
to the brain may help to launch a killer on his way. At 
least four of the male killers considered here were 
subjected to identical childhood abuse, forced to dress 
in girl’s clothing by sadistic relatives who sought to 
“teach them a lesson.” (At this writing, a California 
woman, Mary Bergamasco, faces trial on child abuse 
charges after dressing her seven-year-old son as a pig 
and staking him out in the front yard, to teach him that 
“lying and stealing makes you ugly like Pinocchio.”) 


Prevention is essential, then... but is it practical? 
Psychologists inform us that the human character is 
rather firmly set between years two and five — that is, 
before a child leaves home for public school. Carroll 
Edward Cole murdered his first victim at age nine, and 
a significant number of serial slayers are hard at work 
in their teens. Once having killed, they are apparently 
immune to psychiatric therapy. Confined, they are a 
constant danger to their keepers, fellow prisoners, and 
to society at large, inevitably claiming further victims if 
they manage to escape or win parole. Such cases, sadly, 
are not rare, and the deliberate release of psychopathic 
killers to the street provides a telling argument for 
proponents of capital punishment. 


If nothing else, our survey of the predators among us 
may assist potential victims in an effort to protect 
themselves, their families, and loved ones from the 
random killers who select their prey as “targets of 
opportunity.” Depriving the sadistic hunters of their 
chosen game, while running them to earth with new 
technology, appears to be the last, best hope of wiping 
out the lethal epidemic in our midst. 
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CASE HISTORIES 


ADORNO, GEORGE 


Born in 1959, the son of Puerto Rican immigrants, 
Adorno had his first close encounter with police at age 
four, after setting his sister on fire. He ran up an 
impressive record of sixteen arrests, all for theft, before 
he was charged — at age 15 — with triple homicide. 
George confessed the slayings to a New York district 
attorney, in the presence of his sister. Adorno’s mother 
spoke no English and had not been summoned for that 
reason, but her absence led a juvenile magistrate to 
throw out the confession, dismissing three counts of 
homicide. Convicted on a lesser charge of robbery, 
Adorno was sentenced to three years confinement, with 
his juvenile record sealed by court order, in compliance 
with state law. 


Released after serving half his sentence, Adorno was 
free nineteen days before he killed again. The latest 
victim was Steven Robinson, a black law student 
working as a cab driver to pay his tuition. Adorno’s 
guilty plea, entered on July 12, 1977, earned him a 
sentence of fifteen years to life. (Two accomplices — 
Mark Davis, 17, and Calvin Gaddy, 15 — also pled 
guilty in Robinson’s death, receiving identical senten- 
ces.) Under New York law, he became eligible for 
parole after serving half the lesser period. Justice Burton 
Roberts, in sentencing Adorno, delivered a scathing 
attack on the American system of juvenile justice. 
“Nothing ever happened to Adorno,” Roberts said. “He 
plays the courts like a concert player plays the piano. Is 
there ever a time when a red light goes on and you say, 
“We have to control this person.’ ?” 


ALAMEDA COUNTY, 
CALIFORNIA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


In the twelve-month period between December 1983 
and late November 1984, four teenage girls were killed 
in Alameda County, California, on the San Francisco 
Bay. The crimes were grim enough, inciting fear in every 


parent at the time of their occurrence. Worse, the case 
remains unsolved today. 


Kelly Jean Poppleton was the first victim, murdered 
in December 1983, at age fourteen. On April 5, 1984, 
Tina Faelz, also fourteen, was stabbed to death while 
using a popular shortcut under a freeway, near the 
Alameda County fairgrounds. That same month, Julie 
Connell, 18, disappeared from a local park; her lifeless 
body was discovered six days later, casually discarded 
in a field. Lisa Monzo, 18, was last seen alive on 
November 27, walking through the rain near Nimitz 
Freeway. Reported missing on November 28, her 
strangled body was recovered four days later. 


At this writing, authorities report no suspects in the 
Alameda County murders. Raw statistics indicate that 
most successful homicide investigations are concluded 
within forty-eight hours of the crime. As years go by, it 
seems unlikely that the Alameda slayings will be solved 
— except, perhaps, by the confession of a prisoner 
arrested on some unrelated charge. 


ALASKA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


In January 1931, it was announced that the United 
States Attorney General’s office was committing federal 
agents to the search for an elusive killer, blamed for 
fifteen murders and a string of unsolved disappearances 
in the territory of Alaska. All of the killings and 
disappearances were reported from the southeastern part 
of the territory, in the wilderness area between Fair- 
banks and the Gulf of Alaska. Hunters and fishermen 
lived in constant fear of the nameless slayer who struck 
without warning, trailing his victims to isolated killing 
grounds, leaving no trace of himself behind. In every 
case, it was reported that the killer “slipped away with 
ghost-like ease.” 


In fact, there was a trace, if anything could be 
determined from the meager evidence. The latest 
confirmed murder victim, fish buyer John Marshall, had 
been found a few miles outside Ketchikan on October 
20, 1930. The victim was still on his anchored boat, laid 
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out where he fell after crushing blows shattered his skull. 
Clutched in one stiff hand, for what they might be 
worth, were several strands of hair. 


If Marshall was the last known victim, he was not the 
latest local resident to disappear, and terrified survivors 
counted every missing soul as victims of the killer. John 
Wickstrom had gone out trolling in a small boat, shortly 
before Marshall’s murder and at the same spot, only to 
vanish without a trace. Since Marshall’s death, at least 
three more locals had disappeared. Albert Anderson, 
hunting from his skiff, was named among the missing. 
More recently, Albert Farrow and L.C. Davis had 
disappeared from their small boat, found anchored in a 
lonely cove and partly swamped with water. 


On January 18, 1931, a federal marshal was re- 
portedly en route to an isolated part of Prince of Wales 
Island, tracking an unnamed suspect, but the progress of 
his search was never reported, and the case remains 
unsolved today. 


ALLAM, IBRAHIM 


Trim and fit at fifty-five, Herbert Kavale was a 
bachelor who enjoyed the ladies, and Vienna had no 
shortage of attractive, willing women. It was not 
uncommon for his cleaning lady to discover him in bed, 
exhausted from the night before, when she arrived at 
eight a.m., and he was seldom found alone. The 
morning of September 19, 1983, was therefore doubly 
strange; there was no trace of any female visitor about 
Kavale’s flat, and he did not respond when she came 
tapping at his bedroom door. Concerned, she risked a 
peek inside and found Kavale stretched out, nude, across 
the bed, a bathrobe cord wound tight around his neck. 


Police initially suspected that a burglar had surprised 
Kavale, killing him when he resisted, but a coroner’s 
report revealed the victim had engaged in sex ten 
minutes prior to death. Kavale’s car was missing from 
the parking lot downstairs, and homicide detectives tried 
another theory on for size, suggesting that Kavale might 
have hired a prostitute who brought her pimp along for 
purposes of robbery and murder. 


Through investigation, Viennese detectives learned 
Kavale had secured a number of his female playmates 
through the ads in certain “swinger’s” magazines. The 
magazines kept records that enabled them to forward on 
replies to different ads. Kavale’s latest contacts were 


Egyptian aliens, Ibrahim and Dahlia Allam, who 


advertised their availability for “unconventional games” 
— a euphemism for spectator sex. Immigration records 
listed Ibrahim Allam as twenty-five, his wife a mere 
sixteen; they had been married in July of 1983, in 
Munich. When detectives called upon their address in 
Vienna, they discovered that the couple had departed 
swiftly, on the day Kavale’s body was discovered. 


Background checks with the authorities in Munich 
showed that Ibrahim Allam was born in Cairo, emigrat- 
ing to West Germany at age fifteen. He ran afoul of the 
police in 1977, as the direct result of his betrothal to a 
15-year-old girl. Omar Khalifa, father of Allam’s 
intended, was violently opposed to the engagement. 
Furious at the rejection, Ibrahim had drawn a gun and 
shot Khalifa through the head, in front of twenty 
witnesses. A murder charge was bargained down to 
manslaughter, and he had been released in less than four 
years’ time, on the condition that he leave West 
Germany forever. 


Viennese investigators knew that they were dealing 
with a killer, now, and matters went from bad to worse 
with the discovery of Kavale’s car along the Marseilles 
waterfront. Detectives in the seaport city learned that 
Ibrahim and Dahlia had struck a deal with two young 
yachtsmen — Jean Lefebvre and Maurice Delvaux — 
to sail as passengers en route to the United States. Their 
42-foot ketch was found in New York harbor six weeks 
later, but no trace could be discovered of the owners or 
their lethal passengers. 


American police received their break in mid-July of 
1985, when Egyptian Ali Bengaza was violently 
assaulted on a Chicago street corner. Bystanders 
intervened, and his attacker fled at the approach of a 
policeman, but Bengaza knew him well enough. The 
victim had been friends with Ibrahim and Dahlia Allam 
in Egypt and West Germany. His friendship had 
developed into love for Dahlia, and Ibrahim had flown 
into a homicidal rage when Ali had suggested Dahlia 
should divorce her husband to become Mrs. Bengaza. 
Prior to the explosion, Ibrahim informed Bengaza he 
had killed three men since his release from prison in 
West Germany. 


The fugitives were run to earth in New York City, 
shortly after the Chicago incident, and were delivered to 
the Austrian authorities. Both Ibrahim and Dahlia 
signed confessions prior to the commencement of their 
trial in early 1986. According to their statements, 
Ibrahim had changed his mind about participating in the 
“games” Kavale had commissioned. After Dahlia chose 


to follow through, Allam had gone berserk with 
jealousy and choked Kavale with his bathrobe sash. 


For Dahlia, charges of abetting murder were reduced 
to those of failure to assist a person facing mortal 
danger; she was sentenced to a year in prison. Ibrahim, 
convicted on May 9 of second-degree murder, received 
a term of twenty years. Upon release, he faces extradi- 
tion to Marseilles, with murder charges waiting in the 
deaths of Jean Lefebvre and Maurice Delvaux. 


ALLEN, HOWARD ARTHUR 


A black serial killer with a taste for elderly victims, 
Howard Allen never strayed far from hometown 
Indianapolis in his search for prey. In August 1974, at 
age twenty-four, he invaded the home of 85-year-old 
Opal Cooper, beating her to death in the course of a 
petty robbery. Convicted on a reduced charge of 
manslaughter, Allen received a term of two to twenty- 
one years in state prison. Paroled in January 1985, he 
returned to Indianapolis and found work at a car wash, 
biding his time before he resumed the hunt. 


On May 18, 1987, a 73-year-old Indianapolis woman 
narrowly escaped death when she was choked and 
beaten by a prowler in her home. Two days later, 
Laverne Hale, 87, was attacked in a similar fashion, 
dying of her injuries on May 29. 


The raids continued, on June 2, when a burglar 
ransacked the home of an elderly man five blocks from 
the scene of Laverne Hale’s murder. This time, the 
tenant was absent; the prowler vented his anger by 
setting the house on fire. 


On July 14, Ernestine Griffin, age 73, was murdered 
in her Indianapolis home, stabbed eight times with a 
ten-inch butcher knife, a kitchen toaster smashed 
repeatedly against her skull. Grieving relatives estimated 
that the killer had escaped with fifteen dollars and a 
camera belonging to his victim. 


The case broke on August 4, 1987, with Howard 
Allen’s arrest on multiple charges. Witnesses linked him 
with the May 18 attack, leading to Allen’s indictment 
on charges of battery, burglary, and unlawful confine- 
ment. He was also charged with arson and burglary 
(from the June 2 incident), as well as the murder of 
Ernestine Griffin. 


Police were not finished with their suspect, however. 
As it happened, Laverne Hale had been a neighbor of 
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Allen’s, living directly behind his house, and he remains 
a suspect in her murder, based upon the killer’s modus 
operandi. In early August, detectives announced that 
Allen was a prime suspect in eleven other cases, each 
involving robbery or assault of elderly victims in their 
homes around Indianapolis. 


In the spring of 1988, Allen was convicted of 
burglary and felony battery in the May 18 assault, with 
an additional count of habitual criminal behavior. He 
was sentenced to 88 years on those charges, but the 
worst was yet to come. On June 11, 1988, he was 
convicted of murder and robbery in the slaying of 
Ernestine Griffin, with members of his jury recommend- 
ing the death penalty. 


ANDERSON, ALLEN LEROY 


A 34-year-old vagrant with a long record of felony 
arrests, Anderson was living at a Seattle half-way house 
in 1976, when he stole the director’s car and credit 
cards, embarking on a spree of robbery and murder 
spanning twenty states. Scores of victims were robbed, 
and at least eight murdered, before Anderson was run 
to earth in Minnesota. Pleading guilty to homicide there, 
he received the state’s maximum sentence of forty years 
imprisonment. In a subsequent trial, Anderson also pled 
guilty to the murder of a fruit vendor in Broward 
County, Florida, receiving a sentence of death. On 
September 2, 1982, the state supreme court voided the 
sentence, ordering a new trial on constitutional grounds 
that no attorney was present when Anderson made his 
self-incriminating statement. 


ANGELO, RICHARD 


An Eagle Scout and 1980 high school graduate, 
Richard Angelo signed up for service as a volunteer 
fireman at the earliest permissible age. Neighbors 
admired his courage, but none suspected his underlying 
motivation — an obsessive need for recognition as a 
“hero” — that would drive him to commit a string of 
vicious crimes in later years. 


Angelo graduated from New York state university as 
a registered nurse in May 1985, working briefly at two 
Long Island hospitals before he landed a job at Good 
Samaritan Hospital, in West Islip, during April 1987. As 
the new recruit and low man on the totem pole, he 
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worked the hours from 11 p.m. to 7 a.m., in the small 
ward reserved for cardiac patients and other cases 
requiring intensive care. Angelo never complained 
about the hours; if anything, he seemed to like the 
graveyard shift. 


The loss of patients in intensive care is not surprising, 
given the severity of illness and the traumatic nature of 
their injuries, but doctors on the staff at Good Samaritan 
recorded some unusual cases in the latter months of 
1987. Patients who appeared to be recovering from 
surgical procedures at a normal pace were dying off 
without apparent cause, and hospital administrators 
were alarmed, to say the least. Six suspicious deaths 
between September 16 and October 11 left doctors 
bewildered — until the killer made a critical mistake. 


On October 11, following the deaths of two post- 
operative subjects in a single day, patient Girolamo 
Cucich was approached by a bearded, heavy-set man 
who informed him, “I’m going to make you feel better.” 
The visitor injected something into Cucich’s intravenous 
tube, producing immediate numbness and labored 
breathing. The patient had strength enough to buzz for 
a nurse, and his life was saved, providing authorities 
with their first witness in a mystifying case. 


On October 12, police routinely questioned Richard 
Angelo. As the only male nurse on the graveyard shift 
— and a bearded one, at that — he was a natural 
suspect in the Cucich attack. By November 3, laboratory 
test results confirmed that Cucich had received a shot of 
Pavulon, inducing muscular paralysis that could have 
led to death by suffocation. A search of Angelo’s 
hospital locker, on November 13, turned up hypodermic 
needles and a vial of potassium chloride, a drug that 
produces massive heart problems if used incorrectly. 
The next day, searchers visited Angelo’s apartment, 
seizing vials of Pavulon and a similar drug, Anectine. 


Arrested on November 15, while attending an out-of- 
town conference for emergency medical technicians, 
Angelo was held without bail pending further investiga- 
tion. In custody, he swiftly confessed to a series of 
murders, estimating that he used Pavulon or Anectine 
to poison an average of two patients per week during 
September and early October 1987. His motive? 
Richard sought to make himself a “hero” by arriving on 
the scene in time to “save” his victims. 


As the records clearly indicate, his plan had lethal 
flaws. In Angelo’s last six weeks on the job, his ward 
had experienced thirty-seven “Code Blue” emergencies, 


with a loss of twenty-five patients. Prosecutors were 
more conservative in their estimate, numbering Angelo’s 
victims “in excess of ten,” while other published reports 
placed the body-count as high as thirty-eight. 


A legal technicality barred Angelo’s confession from 
the courtroom, and the only charge immediately filed 
was one of first-degree assault, involving Girolamo 
Cucich. Angelo was granted bail, but chose to stay in 
custody, citing various threats against his life. By mid- 
December, laboratory tests were under way on nineteen 
corpses, and the end results brought further charges. On 
January 4, it was announced that victims Milton 
Poulney and Frederick LaGois had each been injected 
with Pavulon prior to death. Charges of second-degree 
murder were filed against Angelo, in the LaGois case, 
on January 13, with more indictments pending. 


ARCHERD, WILLIAM DALE 


Born in 1912, William Archerd cherished a lifelong 
fascination with medicine. Lacking the cash and self- 
discipline required for medical school, he sought work 
as a hospital attendant, learning what he could of drugs 
and their effects through practical experience. During 
1940 and °41, Archerd worked at Camarillo State 
Hospital, in California, serving in departments where 
insulin shock therapy was used to treat mental illness. 
In 1950, he pled guilty to illegal possession of morphine 
in San Francisco, receiving five years probation. A 
second offense revoked his probation, and Archerd was 
confined to the minimum-security prison at Chino; 
escaping in 1951, he was swiftly recaptured and 
transferred to San Quentin. By October 1953, he was 
free on parole. 


Archerd’s “bad luck” extended into other aspects of 
his life. Married seven times in fifteen years, he lost three 
wives to mysterious bouts of illness between 1956 and 
1966. If that were not enough, his friends and other 
relatives were also dying. 


On July 27, 1967, Archerd was arrested in Los 
Angeles, charged with three counts of first-degree 
murder. The victims included: his fourth wife, Zella, 
who collapsed two months after their marriage, on July 
25, 1956; a teenaged nephew, Burney Archerd, dead at 
Long Beach on September 2, 1961; and wife number 
seven, authoress Mary Brinker Arden, who died on 
November 3, 1966. As charged in the indictment, 
Archerd was suspected of injecting each victim with an . 


overdose of insulin, thereby producing lethal attacks of 
hypoglycemia. 


At least three other victims were suspected in the 
murder series. Archerd’s first known victim, according 
to police, was a friend named William Jones, who died 
in Fontana, California, on October 12, 1947. Archerd’s 
fifth wife, Juanita, had also displayed classic symptoms 
of hypoglycemia at her death, in a Las Vegas hospital, 
on March 13, 1958. Another of Archerd’s friends, Frank 
Stewart, died in the same hospital two years later, on 
March 17, 1960. 


On March 6, 1968, William Archerd was convicted 
on three counts of murder, the first American defendant 
convicted of using insulin as a murder weapon. His 
death sentence was affirmed by California’s Supreme 
Court in December 1970. 


“ASTROLOGICAL” MURDERS 
— CALIFORNIA 


Between December 1969 and November 1970, 
police in Northern California linked nine unsolved 
murders with a single perpetrator, still at large. A 
common bond is found in the disposal of the bodies, cast 
off in ravines, and in the killer’s hypothetical obsession 
with astrology. Of nine acknowledged victims, seven 
died in fair proximity to a seasonal solstice or equinox, 
while two were slain on Friday the thirteenth. Addition- 
ally, it is possible the murders may have lasted through 
December 1973, with six more victims added to the 
body count. 


The list begins, officially, with one Leona Roberts, 
found ten days before the winter solstice, in December 
1969. Her death was treated as a homicide, although the 
cause is listed as “exposure” by the medical examiner. 


The killer had a busy month in March of 1970, 
beginning with Cosette Ellison, found nude in a ravine 
seventeen days before the vernal equinox, the cause of 
death undetermined. Two days later, on March 5, 
Patricia King was strangled and discarded, naked, in a 
rural gully. Nurse Judith Hikari vanished on March 7, 
thirteen days before the equinox; she was discovered, 
nude and bludgeoned in an overgrown ravine, on April 
26. On Friday, March 13, Marie Anstey was kidnapped 
in Vallejo, stunned by a blow to the head, and then 
drowned; her body was recovered in rural Lake County, 
on March 21, and an autopsy revealed traces of 
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mescaline in her bloodstream. Celebrating the equinox 
itself, on March 20, the slayer clubbed Eva Blau to death 
and dumped her body in a roadside gully; once again, 
the medical examiner found drugs in the victim’s system. 


The seventh victim on official rosters is a nurse 
named Donna Lass, abducted from Lake Tahoe prior to 
the autumnal equinox, on September 26, 1970. Her 
body has never been found. Nancy Bennallack appeared 
to break the killer’s pattern, dying with her throat cut 
in a Sacramento flat October 26, but she remains on the 
official roster. Number nine was Carol Hilburn, a 
Sacramento X-ray technician, found beaten to death in 
a ravine on Friday, November 13. She had been 
stripped except for one boot and the panties that her 
killer left around her knees. 


The tally might end there, but author Robert Grays- 
mith, ever seeking victims in his search for the elusive 
“Zodiac,” reports at least six other homicides that seem 
to fit the general pattern. Betty Cloer, 21, was shot and 
beaten by her killer during June 1971, her body 
discovered two days before the summer solstice. Linda 
Ohlig, age 19, was found beaten to death at Half Moon 
Bay on March 28, 1972 — six days after the vernal 
equinox. Eighteen days before the autumnal equinox, in 
September 1972, Alexandra Clery was beaten to death 
in Oakland, her nude body discarded like a broken rag 
doll. Susan McLaughlin, 19, was stabbed to death and 
left without a stitch of clothing in March 1973, eighteen 
days before the vernal equinox. And finally, nineteen 
days before the winter solstice, in December 1973, 
Michael Shane and Cathy Fechtel were shot and 
dumped beside a road in Livermore. 


Coincidence? Police are confident of a connection in 
at least the first nine cases, hedging on the other six 
described by Graysmith. Is the “Zodiac” responsible for 
these and more than twenty other unsolved murders, in 
addition to his six known homicides? The answer to that 
question, like the killer’s true identity, remains a 
mystery. (See also: “Occult” Murders; “Zodiac”) 


ATLANTA 
“CHILD MURDERS” 


The curious and controversial string of deaths that 
sparked a two-year reign of terror in Atlanta, Georgia, 
have been labeled “children’s” murders even though a 
suspect, ultimately blamed for 23 of 30 homicides, was 
finally convicted only in the deaths of two adult ex- 
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convicts. Today, nearly a decade after that suspect's 
arrest, the case remains, in many minds, an unsolved 
mystery. 


Investigation of the case began, officially, on July 28, 
1979. That afternoon, a woman hunting empty cans and 
bottles in Atlanta stumbled on a pair of corpses, care- 
lessly concealed in roadside undergrowth. One victim, 
shot with a .22-caliber weapon, was identified as 
Edward Smith, 14, reported missing on July 21. The 
other was 13-year-old Alfred Evans, last seen alive on 
July 25. The coroner ascribed his death to “probable” 
asphyxiation. Both dead boys, like all of those to come, 
were black. 


On September 4, Milton Harvey, age 14, vanished 
during a neighborhood bike ride. His body was reco- 
vered three weeks later, but the cause of death remains 
officially “unknown.” Yusef Bell, a 9-year-old, was last 
seen alive when his mother sent him to the store on 
October 21. Found dead in an abandoned school 
Novenber 8, he had been strangled manuaily by a 
powerful assailant. 


Angel Lenair, age 12, was the first recognized victim 
of 1980. Reported missing on March 4, she was found 
six days later, tied to a tree with her hands bound behind 
her. The first female victim, she had been sexually 
abused and strangled with an electric cord; someone 
else’s panties were extracted from her throat. 


On March 11, Jeffrey Mathis vanished on an errand 
to the store. Eleven months would pass before recovery 
of his skeletal remains, advanced decomposition ruling 
out a declaration on the cause of death. On May 18, 14- 
year-old Eric Middlebrooks left home after receiving a 
telephone call from persons unknown. Found the next 
day, his death was ascribed to head injuries, inflicted 
with a blunt instrument. 


The terror escalated into summer. On June 9, 
Christopher Richardson, 12, vanished en route to a 
neighborhood swimming pool. Latonya Wilson was 
abducted from her home on June 22, the night before 
her seventh birthday, bringing federal agents into the 
case. The following day, 10-year-old Aaron Wyche was 
reported missing by his family. Searchers found his body 
on June 24, lying beneath a railroad trestle, his neck 
broken. Originally dubbed an accident, Aaron’s death 
was subsequently added to the growing list of dead and 
missing blacks. 


Anthony Carter, age 9, disappeared while playing 
near his home on July 6, 1980; recovered the following 


day, he was dead from multiple stab wounds. Earl 
Terrell joined the list on July 30, when he vanished 
from a public swimming pool. Skeletal remains 
discovered on January 9, 1981, would yield no clues 
about the cause of death. 


Next up on the list was 12-year-old Clifford Jones, 
snatched off the street and strangled on August 20. With 
the recovery of his body in October, homicide detectives 
interviewed five witnesses who named his killer as a 
white man, jailed in 1981 on charges of attempted rape 
and aggravated sodomy. These witnesses provided de- 
tails of the crime consistent with the placement and 
condition of the victim’s body, but detectives chose to 
file their affidavits, listing Jones with other victims of an 
“unknown” murderer. 


Darron Glass, an 11-year-old, vanished near his 
home on September 14, 1980. Never found, he joins the 
list because authorities don’t know what else to do about 
his case. October’s victim was Charles Stephens, 
reported missing on the ninth and recovered next day, 
his life extinguished by asphyxiation. Capping off the 
month, authorities discovered skeletal remains of 
Latonya Wilson on October 18, but they could not 
determine how she died. 


On November 1, 9-year-old Aaron Jackson’s disap- 
pearance was reported to police by frantic parents. The 
boy was found on November 2, another victim of 
asphyxiation. Patrick Rogers, 15, followed on 
November 10. His pitiful remains, skull crushed by 
heavy blows, were not unearthed until February 1981. 


Two days after New Year’s, the elusive slayer picked 
off Lubie Geter, strangling the 14-year-old and dumping 
his body where it would not be found until February 5. 
Terry Pue, 15, was missing on January 22 and was 
found the next day, strangled with a cord or piece of 
rope. This time, detectives said that special chemicals 
enabled them to lift a suspect’s fingerprints from Terry’s 
corpse. Unfortunately, they were not on file with any 
law enforcement agency. 


Patrick Baltazar, age 12, disappeared on February 6. 
His body was found a week later, marked by ligature 
strangulation, and the skeletal remains of Jeffrey Mathis, 
were found nearby. A 13-year-old, Curtis Walker, was 
strangled on February 19 and found the same day. 
Joseph Bell, 16, was asphyxiated on March 2; Timothy 
Hill, on March 11, was recorded as a drowning victim. 


On March 30, police added their first adult victim to 
the list of murdered children. He was Larry Rogers, 20, 


linked with younger victims by the fact that he had been 
asphyxiated. No cause of death was determined for a 
second adult victim, 21-year-old Eddie Duncan, when 
his body was found on March 31. On April 1, ex- 
convict Michael McIntosh, age 23, was added to the 
roster on the grounds that he had also been asphyxiated. 


By April 1981, it seemed apparent that the “children’s 
murder” case was getting out of hand. Community 
critics denounced the official victims list as incomplete 
and arbitrary, citing cases like the January 1981 murder 
of Faye Yearby to prove their point. Like “official” 
victim Angel Lenair, Yearby was bound to a tree by her 
killer, hands tied behind her back; she had been stabbed 
to death, like four acknowledged victims on the list. 
Despite these similarities, police rejected Yearby’s case 
on grounds that (a) she was a female — as were Wilson 
and Lenair — and (b) at 22, she was “too old” — 
although the last acknowledged victim had been 23. 
(Dave Dettlinger, examining police malfeasance in The 
List, suggests that 63 “pattern” victims were capriciously 
omitted from the “official” roster, twenty-five of them 
after a suspect’s arrest supposedly “ended” the murders.) 


During April, spokesmen for the FBI declared that 
several of the crimes were “substantially solved,” 
outraging blacks with suggestions that some of the dead 
had been slain by their own parents. While that storm 
was raging, Roy Innis, leader of the Congress of Racial 
Equality, went public with the story of a female witness 
who described the murders as the actions of a cult 
involved with drugs, pornography and Satanism. Innis 
led searchers to an apparent ritual site, complete with 
large inverted crosses, and his witness passed two 
polygraph examinations, but by that time the police had 
focused their attention on another suspect, narrowing 
their scrutiny to the exclusion of all other possibilities. 


On April 22, Jimmy Payne, a 21-year-old ex-convict, 
was reported missing in Atlanta. Six days later, when his 
body was recovered, death was publicly ascribed to 
suffocation and his name was added to the list of 
murdered “children.” William Barrett, 17, went missing 
May 11; he was found the next day, another victim of 
asphyxiation. 


Several bodies had, by now, been pulled from local 
rivers, and police were staking out the waterways by 
night. In the predawn hours of May 22, a rooky officer 
stationed under a bridge on the Chattahoochee River 
reported hearing “a splash” in the water nearby. Above 
him, a car rumbled past and officers manning the bridge 
were alerted. Police and FBI agents halted a vehicle 
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driven by Wayne Bertram Williams, a black man, and 
spent two hours grilling him, poking through the car, 
before they let him go. On May 24, the corpse of 
Nathaniel Cater, a 27-year-old convicted felon, was 
fished out of the river downstream, the authorities 
putting two and two together as they focused their probe 
on Wayne Williams. 


Wayne Williams 


From the start, he made a most unlikely suspect. The 
only child of two Atlanta schoolteachers, Williams still 
lived with his parents at age twenty-three. A college 
dropout, he cherished ambitions of earning fame and 
fortune as a music promoter. In younger days, he had 
constructed a working radio station in the basement of 
the family home. 


On June 21, Williams was arrested and charged with 
the murder of Nathaniel Cater, despite testimony from 
four witnesses who reported seeing the victim alive on 
May 22 and 23, after the infamous “splash.” On July 
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17, Williams was indicted for killing two adults — 
Cater and Payne — while newspapers trumpeted the 
capture of Atlanta’s “child killer.” 


At his trial, beginning in December 1981, the 
prosecution painted Williams as a violent homosexual 
and bigot, so disgusted with his race that he hoped to 
wipe out future generations by killing black children 
before they could breed. One witness testified that he 
saw Williams holding hands with Nathaniel Cater on 
the night of May 21, a few hours before “the splash.” 
Another, 15 years old, told the court that Williams had 
paid him two dollars for the privilege of fondling his 
genitals. Along the way, authorities announced the late 
addition of a final victim, 28-year-old John Porter, to 
The List. 


Defense attorneys tried to balance out the scales with 
testimony from a woman who admitted having “nor- 
mal” sex with Williams, but the prosecution won a 
crucial point when the presiding judge admitted 
testimony on ten other deaths from The List, designed 
to prove a pattern in the murders. One of those admitted 
was the case of Terry Pue, but neither side had anything 
to say about the fingerprints allegedly recovered from 
his corpse in January 1981. 


The most impressive evidence of guilt was offered by 
a team of scientific experts, dealing with assorted hairs 
and fibers found on certain victims. Testimony indicated 
that some fibers from a brand of carpet found inside the 
Williams home had been identified on several bodies. 
Further, victims Middlebrooks, Wyche, Cater, Terrell, 
Jones and Stephens all bore fibers from the trunk liner 
of a 1979 Ford automobile owned by the Williams 
family. The clothes of victim Stephens also yielded 
fibers from a second car — a 1970 Chevrolet — owned 
by the family. Jurors were not informed of eyewitness 
testimony naming a different suspect in the Jones case, 
nor were they advised of a critical gap in the prosecu- 
tion’s fiber evidence. 


Specifically, Wayne Williams had no access to the 
vehicles in question at the times when three of the six 
“fiber” victims were killed. Wayne’s father took the 
Ford in for repairs at 9 a.m. on July 30, 1980, nearly 
five hours before Earl Terrell vanished that afternoon. 
Terrell was long dead before Williams got the car back 
on August 7, and it was returned to the shop next morn- 
ing, still refusing to start. A new estimate on repair costs 
was so expensive that William’s father refused to pay, 
and the family never again had access to the car. Mean- 
while, Clifford Jones was abducted on August 20 and 


Charles Stephens on October 9, 1980. The defendant's 
family did not purchase the 1970 Chevrolet until 
October 21, twelve days after Stephens’s death. 


On February 27, 1982, Wayne Williams was con- 
victed on two counts of murder and sentenced to a 
double term of life imprisonment. On March 1, 1982, 
the Atlanta “child murders” task force officially dis- 
banded, announcing that 23 of 30 “List” cases were con- 
sidered solved with his conviction. The other seven 
cases, still open, reverted to the normal homicide detail. 


In November 1985, a new team of lawyers uncovered 
formerly-classified FBI documents from 1980 and ‘81, 
describing surveillance of a militant Ku Klux Klansman 
suspected of murdering several victims on The List. De- 
spite that evidence and glaring flaws throughout the 
prosecution’s case, all appeals filed on behalf of Wayne 
Williams have been rejected by the courts. (See also: 
Atlanta, GA — Unsolved Murders) 


ATLANTA, GA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


On May 18, 1982, less than three months after 
dissolution of the special task force organized to solve 
a string of grisly “child murders,” Atlanta detectives 
announced that another serial slayer was prowling the 
city. “Strong similarities” were noted in the recent 
deaths of three black women, and four other killings 
were also considered a part of the series, dating back to 
June 18, 1980. 


According to official statements, the most recent 
victim had been Lillian Lawrence, age 29, found in a 
vacant lot on May 15. Like six other women before her, 
all in their twenties, Lawrence had died from multiple 
stab wounds to the chest and neck. Two of the most re- 
cent victims were nude when discovered, a third partly 
dressed, and police spokesmen noted the presence of 
“evidence to suggest sexual activity” in all seven crimes. 


Attempting to forestall another panic, Mayor Andrew 
Young acknowledged “a normal paranoia” in his city 
following the new reports of a random killer at large. 
Refusing to discuss the evidence in detail, Young 
reminded newsmen that the manhunt might be thwarted 
by sensational publicity. From all appearances, the silent 
treatment fared no better, and the case remains unsolved 
today. (See also: Atlanta “Child Murders”). 


“AX MAN OF 
NEW ORLEANS, THE” 


In the predawn hours of May 23, 1918, New Orleans 
grocer Joseph Maggio and his wife were murdered in 
bed by a prowler who chiseled through their back door, 
used Joseph’s ax to strike each victim once across the 
skull, then slit their throats with a razor to finish the job. 
Maggio’s brothers discovered the bodies and were 
briefly held as suspects, but police could find no 
evidence of their involvement in the crime and both 
were soon released. 


A few blocks from the murder scene, detectives found 
a cryptic message chalked on the sidewalk. It read: 
“Mrs. Maggio is going to sit up tonight just like Mrs. 
Toney.” Police could offer no interpretation, so the press 
stepped in. The New Orleans States reported a “verit- 
able epidemic” of unsolved ax murders in 1911, listing 
the victims as Italian grocers named Cruti, Rosetti 
(killed with his wife), and Tony Schiambra (whose 
spouse was also murdered). Over seven decades, half a 
dozen authors have accepted the report as factual, 
relying on the “early” crimes to bolster this or that 
proposed solution in the case. Unfortunately, none of 
them saw fit to look beyond the headlines, or they might 
have learned the truth and spared themselves em- 
barrassment. 


Examination of contemporary documents reveals that 
no such crimes were noted in newspaper obituaries, 
coroner’s records, or police homicide reports for the 
year 1911. In fact, no Crutis or Schiambras died that 
year from any cause, while the death of Mary Rosetti 
— a black woman — was blamed on disease. Ironically, 
there were unsolved ax murders in Louisiana during 
1911, claiming a total of sixteen lives, but the victims 
were all black and none were killed in New Orleans. 


On June 28, a baker delivering bread to the grocery 
of Louis Besumer found a panel cut from the back door. 
He knocked, and Besumer emerged, blood streaming 
from a head wound. Inside the apartment, Besumer’s 
“wife”? — Anna Lowe, a divorcee — lay critically 
wounded. She lingered on for seven weeks, delirious, 
once calling Besumer a German spy and later recanting. 
On August 5 she died, after naming Besumer as her 
attacker, prompting his arrest on murder charges. (Nine 
months later, on May 1, 1919, a jury deliberated all of 
ten minutes before finding him innocent.) 


Returning late from work that evening, August 5, Ed 
Schneider found his pregnant wife unconcious in their 
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bed, her scalp laid open. She survived to bear a healthy 
daughter, but her memory of the attack was vague, at 
best. A hulking shadow by her bed, the ax descending 
— and oblivion. 


On August 10, sisters Pauline and Mary Bruno woke 
to sounds of struggle in the adjacent room occupied by 
their uncle, Joseph Romano. They rushed next door to 
find him dying of a head wound, but they caught a 
glimpse of his assailant, described in official reports as 
“dark, tall, heavy-set, wearing a dark suit and a black 
slouch hat.” 


The rest of August was a nightmare for police, with 
numerous reports of chiseled doors, discarded axes, 
lurking strangers. Several of the latter were pursued by 
vengeful mobs but always managed to escape. At last, 
with time and the distraction of an armistice in war-torn 
Europe, the hysteria began to fade. 


On March 10, 1919, the scene shifted to Gretna, 
across the river from New Orleans. A prowler invaded 
the home of Charles Cortimiglia, helping himself to the 
grocer’s own ax before wounding Charles and his wife, 
killing their infant daughter. From her hospital bed, 
Rose Cortimiglia accused two neighbors, Iorlando 
Jordano and his son Frank, of committing the crime. 
Despite firm denials from Charles, both suspects were 
jailed pending trial. 


Meanwhile, on March 14, the Times-Picayune 
published a letter signed by “The Axeman.” Describing 
himself as ‘“‘a fell demon from the hottest hell,” the 
author announced his intention of touring New Orleans 
on March 19 — St. Joseph’s night — and vowed to by- 
pass any home where jazz was playing at the time. “One 
thing is certain,” he declared, “and that is that some of 
those people who do not jazz it (if there be any) will 
get the axe!” On the appointed night, already known for 
raucous celebration, New Orleans was even noisier than 
usual. The din included numerous performances of “The 
Mysterious Axman’s Jazz,” a song composed for the 
occasion, and the evening passed without a new attack. 


On May 21, the Jordano trial opened in Gretna. 
Charles Cortimiglia did his best for the defense, but a 
jury believed his wife, convicting both defendants of 
murder on May 26. Frank Jordano was sentenced to 
hang; his elderly father drew a term of life im- 
prisonment. 


And still the raids continued. Grocer Steve Boca was 


wounded at home on August 10, 1919, his door chiseled 
through, the bloody ax discarded in his kitchen. On 
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September 3, the Axman entered Sarah Laumann’s 
bedroom through an open window, wounding her in 
bed, dropping his weapon on the lawn outside. Eight 
weeks later, on October 27, grocer Mike Pepitone was 
murdered at home; his wife glimpsed the killer, but 
offered detectives no helpful description. 


On December 7, 1920, Rose Cortimiglia publicly 
confessed to perjury in the Jordano trial, explaining that 
she blamed her neighbors for the slaying out of spite and 
jealousy. Both prisoners were pardoned and released, 
unconscious of events that had unfolded five days 
earlier, in California. 


On December 2, Joseph Mumfre, late of New 
Orleans, was ambushed and shot to death on a Los 
Angeles street corner. His female assailant, veiled and 
dressed in black, was identified as the widow of Mike 
Pepitone. At her murder trial, resulting in a ten-year 
sentence, she would finger Mumfre as the slayer of her 
husband — and, by implication, as the Ax Man. 


Homicide investigators scoured Mumfre’s record and 
discovered he was serving time in jail, for burglary, 
during the Ax Man’s hiatus from August 1918 to March 
1919. Various authors have noted that Mumfre was also 
locked up between 1911 and early 1918 — thus 
implying a connection with the nonexistent “early” 
murders — but the suspect’s motive still remains a 
mystery. 


In 1973, author Jay Robert Nash “solved” the case 
by calling Mumfre a Mafia hit man, allegedly pursuing 
a long vendetta against “members of the Pepitone 
family.” The explanation fails when we recall that only 
one of eleven victims — the last — was a Pepitone. 
Likewise, speculation on a Mafia extortion plot against 
Italian grocers overlooks the fact that four victims were 
non-Italians, while several were unconnected with the 
grocery business. At this writing, the Ax Man’s case 
remains a mystery. 


AX MURDERS 
— ALABAMA 


Between November 1919 and October 1923, resi- 
dents of Birmingham, Alabama, were terrorized by a 
series of brutal assaults, committed by ax-wielding 
blacks, which claimed the lives of at least fifteen victims, 
leaving others gravely injured. In most cases, the targets 
were immigrant merchanis in outlying parts of the city, 


wounded or killed in their shops by assailants who 
afterward robbed them of money or merchandise. 


It is impossible to verify the final body-count in 
Alabama’s four-year reign of terror. After Charles 
Graffeo’s murder, on May 28, 1923, local journalists 
described him as the nineteenth murder victim, with 
another seventeen survivors adding up to thirty-six 
casualties in twenty-eight attacks. Seven months later, 
with the arrest of five suspects, the New York Times 
referred to twenty-four fatalities in forty-four attacks. At 
the same time, Birmingham reporters actually reduced 
their estimate of casualties, with published lists of fifteen 
dead and thirteen wounded since the raids began. 


However that may be, the crimes were indisputably 
initiated on November 28, 1919, with the death of 
merchant G.T. Ary. Slain on Christmas Eve, John 
Belser was the second victim, and his death appeared to 
satisfy the killers for a time. No further raids were 
publicly recorded until March 5, 1921, when unidenti- 
fied attackers wounded J.J. Whittle in his shop. 


Another four months passed before the next attack, 
which wounded Charles Baldone, his wife and daughter, 
on July 13. Another survivor, H.I. Dorsky, was 
wounded on August 17. Three weeks later, on Sep- 
tember 6, the killers scored another near-miss with Mrs. 
Sam Zideman, mistaking her for dead as they looted her 
shop. 


The Christmas season was obscured by tragedy that 
year, in Birmingham, as unidentified assailants mur- 
dered Joseph Mantione and his wife, December 21. The 
same attacker, or a copy-cat, moved on to Titisville that 
afternoon, and there dispatched Mose Parker, adding a 
black to the growing list of dead. 


The new year offered no relief from carnage, with 
Clem Crawford and his wife slaughtered on January 11. 
Two weeks later, Tony and Rosa Lomio were attacked 
in their shop, but both survived their injuries. Three 
members of the Lucia family were wounded — one of 
them fatally — on June 3, 1922. Survivor J.H. Seay 
was hospitalized on September 30, while Abraham 
Levine died on November 6, in an attack that also 
injured his wife. 


Police seemed baffled as the crimes continued into 
1923. Joseph Klein was killed, his daughter wounded, 
on January 10. Two weeks later, Luigi and Josephine 
Vitellaro were hacked to death in their store. A welcome 
respite followed the Graffeo homicide, in May, but the 


killers returned with a vengeance on October 22, 
slaughtering Elizabeth Romeo and Juliet Vigilant. 


On January 6, 1924, police in Birmingham 
announced that five black suspects — Peyton Johnson, 
O’Delle Jackson, Pearl Jackson, John Reed, and Fred 
Glover — had confessed to eight of the unsolved 
murders. Confessions had first been obtained through 
the use of a “truth serum,” scopolomine, and later 
confirmed without drugs. Petty robbery was listed as the 
motive, with members of a local “syndicate” drawing 
straws for the honor of committing the next murder. The 
founding father of the gang, a black named Garfield, 
was reported dead of natural causes during 1922. 
Solicitor James Davis reported that three other 
members of the group, including its unnamed ring- 
leader, were still at large, hiding somewhere in central 
Alabama. 


AX MURDERS 
— LOUISIANA AND TEXAS 


Between January 1911 and April 1912, an uniden- 
tified killer (or killers) slaughtered 49 victims in the 
states of Louisiana and Texas, leaving police baffled. In 
each case, the dead were mulattoes or black members 
of families with mulatto children. The killers were 
supposed, by blacks and law enforcement officers alike, 
to be dark-skinned Negroes, selecting victims on the 
basis of their mixed — or “tainted” — blood. 


The first attack took place in early January 1911, at 
Rayne, Louisiana, when a mother and her three children 
were hacked to death in their beds. The following 
month, at Crowley, Louisiana — ten miles from Rayne 
— three members of the Byers family were dispatched 
in identical fashion. Two weeks later, the scene shifted 
to Lafayette, where a family of four was massacred in 
the small hours of the morning. 


Texas endured the killer’s first visit in April 1911, 
when five members of the Cassaway family were axed 
to death at their home in San Antonio. As in preceding 
cases, the victims died in their sleep, with no evidence 
of robbery or any other “rational” motive. 


On the last Sunday of November 1911, the action 
shifted back to Lafayette, Louisiana. Six members of the 
Norbert Randall family were butchered in their beds, 
each killed with a single blow behind the right ear. This 
time, police arrested a black woman, Clementine 
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Bernabet, on suspicion of involvement in the crime. She 
would be held in custody through spring of 1912, but 
her incarceration would not halt the carnage. On 
January 19, 1912, a woman and her three children were 
hacked to death as they slept in Crowley, Louisiana. 
Two days later, at Lake Charles, Felix Broussard, his 
wife and three children were killed in their beds, each 
with a single blow near the right ear. This time, the killer 
left a note behind. It read: “When He maketh the 
Inquisition for Blood, He forgetteth not the cry of the 
humble — human five.” 


Stirred by the quasi-Biblical implications, police 
made several arrests, including two members of the 
miniscule “Sacrifice Church.” Rev. King Harris, leader 
of the sect, had addressed a meeting in Lafayette on the 
night of the Randall massacre, and informants reported 
links between the “Sacrifice Church” and certain 
voodoo cults in New Orleans. Try as they might, police 
could find no evidence against their several suspects, and 
all were soon released. 


On February 19, 1912, a Mulatto woman and her 
three children were axed in their sleep at Beaumont, 
Texas. Seven weeks later, on March 27, another mulatto 
mother, her four children, and a male overnight guest 
were slaughtered in Glidden, Texas. 


Police began to notice a geographical pattern in the 
crimes. Since November 1911, the killer(s) had been 
moving west, striking at stops on the Southern Pacific 
Railroad line. The next murders, likewise, would occur 
further westward on that line, at San Antonio. 


Meanwhile, in early April 1912, Clementine Ber- 
nabet surprised authorities with a confession to the early 
crimes. While she admitted sitting in on meetings of the 
“Sacrifice Church,” Bernabet insisted that the slayings 
were related to a voodoo charm — candja — purchased 
from a local witch doctor. The charm reportedly insured 
Bernabet and her friends that “we could do as we 
pleased and we would never be detected.” For no 
apparent reason, they had chosen to test the magic by 
committing a series of ax murders. Police were ulti- 
mately dubious, and Bernabet was never sent to trial. 


On the night of April 11-12, five members of the 
William Burton family were hacked to death in their 
beds, in San Antonio. Two nights later, at Hempstead, 
the ax-wielding prowlers claimed three more mulatto 
victims, thereafter lapsing into a four-month hiatus. 


The lull was broken in San Antonio, at 4 a.m. on 
August 16, 1912, when the wife of mulatto James 
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Dashiell woke to the pain of an ax shearing through her 
arm. The killer had missed his target for the first time, 
and he took to his heels as anguished screams roused the 
sleeping family. His shaken victim glimpsed only one 
prowler, but she could offer no coherent description to 
police. 

The bungled raid in San Antonio wrote /finis to the 
murder spree, and left police without a single solid piece 
of evidence. Defectors from the “Sacrifice Church” 
referred authorities to a text from the New Testament 
Book of Matthew — “Every tree that bringeth not forth 
good fruit is hewn down, and cast into the fire” — but 
detectives never managed to identify a valid suspect in 
the case. 


AX MURDERS 
— NEW YORK CITY 


On May 25, 1985, Janet Scott, age 85, was found 
dead in her New York hotel room. An autopsy deter- 
mined that death was caused by repeated blows to the 
head with a heavy, sharp instrument similar to an ax or 
hatchet. Following the murder, splintered pieces of the 
victim’s skull and scalp were removed and placed near 
the body, in a pattern bearing some apparent signifi- 
cance to the killer. 

Five days later, friends of 58-year-old Ruth Potdevin 
became concerned when she failed to arrive at a 
business luncheon convened in another downtown 
hotel. A friend was sent to check her room and found 
the door ajar. Inside, Potdevin lay dead on the floor, her 
skull crushed by more than forty blows with an ax-like 
instrument. Once more, selected fragments of the skull 
and scalp had been arranged to form a cryptic pattern 
on the floor. 

The day after Potdevin’s murder, two blacks were 
arrested for trying to purchase a radio with one of her 
stolen credit cards, but police were unable to link them 
with the actual murder. On June 10, 1985, authorities 
announced there were sufficient similarities between the 
recent homicides to link them with a single murderer — 

and there the matter rests. Thus far, there have 
apparently been no new murders in the series, and the 
case remains unsolved. 


“BABES-IN-THE-DITCH” 
MURDERS 


A haunting case from Britain, still unsolved, involves 
the death of two young girls in 1965. The first to 


disappear was Margaret Reynolds, six, who vanished on 
her way to school in Aston, Birmingham, Septembr 8. 
No trace of her had been discovered by December 30, 
when five-year-old Diane Tift disappeared in Bloxwich, 
Walsall, after visiting the home of relatives. 


On January 13, 1966, a team of searchers found 
Diane Tift’s body face-down in a flooded ditch, along 
the fringe of Cannock Chase, in Staffordshire. Next day, 
a few yards farther on, the decomposed remains of 
Margaret Reynolds were discovered, finally identified 
by clothing she had worn the last time she was seen 
alive. Both children had been strangled, and police 
dismissed the possibility of a coincidence, announcing 
that a single killer was responsible. 


Publicity surrounding the so-called “babes-in-the- 
ditch” murder case was intense, resulting in an anonym- 
ous letter, posted from Burton-on-Trent, that police 
described as “almost certainly” penned by a woman. 
Refusing to divulge the letter’s contents, holding it as a 
potential piece of evidence, investigators spent another 
two months on the case before releasing the description 
of a suspect. Described as a man in his thirties, five feet 
ten, with a thin face, fair hair, and thick spectacles, the 
unnamed individual had been reported near the murder 
scene September 8, driving a nondescript van. 


The vague description was a starting point, but only 
that. Despite a second letter, received by the Tift family 
in April 1967 and headed “From the Killer,” homicide 
detectives are no closer to their suspect after twenty 
years. The case remains unsolved, the killer still at large. 


“BABYSITTER, THE” 


The terror came to Oakland County, Michigan, in 
1976. Authorities would later disagree on body-counts 
and motives, even the description of their suspect, but 
there was no argument about the impact that a string of 
grisly murders had upon the wealthy bedroom com- 
munities northwest of Detroit. Someone was killing 
children, claiming one victim after another with seeming 
impunity, while police watched helplessly from the 
sidelines. 


The first to die was Cynthia Cadieux, 16, abducted 
from Roseville on January 15, found naked and dead 
the next morning, lying on a rural road in Bloomfield 
Township. Raped and bludgeoned with a blunt instru- 
ment, she had been dragged some distance over snow- 


covered pavement, her clothing piled fifteen feet from 
the body. 


Four days later, in Birmingham, 14-year-old Sheila 
Shrock was raped and shot to death inside her home. 
Police made the discovery while checking out a prowler 
call. Two blocks away, John McAuliffe had been 
terrorized, bound, and robbed of five dollars by a 
gunman who invaded his house. Police were left with 
a description of the killer, but they had no other leads. 


On February 13, 12-year-old Mark Stebbins left the 
American Legion hall in Ferndale, heading homeward 
shortly after noon. He never got there, and his lifeless 
body would be found in Southfield six days later, lying 
in the snowy parking lot behind an office building. Dead 
at least 36 hours when found, Stebbins had been 
sexually assaulted, then smothered, his body cleaned 
with meticulous care before he was laid out for 
discovery. 


The pattern seemed to break with 13-year-old Jane 
Allan, abducted while hitchhiking in Royal Oak, on 
August 8, 1976. Her body was found three days later 
at Miamisburg, Ohio, with the cause of death listed as 
carbon monoxide poisoning. Thus far, police saw no 
link between the four murders, nor could they find a 
connection with the September 1972 strangulation of 
teenager Donna Serra, in Ray Township. Unique 
methods of murder, along with the rape of both sexes, 
suggested different killers — at least two, and perhaps 
as many as four. 


The pattern was established in December, with 12- 
year-old Jill Robinson’s disappearance from Royal Oak, 
three days before Christmas. Her body was discovered 
on December 26, near Troy in southern Oakland 
County, laid out neatly in a roadside snow bank. The 
cause of death had been a single short-range shotgun 
blast — another deviation — but the victim’s body had 
been scrubbed before she died. The coroner could find 
no evidence of sexual assault. 


On January 2, 1977, 10-year-old Kristine Mihelich 
left her Berkley home to buy a magazine and vanished 
on the three-block walk. Her body was discovered 
January 21, in Franklin Village, near the spot where 
Cynthia Cadieux had been discarded one year earlier. 
Unlike her predecessor, Kristine had not been raped; 
instead, she had been suffocated, body washed and laid 
out in'a funeral position, as with victims Robinson and 
Stebbins. 


Homicide detectives were convinced of a connection 
in at least three cases now, and they did not have long 
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to wait for number four. On March 16, 11-year-old 
Timothy King disappeared in Birmingham, his case 
igniting a general panic throughout Oakland County. 
Witnesses recalled seeing Tim with a shaggy-haired man 
who drove a blue Gremlin compact, but no one had 
noted the license number. Appearing on local television, 
Timothy’s mother begged for the safe return of her child, 
promising that his favorite chicken dinner would be 
waiting. 

The search ended on March 23, with discovery of the 
boy’s corpse in a roadside ditch, near Livonia. Another 
victim of suffocation, Timothy had been scrubbed and 
manicured after death, with his clothing cleaned and 
pressed. Medical examiners reported evidence of sexual 
assault, but they “detected no proof that the killer was 
a male.” Examination of the stomach contents showed 
that Timothy had been allowed one final chicken dinner 
prior to death. The media began to call their man the 
“Babysitter,” after the apparent care he lavished on his 
victims while he held them captive. Authorities could 
not agree upon the killer’s motives, some suggesting that 
he scrubbed the bodies to remove incriminating 
evidence, while others read the act as a ritual exorcism 
of guilt. The molestation of male victims pointed to a 
homosexual killer, but why, then, were female victims 
chosen? The shotgun death of Jill Robinson was another 
riddle. One source hypothesized that Jill had survived 
attempted suffocation, suddenly reviving on the road- 
side; another theory noted that she had begun to 
menstruate, suggesting the killer had altered his pattern 
to cope with the only “adult” victim. 


On March 27, Dr. Bruce Danto, a Detroit psychia- 
trist, published an open letter to the “Babysitter,” 
theorizing on his motives, pleading with the man to call 
for help or turn himself in to police. Among the 
predictable rash of crank calls, one stood out. The male 
caller told Danto simply, “The article was wrong. You 
better hope it doesn’t snow any more.” 


In short order, Danto began receiving letters and calls 
from a man who gave his name as “Allen,” describing 
himself as the murderer’s roommate. According to the 
caller, he and his friend had soldiered together in 
Vietnam, the Babysitter returning home with a deep 
bitterness toward affluent America. Suburban children 
were selected as the victims, he explained, in a twisted 
effort to “bring the war home” and educate wealthy 
slackers to the suffering of combat veterans. On one 
occasion, “Allen” made a date to meet with Danto, but 
he never showed. 
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In Oakland County, spring and summer passed 
without another “pattern” homicide, parents growing 
apprehensive as autumn turned to winter and the snow 
began to fall. Aside from cleanliness, fresh snow 
appeared to be the killer’s chief obsession. Safety 
programs instituted the previous winter were revived, 
police patrols beefed up in grim anticipation of another 
crime that never came. To date, there have been no 
more calls from “Allen,” no more homicides attributed 
to the Babysitter. Whether he is dead, locked up on 
other charges or at large today, the case remains 
unsolved. 


BAKER, STANLEY DEAN 


On July 13, 1970, California Highway Patrol officers 
received reports of a hit-and-run accident at Big Sur. 
Three persons had been injured in one car, while two 
long-haired males sped away in another, fleeing the 
scene of the crash. Patrolmen found two long-hairs 
walking down a nearby road and noted similarities in 
the descriptions. Under questioning, one suspect readily 
confessed involvement in the accident, startling police as 
he added, “I have a problem. I’m a cannibal.” 


To prove the point, Stan Baker turned his pockets out 
and palmed a human finger bone — removed, he said, 
from his most recent victim in Montana. Baker’s 
sidekick, Harry Allen Stroup, was also carrying a bony 
digit, and the pair were taken into custody on suspicion 
of homicide. Investigators in Montana found the 
mutilated remains of victim James Schlosser in the 
Yellowstone River, his heart and several fingers missing 
from the scene. 


The case was grim enough, but Baker was not 
finished talking, yet. According to his statement, he had 
been recruited by Satanic cultists from a college campus 
in his home state of Wyoming. An alleged member of 
the homicidal “Four Pi movement,” Baker had sworn 
allegiance to the cult’s master — known to intimates as 
the “Grand Chingon” — and he had committed other 
slayings on the cult’s behalf. There had been human 
sacrifices, he reported, in the Santa Ana Mountains, 
south of Los Angeles. Displaying supposed cult tattoos, 
Baker also confessed participation in the April 20, 1970 
murder of Robert Salem, a 40-year-old lighting designer 
in San Francisco. Salem had been stabbed 27 times and 
nearly decapitated, his left ear severed and carried away 
in a crime that Baker attributed to orders from the 
Grand Chingon. Slogans painted on the walls in Salem’s 


blood — including “Zodiac” and “Satan Saves” — 
were meant to stir up panic in an atmosphere already 
tense from revelations in the Manson murder trial. 


Baker, 22, and his 20-year-old companion were 
returned to Montana on July 20. Convicted of murder, 
both were sentenced to prison, where Baker continued 
his efforts on behalf of the cult. Authorities report that 
he actively solicited other inmates to join a Satanic 
coven, and full moons seemed to bring out the worst in 
Stanley, causing him to howl like an animal. He 
sometimes threatened prison guards, and was relieved of 
homemade weapons on eleven separate occasions, but 
administrators still saw fit to let him travel through the 
prison system, teaching transactional analysis to other 
inmates. Harry Stroup discharged his sentence and was 
released in 1979; Stanley Baker was paroled to his 
native Wyoming six years later, requesting that his 
present whereabouts remain confidential. (See also: 
“Four Pi Movement;” Manson, Charles; “Son of Sam’) 


BALDI, JOSEPH 


Between September 1970 and June 1972, residents of 
Queens, New York, were terrified by the activities of a 
nocturnal prowler who invaded homes at random, 
striking on the weekends, slashing women in their beds. 
The first fatality occurred September 20, 1970, when 
Areti Koularmanis was killed in her home. Eighteen 
months elapsed, with four non-lethal attacks, before the 
stalker killed again on March 19, 1972. His victim was 
Camille Perniola, age 17, stabbed to death while she 
slept in her parents’ home, in Queens. 


The unknown attacker was picking up his pace. On 
April 13, 1972, he killed 21-year-old Clara Toriello in 
her bed. On June 13, he reached through an open 
bedroom window to slash the face of a sleeping 
teenager, who survived her wounds. Two days later, in 
the predawn hours of June 15, another resident of 
Queens woke to find an armed man climbing through 
her bedroom window, saved by the screams that put 
him to flight. On June 17, in Jamaica, Queens, 16-year- 
old Deborah Januszko was less fortunate; she slept 
through the intruder’s entry and was stabbed to death. 


While there were no reports of any victims being 
raped, police regarded the attacks as sex crimes. Several 
times, the prowler made a point of slicing his victim’s 
brassiere, once pausing to slash a bra hanging outside, 
on a clothesline. 


At 1 a.m. on June 21, police arrested Joseph Baldi, 
31, and charged him with the murder of Deborah 
Januszko. The hulking suspect — 6 foot 4, 200 pounds 
— had a ten-year record of commitment to mental 
institutions, including several terms at the Creedmore 
State Hospital in Queens. Five knives, a pistol, and a 
stack of porno magazines were found when homicide 
detectives searched his rented room, no more than fifty 
feet from the Januszko home. 


Nine months earlier, on September 5, 1971, Baldi had 
fired shots at policemen who surprised him during the 
burglary of a woman’s home in Queens. Committed for 
psychiatric observation on October 19, he had been 
transferred to Creedmore on November 30 and then 
released, “by mistake,” on January 21, 1972. The 
doctor who signed his release papers “didn’t know” that 
Baldi was charged with attempted murder of a police 
officer. Examination of the suspect’s hospital records 
revealed that Baldi was free on the nights when each of 
the ten attacks took place in Queens. On June 23, 1972, 
police spokesmen announced that all four homicides in 
the series were considered solved with Baldi’s arrest. 


BALL, JOE 


Born in 1892, Joe Ball was a one-time bootlegger and 
tavern owner at Elmendorf, Texas, near San Antonio. 
In the 1930s, Ball ran the Sociable Inn, distinguished by 
its lovely waitresses and alligator pit out back, where 
Joe would daily entertain his patrons with the ritual of 
feeding time. He seemed to have a problem keeping 
waitresses — and wives — but the variety was part of 
what made Ball’s establishment so popular. 


There was a darker side to Joe, however, and 
according to reports from other residents of Elmendorf, 
Ball sounded anything but sociable. One neighbor, a 
policeman by the name of Elton Crude, was threatened 
with a pistol after he complained about the stench 
emitted by Joe’s alligator pool. (The smell, Ball 
normally explained, was due to rotting meat he used for 
‘gator food.) Another local was so terrified of Ball that 
he packed up his family one night and fled the state, 
without a word of explanation. 


In September 1937, worried relatives reported 
Minnie Gotthardt’s disappearance to authorities in 
Elmendorf. The missing 22-year-old had been employed 
with Ball before she dropped from sight, but under 
questioning the tavern keeper said that she had left to 
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take another job. Police were satisfied, until another 
waitress — Julia Turner — was reported missing by her 
family. Ball’s answer was the same, but this time there 
were problems, since the girl had failed to take her 
clothes along. Joe saved the day by suddenly remember- 
ing an argument with Julia’s roommate; Turner had 
been anxious to get out, and Ball had given her $500 
for the road. 


Within a few short months, two other women joined 
the missing list; one of them, Hazel Brown, had opened 
up a bank account two days before she disappeared, 
then “left” without retrieving any of the cash. Texas 
Rangers entered the case, compiling a roster of Ball’s 
known employees over the past few years. Many were 
found alive, but at least a dozen were permanently 
missing, along with Joe’s second and third wives. Ball 
stood up well under questioning, but his elderly 
handyman cracked, reporting that he had helped Ball 
dispose of several female corpses, acting under threat of 
death when he fed their dismembered remains to the 
alligators. From the safety of his new location, Joe’s ex- 
neighbor joined the litany, describing an evening in 
1936 when he had seen Ball chopping up a woman’s 
body, tossing the fragments to his hungry pets. 


The Rangers had enough to win indictments, but they 
needed solid evidence for a conviction. On September 
24, 1938, they dropped by the Sociable Inn to examine 
Joe’s meat barrel, and Ball realized the game was up. 
Stepping behind the bar, he rang up a “No Sale” on the 
cash register, drew a pistol from the drawer, and killed 
himself with one shot to the head. His handyman was 
later jailed for two years, as an accessory after the fact, 
while Joe’s alligators were donated to the San Antonio 
Z00. 


BANKSTON, CLINTON, JR. 


In sheer ferocity, the crimes were something new to 
residents of Athens, Georgia. On the night of August 15, 
1987, three women — 63-year-old Ann Morris, her 59- 
year-old sister, Sally Nicholson, and Sally’s daughter 
Helen, 22 — were hacked to death in a home in 
suburban Carr’s Hill. The murder weapon was believed 
to be a hatchet, recovered at the scene, but mutilations 
were so extensive that verification and identification of 
the victims came only through post mortem testing. 


On August 16, patrolmen spotted a stolen car, owned 
by one of the victims, outside the home where Clinton 
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Bankston lived with his half-brother, Curtis Johnson. 
Arrested on three counts of murder, Bankston watched 
the charges multiply the next day, when he was charged 
with the April 1987 stabbing deaths of Glenn and 
Rachel Sutton. 


The product of a broken home, Bankston was living 
with his mother when his father died in a fire, during 
May 1982. Associates and relatives professed no 
knowledge of his violent tendencies, but Clinton readily 
confessed participation in the murders, blaming most of 
the violence on an elusive accomplice named “Chris.” 
As months slipped past, authorities could find no trace 
of Chris, and they believe that Bankston made him up 
in an attempt to shift the blame for his atrocious crimes. 


On May 12, 1988 — his seventeenth birthday — 
Bankston pled guilty, but mentally ill on five counts of 
first-degree murder. Rescued from death row by a state 
law forbidding execution of killers 16 or younger at the 
time of their offense, he was sentenced to five terms of 
life imprisonment. 


BARFIELD, MARGIE VELMA 


Born October 23, 1932, in Cumberland County, 
North Carolina, Margie Bullard would look back on her 
childhood as a cruel period of “permissible slavery,” 
made worse by the attentions of a father who began 
molesting her at age thirteen. The stories are refuted 
categorically by seven siblings, who deny all charges of 
abuse in any form, by either parent, and it must be 
granted that Margie’s early development seemed normal 
for the given time and place. Dropping out of high 
school in her junior year, she eloped with Thomas Burke 
at seventeen, settling in Paxton, where she bore two 
children without incident. 


The trouble started after fifteen years of marriage, 
when Burke’s luck turned sour almost overnight. 
Discharged from his job and subsequently injured in a 
car crash, he began drinking heavily to drown his 
sorrows, the ever-present liquor an affront to Margie’s 
fundamentalist religion. Marriage became a sort of 
guerrilla warfare, with Margie hiding her husband’s 
whiskey, sometimes pouring it down the sink, finally 
committing him to Dorothea Dix Hospital, in Raleigh, 
as an alcoholic. Working at a local mill to support the 
family, she relied on prescription tranquilizers for peace 
of mind. 


Thomas came home from the hospital sober and 
sullen, bitter at his wife’s “betrayal.” In 1969, when he 
burned to death in bed, authorities dismissed the death 
as accidental, caused by careless smoking, but later, with 
the advantage of hindsight, there would be dark 
suspicions of foul play. 


In 1971, Margie married Jennings Barfield. He lasted 
six months, his sudden death ascribed to “natural 
causes,” but exhumation and autopsy in 1978 would 
reveal lethal doses of arsenic in his system. 


By the time she murdered Barfield, Margie was 
already dependent on prescription drugs, carelessly 
mixing her pills, with the result that she was four times 
hospitalized for overdose symptoms. In contrast to her 
addiction, she maintained an active interest in religion, 
teaching Sunday school at the local Pentecostal church 
on a regular basis. 


Short on cash, Margie was writing rubber checks to 
cover her “medical” expenses, and her several trips to 
court produced judicial wrist-slaps. In 1974, she forged 
her aged mother’s name to a $1,000 loan application, 
panicking when she realized the bank might try to 
contact the real Lillie Bullard for verification. Margie 
eliminated the problem by feeding her mother a lethal 
dose of insecticide, and again the death was attributed 
to natural causes. 


Two years later, Margie Barfield was employed by 
local matron Dollie Edwards as a live-in maid. A fringe 
benefit of the job was Dollie’s nephew, Stuart Taylor, 
who began dating Margie on the side, but their romance 
did not stop Barfield from poisoning her employer in 
February 1977. Her motive remains unclear — there 
were no thefts involved — and physicians ascribed the 
sudden death to “acute gastroenteritis.” 


Margie next moved in with 80-year-old John Lee and 
his wife Record, age 76. After forging a $50 check on 
Lee’s account, she sought to “make him sick” and 
thereby gain some time to cover the shortage, but her 
plans obviously went awry. First poisoned in April 
1977, John Lee lost 65 pounds before his eventual 
death, on June 4. After the funeral, Margie began 
feeding poison to Lee’s widow, but she gave up her job 
in October 1977, leaving a frail survivor behind. 


Moving on to a Lumberton rest home, Barfield was 
twice caught forging checks on Stuart Taylor’s account. 
He forgave her each time, but they argued fiercely after 
her third offense, on January 31, 1978. That night, 
Margie spiked his beer with poison, keeping up the 
dosage until Taylor died on February 4. Relatives 


rejected the diagnosis of “acute gastroenteritis” and 
demanded a full autopsy, resulting in the discovery of 
arsenic. 


Under interrogation, Margie confessed the murders of 
Taylor, her mother and second husband, Dollie 
Edwards and John Lee. Aside from the motiveless 
Edwards slaying, they were all “accidents,” bungled 
attempts to cover up for forgery and theft. A jury 
deliberated for less than an hour before convicting 
Barfield of first-degree murder, and she was executed by 
lethal injection on November 2, 1984. 


BARTSCH, JUERGEN 


Born out of wedlock in post-war Germany, Juergen 
Bartsch lost his mother at the tender age of five months. 
He was adopted after spending eleven months in a 
foundling home, but the selection of a new family was 
unfortunate. Enrolled in a parochial school, Bartsch was 
seduced by a homosexual priest who also delighted in 
filling his mind with sadistic stories from medieval times. 
Back in his adopted home, the boy was alternately 
treated with contempt and extravagant attention. His 
“mother” insisted on bathing Juergen through adoles- 
cence and beyond, a practice she continued to the date 
of his arrest on murder charges. 


By 1967, Bartsch — now 17 — was working as a 
butcher’s apprentice, still living with his adoptive 
parents in Bonn, West Germany. He was also a sadistic 
pedophile, responsible for the torture-slayings of four 
young boys he had lured to an abandoned mine shaft, 
killing each in turn after they were brutalized and 
sexually abused. On arrest and conviction, he was 
sentenced to a term of life inprisonment, the German 
death penalty having been outlawed after World War 
II. 


On April 10, 1971, the Supreme Court of Germany 
overturned Juergen’s conviction, on grounds that the 
lower court improperly ignored psychiatric evidence 
and Bartsch was a minor when the crimes took place. 
Psychiatrists informed the high court that Bartsch’s 
actions were a product of sexual compulsion, beyond his 
conscious control. His sentence was reduced from life to 
ten years, with credit for time already served. 


In April 1976, seeking to curry favor for early parole, 
Bartsch submitted to voluntary castration as part of his 
overall rehabilitation program. He died on April 28, 
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following surgery, with doctors attributing his death to 
heart failure. 


BATESON, PAUL 


In 1977 and ‘78, New York homosexuals were 
terrorized by a series of “bag murders,” in which six 
male victims were mutilated and dismembered, their 
remains wrapped in black plastic bags and dumped in 
the Hudson River. Some of the grisly fragments washed 
up on the New Jersey shore, others coming to ground 
near the World Trade Center. Police traced items of 
recovered clothing to a shop in Greenwich Village, 
catering to gays, and distinctive tattoos identified one of 
the victims as a known homosexual. Lacking identities 
and confirmed cause of death in several cases, the crimes 
were not officially classified as homicides, but were 
listed as CUPPI’s — circumstances undetermined 
pending police investigation. 


A solution in the case derived from evidence collected 
in an “unrelated” case. On September 14, 1977, film 
critic Addison Verrill was beaten and stabbed to death 
in his New York apartment. Charged with the slaying, 
Paul Bateson, a 38-year-old X-ray technician, confessed 
to meeting Verrill in a Greenwich Village gay bar. After 
having sex at Verrill’s flat, Bateson crushed his victim’s 
skull with a metal skillet, afterward stabbing Verrill in 
the heart. Convicted of the homicide on March 5, 1979, 
Bateson drew a term of 20 years to life in prison. 


While in custody, awaiting trial, Paul Bateson 
bragged of killing other men “for fun,” dismembering 
their bodies, and dropping the bagged remains in the 
Hudson River. Detectives satisfied themselves of 
Bateson’s guilt, but he was never charged, and the “bag 
murders” — that later inspired the movie Cruising — 
remain technically unsolved. 


BECK, DIETER 


A handsome, charming man, Beck never lacked for 
girlfriends in his native town of Rehme, West Germany, 
but there was viciousness behind that winning smile. For 
sport, he preyed on women less attractive than his usual 
dates, the sort who yearned for more than average male 
attention and affection. During 1961, he raped and 
strangled Ingrid Kanike, repeating the performance with 
Ursula Fritz in 1965, and with Anneliese Herschel in 
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1968. At Beck’s trial, in June 1969, a string of girlfriends 
testified on his behalf, as character witnesses, but under 
cross-examination several suddenly remembered how 
he liked to slip his hands around their throats while 
having intercourse. Convicted on three counts of 
murder, Beck was consigned to prison for life. 


BECKER, MARIE ALEXANDER 


Born in 1877, Marie Becker spent most of her adult 
life as a housewife in Liege, Belgium. In 1932, when she 
was 55 years old, she entered into a tempestuous affair 
with Lambert Beyer, a local lothario several years her 
junior. Soon after their first meeting, in a local grocery 
market, Becker poisoned her husband with digitalis and 
began spending all her time with her lover. Romance 
paled as Beyer failed to keep up with her pace, and 
Marie soon dispatched him, as well. 


Bent on recapturing lost youth, Becker became a 
fixture in the local nightclubs, performing wild dances 
with men half her age, bribing a series of young lovers 
to share her bed. It all cost money she could ill afford, 
and soon Maria opened a modest dress shop in Liege, 
supplementing her income by robbing and poisoning 
elderly patrons. Before her sideline was discovered, it is 
estimated that she murdered ten, at least, obtaining 
minor sums of cash from each. 


A female friend was Becker’s undoing, running to 
Maria with complaints about her husband, declaring 
that she wished the no-good rascal dead. Maria sug- 
gested digitalis, offering a sample from her own supply, 
and after several days of cooling off, her friend reported 
the discussion to the police. Maria was arrested in 
October 1936, with tests revealing poison in the bodies 
of her husband, Lambert Beyer, and a number of her 
female customers. At trial, she gloated over details of the 
several deaths and drew a term of life imprisonment. 
She died in jail, while World War IT was underway. 


BELL, MARY FLORA 


Mary Bell was born in May of 1957, when her 
unwed, mentally unstable mother was, herself, a child 
of seventeen. Though Betty Bell would subsequently 
wed the baby’s father, marriage did not guarantee a 
stable home. Mary’s father was frequently out of work, 
occasionally in trouble with the law. Betty, for her part, 
frequently left her daughter with relatives or acquaintan- 


ces, once “giving” the child to a woman she met on the 
street, outside an abortion clinic. The Bell home, in 
Newcastle, England, was filthy and sparsely furnished. 
At school, Mary became known as a chronic liar and 
disruptive pupil. On occasion, she voiced her desire “to 
hurt people.” 


The cruel urge surfaced on May 11, 1968, when 
Mary and Norma Bell (no relation) were playing with 
a three-year-old boy on top of a Newcastle air raid 
shelter. The boy fell and was severely injured, but the 
incident was written off as accidental. On May 12, the 
mothers of three young girls informed police that Mary 
had attacked and choked their children. She was 
interviewed and lectured by authorities, but no juvenile 
charges were filed. 


Mary Bell 


On May 25, two boys playing in an old, abandoned 
house found the corpse of four-year-old Martin Brown, 
lying in an upstairs room. Mary and Norma Bell had 
followed the boys inside, and had to be ordered out 
when police arrived. With no obvious cause of death, 


it was assumed that Martin Brown had swallowed pills 
from a discarded bottle, found nearby. 


On May 26, Norma Bell’s father caught Mary 
choking his 11-year-old daughter; he slapped her face 
and sent her home. Later that day, a local nursery school 
was vandalized. Police discovered notes that read “Fuch 
of, we murder, watch out, Fanny and Faggot,” and “We 
did murder Martain brown, fuckof you Bastard.” 


Four days later, Mary Bell appeared at the Brown 
residence, asking to see Martin. Reminded of the 
tragedy, she told his grieving mother, “Oh, I know he’s 
dead. I wanted to see him in his coffin.” 


On May 31, a newly-installed burglar alarm at the 
vandalized nursery school brought patrolmen rushing 
back to the scene, where they found Mary and Norma 
Bell loitering beside the building. Both girls fervently 
denied involvement in the previous break-in, and they 
were released to the custody of their parents. 


Two months elapsed before the disappearance of 
three-year-old Brian Howe, in Newcastle. An immediate 
search was mounted, and Mary Bell told Brian’s sister 
that he might be playing on a heap of concrete blocks 
that had been dumped out on a nearby vacant lot. In 
fact, he was discovered there, among the tumbled slabs, 
but he was dead, a victim of manual strangulation, legs 
and stomach mutilated with a razor and a pair of 
scissors that police recovered at the scene. A medical 
examiner suggested that the killer might have been a 
child, since relatively little force was used. 


Detectives started circulating questionnaires among 
the local children, asking suspects to account for their 
movements at the time of Brian’s death. Answers from 
Mary and Norma Bell were inconsistent, and both girls 
were brought in for questioning. While Mary claimed 
that she had seen an older boy abusing Brian, Norma 
soon broke down and told of watching Mary kill the 
boy. At trial, in December 1968, Norma was acquitted 
of all charges, while Mary Bell was convicted on two 
counts of manslaughter. 


Described by court psychiatrists as “intelligent, man- 
ipulative, and dangerous,” Mary proved herself a 
problem inmate. In 1970, she fabricated charges of in- 
decent assault against one of her warders, but the man 
was acquitted in court. In September 1977, she escaped 
from Moor Court open prison with another inmate, but 
the runaways were captured three days later. In the 
meantime, they had met two boys with whom they 
spent the night, a circumstance that placed the ego- 
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centric Mary back in tabloid headlines, offering a blow- 
by-blow account of how she gave up her virginity. 


BERDELLA, ROBERT A. 


By his own admission, 39-year-old Robert Berdella 
was a strange character. The owner of Bob’s Bizarre 
Bazaar in Kansas City, Missouri, Berdella carried 
business cards that advertised that he had “poison” in 
his head. Around the house, he showed a milder side, 
helping his Hyde Park neighbors establish a local 
community crime watch program. His strange behavior 
on the job was written off as so much advertising hype 
— until the afternoon of April 2, 1988. 


That day, a neighbor of Berdella’s stepped outside to 
find a naked stranger crouching on his porch. The 22- 
year-old wore nothing but a dog collar, buckled around 
his neck, and he blurted out a tale of sexual abuse that 
sent Berdella’s neighbor racing for the telephone, to call 
police. 


According to the victim, he had been held captive in 
Berdella’s home the past five days, subjected to repeated 
sexual assaults before he finally clambered through a 
second-story window and escaped. Detectives picked 
Berdella up and searched his home for evidence. In 
doing so, they opened up a grim Pandora’s box of hor- 
ror. 


In the house, police discovered some 200 photo- 
graphs of naked men, the subjects bound and clearly 
suffering from cruel abuse. Torture devices were also 
seized in the raid, along with a pair of human skulls, 
occult literature, and a Satanic ritual robe. That 
weekend, deputies unearthed bone fragments and 
another human head in Berdella’s yard. 


On April 4, 1988, Robert Berdella was arraigned on 
seven counts of sodomy, one count of felonious 
restraint, and one count of first-degree assault. Bail was 
initially set at $500,000, revoked the next day, when 
officers testified that one of the men in Berdella’s photo- 
graphs — trussed up and hanging by his heels — ap- 
peared to be dead. While excavation continued on 
Berdella’s property and prosecutor’s contemplated 
murder charges, homicide investigators started checking 
out their list of missing persons dating back to 1984. A 
bargained guilty plea on one count of murder consigned 
Berdella to prison for life, but authorities suspected him 
in at least seven other deaths. 
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On December 19, 1988, Berdella pled guilty to first- 
degree murder in the death of victim Robert Sheldon, 
and to four counts of second-degree murder involving 
additional male victims. He was sentenced to a term of 
life imprisonment. 


BERKOWITZ, DAVID RICHARD: 
See “SON OF SAM” MURDERS 


BERNARD, NORMAN 


A black drifter from Fayetteville, North Carolina, 
Bernard attempted his first murder there on August 15, 
1983. Accosting a drunken migrant worker, 58-year-old 
Manuel Diaz, Bernard shot him once in the head with 
a small-caliber pistol, afterward severing the victim’s 
penis for good measure. Believing Diaz to be dead, 
Bernard fled across country, winding up in Los Angeles, 
where he quickly resumed his activities. 


On October 13, 1983, Anthony Cody, a 34-year-old 
transient, was shot and killed in L.A. with a small- 
caliber weapon. Precisely one month later, an elderly 
“John Doe” victim was killed on Skid Row with the 
same gun. The following day, November 14, 52-year- 
old Milton Regzarrie was shot twice in the head, but he 
managed to survive his wounds. On November 20, 
Bobby Joe Jones, 45, was killed in the gunman’s final 
attack. 


Arrested on November 21, the 32-year-old suspect 
led police on a tour of the shooting scenes, describing 
his crimes “in a matter-of-fact tone.” Bernard professed 
a desire “to help” homeless men, stating that he was 
“doing them a favor” by putting them out of their 
misery. Surprised to learn that Manuel Diaz had lived 
through the attack in Fayetteville, Bernard confessed 
that crime on November 28. Three months later, on 
March 7, 1984, he pled guilty to three counts of murder 
“with special circumstances” in Los Angeles and was 
sentenced to a term of life without parole. 


BESNARD, MARIE 


Around Loudon, in France, she is remembered as the 
“Queen of Poisoners,” with thirteen victims charged 
against her name. She is a legend in the district — for 


her crimes, and for the way in which she managed, 
finally, to cheat the executioner. 


The only child of frugal parents, born in 1896, Marie 
Davaillaud was educated at a convent school where 
classmates would remember her as “vicious and 
immoral.” She was “wild with boys,” detractors said, 
adept at “snitching other people’s things and lying to 
cover up.” In 1920, already a spinster at the age of 23, 
Marie was married to her cousin, one Auguste Antigny, 
who was known to suffer from tuberculosis. When he 
died in 1927, it was blamed on “‘pleurisy.” The 
undertaker buried him with shoes on, an aesthetic 
oversight that would rebound against his grieving 
widow 22 years later. 


During August 1929, Marie was married to Leon 
Besnard. The newlyweds were quick to realize that 
fortune lay beyond their grasp while certain of their 
relatives were still alive, but clearing out the family tree 
takes time. There were rewards in store when two of 
Leon’s great-aunts died, in 1938 and 1940, but the bulk 
of the inheritance was claimed by Leon’s parents, lead- 
ing the Besnards to change their plans. In May, her 
wealthy father stricken down by a “cerebral hemor- 
rhage,” Marie insisted that her mother come to live with 
Leon and herself. 


The stage was set for action. In November 1940, 
Leon’s father died from eating “poison mushrooms.” 
Three months later, he was orphaned when his mother 
fell prey to “pneumonia.” Locals had begun to joke 
about the “Besnard jinx,” but Leon and Marie were 
more concerned with their inheritance, a sum that was, 
unfortunately, split between themselves and Leon’s sister 
Lucie. Counting on the jinx, they merely had to bide 
their time and wait. A “suicide” removed the final 
obstacle a few months later, bringing Lucie’s share of the 
inheritance to Leon and Marte. 


The family curse was turning out to be a gold mine. 
Next in line, a childless couple, the Rivets, were taken 
in by the Besnards, expressing their sincerest gratitude 
by altering their wills to make Marie their only heir. The 
ink was barely dry before Messr. Rivet was stricken by 
“pneumonia,” dying in his bed. His widow’s death, a 
short time later, marked by nausea and convulsions, was 
attributed by her physician to “the chest sickness.” 


Two elderly cousins, Pauline and Virginie Lalleron, 
were the next to go. Pauline, according to Marie, mis- 
took a bowl of lye for her dessert one evening. Her ex- 
cruciating death apparently made no impression on 
Virginie, who repeated the identical “mistake” a short 


week later. Careless as they may have been, the cousins 
had been clear about remembering Marie and Leon in 
their wills. 


For all of its adventure, married life was paling for 
Marie. By 1947, she had fallen for a handsome German 
P.O.W. living in Loudon. In late October, Leon died at 
home, but not before confiding in a friend, Madame 
Pintou, that he was being poisoned by his wife. “She 
murdered me,” he gasped, as he lay dying, and the story 
swiftly made its way around Loudon. 


Marie’s decrepit mother died in January 1949, her 
last surviving relative to fall before the “jinx.” By now, 
the local rumor mill was working overtime, but the 
authorities remained aloof. Marie attempted to intimi- 
date her various accusers, sending garbled death threats 
through the mails. A burglar invaded Madame Pintou’s 
home by night, selectively destroying every gift she had 
received from the Besnards. The Massip brothers, hav- 
ing passed the Pintou rumors on, were forced to leave 
Loudon when arsonists destroyed their home. 


Enough was finally enough. Police were summoned, 
and on May 11, Leon was exhumed by order of the 
court. According to the coroner’s report, his body had 
absorbed approximately twice the arsenic required to 
kill a man. A dozen other victims were exhumed, in- 
cluding the Rivets, Auguste Antigny, and assorted 
members of the Davaillaud and Besnard families. Each, 
it seemed, had managed to ingest a fatal dose of arsenic 
before succumbing to the family “jinx.” (In Auguste’s 
case, the test was run on toenails, accidentally preserved 
for more than twenty years inside his shoes.) 


From jail, Marie made last-ditch efforts to arrange her 
alibi. A friend was asked to spike the family’s stock of 
wine with arsenic, creating reasonable doubt of acci- 
dental death, but he refused. In desperation the defend- 
ant tried to put a contract out on Madame Pintou and 
the Massip brothers, but her contacts ran to the police, 
in search of leniency in other cases. Shaken by her 
failures, the defendant told a visitor, “I am lost. I am 
guilty.” 


Brought to trial in February 1952, on thirteen counts 
of homicide, Marie Besnard displayed a different face in 
court. She had retained a battery of high-priced Paris 
lawyers, who demanded new examinations to confirm 
that all the victims had been slain with arsenic. A 
mistrial was declared, and bodies were unearthed a 
second time. As luck would have it, testable remains of 
seven victims had been totally consumed in previous 
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examinations, and the counts of murder were reduced 
to six for Besnard’s second trial, in March of 1954. This 
time, the jury failed to reach a verdict, and Marie was 
freed on bond until a third trial could be scheduled. In 
the meantime, further exhumations, further tests, 
reduced the dwindling supply of evidence. 


The case was finally disposed of in December 1961. 
Determined to proceed, the state reinstituted thirteen 
counts of homicide against Marie Besnard, but prosec- 
utors failed to sell their case. Despite the evidence of 
arsenic in thirteen corpses, her confessions and attempts 
to murder witnesses, Marie Besnard was finally acquit- 
ted by a jury on December 12. The “Queen of Poison- 
ers” had managed to commit the perfect crime. 


BIANCHI, KENNETH A., 
and BUONO, ANGELO 


Kenneth Bianchi 


Born to a prostitute mother in Rochester, New York, 
during May 1951, Ken Bianchi was given up for 
adoption as an infant. By age eleven, he was falling be- 
hind in his school work, given to furious tantrums in 
class and at home. Married briefly at 18, two years later 
he would write to a girlfriend, claiming he had killed a 
local man. She laughed it off, dismissing it as part of 
Ken’s incessant macho posturing, but homicide was 
preying on Bianchi’s mind. By 1973, he was certain 
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police suspected him of involvement in Rochester’s 
brutal “alphabet murders.” 


The case got its popular name from the initials of 
three young victims, raped and murdered over a two- 
year period. Carmen Colon, age 11, had been the first 
to die, in 1971. Wanda Walkowicz was next, in 1972, 
and the killer’s victim for 1973 had been 10-year-old 
Michelle Maenza. In fact, police were not suspicious of 
Bianchi while he lived in Rochester; it would be six 
more years before they realized his car resembled one 
reported near the scene of one “alphabet” slaying. 


In January 1976, Bianchi pulled up stakes and moved 
to Los Angeles, teaming up with his adopted cousin, 
Angelo Buono, in an amateur white-slave racket. Born 
at Rochester in October 1934, Buono was a child of 
divorce, transported across country by his mother at age 
five. By fourteen, he was stealing cars and displaying a 
precocious obsession with sodomy. Sentenced for auto 
theft in 1950, he escaped from the California Youth 
Authority and was recaptured in December 1951. As a 
young man, Buono idolized convicted sex offender 
Caryl Chessman, and in later years he would emulate 
the so-called “red-light” rapist’s method of procuring 
victims. In the meantime, though, he fathered several 
children, viciously abusing several wives and girlfriends 
in the process. Somehow, in defiance of his violent tem- 
per and an almost simian appearance, he attracted 
scores of women, dazzling cousin Kenneth with his 
“harem” and his method of recruiting prostitutes 
through rape and torture. 


Two of Buono’s favorite hookers managed to escape 
his clutches during 1977, and Bianchi would later mark 
their departure as a starting point for L.A.’s reign of 
terror. In precisely two months time, the so-called 
“Hillside Stranglers” would abduct and slay ten women, 
frequently abandoning their naked bodies in a kind of 
grim display, as if to taunt authorities. 


Rejected by the Glendale and Los Angeles police de- 
partments, longing for a chance to throw his weight 
around and show some “real authority,” Bianchi fell in 
line with Angelo’s suggestion that they should imperson- 
ate policemen, stopping female motorists or nabbing 
prostitutes, according to their whim. Along the way, 
they would subject their captives to an ordeal of torture, 
sexual assault and brutality, inevitably ending with a 
twist of the garrote. 


Yolanda Washington, a 19-year-old hooker, was the 


first to die, murdered on October 17, her nude body 
discovered the next day near Universal City. Two weeks 


later, on October 31, police retrieved the corpse of 15- 
year-old Judith Miller from a flowerbed in La Cres- 
centa. Elissa Kastin, a 21-year-old Hollywood waitress, 
was abducted and slain November 5, her body discover- 
ed next morning on a highway embankment in Glen- 
dale. On November 8, Jane King, aspiring actress and 
model, was kidnapped, raped, and suffocated, her body 
dumped on an off-ramp of the Golden State Freeway, 
undiscovered until November 22. 


By that time, female residents of Los Angeles were 
living a nightmare. No less than three victims had been 
discovered on November 20, including 20-year-old 
honor student Kristina Wechler, dumped in Highland 
Park, and two classmates from junior high school, Sonja 
Johnson and Dolores Cepeda, discovered in Elysian 
Park a week after their disappearance from a local bus 
stop. Retrieval of Jane King’s body increased local 
anxiety, and Thanksgiving week climaxed with the 
death of Lauren Wagner, an 18-year-old student, found 
in the Glendale hills on November 29. 


By that time, police knew they were looking for dual 
suspects, based on the testimony of eyewitnesses 
including one prospective victim — the daughter of 
screen star Peter Lorre — who had managed to avoid 
the stranglers’ clutches. On December 9, prostitute 
Kimberly Martin answered her last out-call in Glendale, 
turning up nude and dead on an Echo Park hillside next 
morning. The last to die, at least in California, was 
Cindy Hudspeth, found in the trunk of her car after it 
was pushed over a cliff in the Angeles National Forest. 


Bianchi sensed that it was time to try a change of 
scene. Moving to Bellingham, Washington, he found 
work as a security guard, flirting once more with the 
police work he craved. On January 11, 1979, Diane 
Wilder and Karen Mandic were raped and murdered in 
Bellingham, last seen alive when they went to check out 
a potential house-sitting job. Bianchi had been their con- 
tact, and inconsistent answers led police to hold him for 
further investigation. A search of his home turned up 
items stolen from sites he was paid to guard, and further 
evidence finally linked him with the Bellingham 
murders. Collaboration with L.A. authorities led to 
Bianchi’s indictment in five of the Hillside murders, 


" during June 1979. 


In custody, Bianchi first denied everything, then 
feigned submission to hypnosis, manufacturing multiple 
personalities in his bid to support an insanity defense. 
Psychiatrists saw through the ruse, and after his 
indictment in Los Angeles, Ken agreed to testify against 
his cousin. His guilty plea to five new counts of homi- 


cide was followed by Buono’s arrest, in October 1979, 
and Angelo was indicted on ten counts of first-degree 
murder. A ten-month preliminary hearing climaxed in 
March 1981, with Angelo ordered to stand trial on all 
counts. 


Bianchi, meanwhile, was desperately seeking some 
way to save himself. In June 1980, he received a letter 
from Veronica Lynn Compton, a 23-year-old poet, 
playwright, and aspiring actress, who sought Ken’s 
opinion on her new play (dealing with a female serial 
killer). Correspondence and conversations revealed her 
bizarre obsession with murder, mutilation, and necro- 
philia, encouraging Bianchi to suggest a bizarre defense 
strategy. Without a second thought, Veronica agreed to 
visit Bellingham, strangle a woman there, and deposit 
specimens of Bianchi’s sperm at the scene, leading police 
to believe the “real killer” was still at large. 


On September 16, 1980, Compton visited Bianchi in 
prison, receiving a book with part of a rubber glove in- 
side, containing his semen. Flying north to Bellingham, 
she picked out a female victim but bungled the murder 
attempt. Arrested in California on October 3, Compton 
was convicted in Washington during 1981 and sen- 
tenced to prison, with no hope of parole before 1994. 


(In confinement, she soon tired of writing to Bianchi 
and turned her attentions to serial slayer Douglas Clark, 
awaiting execution at San Quentin. Their torrid 
correspondence struck a consistently ghoulish note, as 
when Compton wrote to Clark, “Our humor is unusual. 
I wonder why others don’t see the necrophilic aspects 
of existence as we do. “On July 27, 1988, Veronica 
Compton escaped from the woman’s prison at Gig 
Harbor, Washington. She remains at large.) 


As Buono’s trial date approached, Bianchi began a 
series of contradictory statements, leading prosecutors to 
seek dismissal of all charges in July 1981. A courageous 
judge, Ronald George, refused to postpone the trial, 
which eventually lasted from November 1981 to 
November 1983. Convicted on nine counts of murder 
— excluding Yolanda Washington’s — Buono was sen- 
tenced to nine terms of life without parole. His cousin 
was returned to Washington, for completion of two 
corresponding terms in the Bellingham case. 


BIEGENWALD, RICHARD 


Born on Staten Island in 1940, Biegenwald was the 
target of countless beatings from his alcoholic father. At 
age five, he torched the family home and was packed 
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off for observation at the Psychiatric Center in Rockland 
county, New York. Drinking and gambling by age eight, 
a year later Biegenwald received a series of electro- 
shock-therapy treatments at New York’s Bellevue 
Hospital. Richard’s next institutional stop was the State 
Training School for Boys at Warwick, New York, 
where he was accused of theft and inciting other inmates 
to escape. On visits home to Staten Island, he stole 
money from his mother and, at age 11, set himself on 
fire. He was released from custody in time to graduate 
from the eighth grade, at age sixteen. 


Richard Biegenwald 


Biegenwald lasted only a few weeks in high school. 
Soon after dropping out, he drifted to Nashville, 
Tennessee, stole a car there, and was arrested by federal 
agents for transporting the vehicle across state lines. 
Released from custody a few months later, during 1958, 
he stole another car on Staten Island, drove to Bayonne, 
New Jersey, with a male accomplice, and there tried to 
hold up a grocery store. In the process, he killed pro- 
prietor Stephen Sladowski, a father of four who was 
also Bayonne’s assistant prosecuting attorney. Biegen- 
wald and his partner were picked up in Maryland two 
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days later, after firing a shotgun at state troopers who 
stopped them for speeding. Convicted of murder and 
sentenced to life in New Jersey, Richard served 
seventeen years before his parole in 1975. 

Back on the streets, he worked odd jobs and devel- 
oped a curious relationship with a pretty 16-year-old 
neighbor of his mother’s. The girl was an outstanding 
student, seemingly normal in all respects, and her 
parents were stunned when she announced her engage- 
ment to Biegenwald, a scarfaced ex-convict more than 
twice her age. By that time, Richard had more trouble 
on his hands. He had not reported to his parole officer 
since mid-1977, and he was suspected of rape on the 
side. Arrested in Brooklyn during June 1980, Biegen- 
wald married his girlfriend in the Brooklyn House of 
Detention. 


Rape charges were dropped when the victim failed to 
pick Biegenwald out of a lineup, but he served six more 
months on a charge of parole violation. Upon release, 
he found work as a maintenance man, moving his wife 
to an aging apartment house in Asbury Park, New 
Jersey. One of their neighbors was Dherran Fitzgerald, 
a prison acquaintance and career criminal now on 
parole, sought by police on charges that included 
shoplifting and interstate gun-running. 


On January 4, 1983, the body of 18-year-old Anna 
Olesiewicz was found behind a restaurant in Ocean 
Township, north of Asbury Park. Shot four times in the 
head, the girl was fully clothed, and police found no 
evidence of rape. She had last been seen alive on Labor 
Day weekend, 1982, along the crowded boardwalk at 
Asbury Park. 


Upon hearing the news, a girlfriend of Biegenwald’s 
wife placed an urgent call to police, fingering Richard 
as a suspect in the murder. According to the caller, she 
had accompanied Biegenwald on several trips to the 
boardwalk, trolling for victims, and he had once shown 
her a young woman’s body hidden in his garage, giving 
her one of the victim’s rings as a present. 


Police surrounded the apartment house on January 
22, surprising Biegenwald, his wife, and Dherran 
Fitzgerald. A search of the premises turned up pipe 
bombs, pistols, a machine gun, knockout drops and 
marijuana, a live puff adder snake, and the floor plans 
of various local business establishments. In custody, 
Fitzgerald began to sing, remarking that Biegenwald had 
once shown him a woman’s corpse in the garage, 
explaining that she had been killed “for business 
reasons.” Fitzgerald had helped bury the victim at the 


home of Biegenwald’s mother, on Staten Island, 
accidentally uncovering a second dead woman as he 
was digging the grave. Following his directions, police 
unearthed the remains of 17-year-old Maria Ciallella, 
last seen in October 1981, and Deborah Osborne, also 
17, missing since April 1982. Ciallella had been shot 
twice in the head, while Osborne had been stabbed in 
the chest and abdomen. Another field trip with Fitz- 
gerald brought officers to the grave of 17-year-old Betsy 
Bacon, shot twice in the head, at a point north of Asbury 
Park. 


As the investigation proceeded, new charges were 
filed against Biegenwald in the murder of prison escapee 
William Ward, shot five times in the head and buried 
outside Neptune City, New Jersey. Biegenwald was also 
suspected, but never charged, in two other killings. One 
involved the shooting death of John Petrone, an ex- 
convict and sometime police informer, unearthed — 
minus his jawbone — on a remote New Jersey wildlife 
preserve. The other case involved Virginia Clayton, 17, 
abducted and killed on September 8, 1982, her body 
found three days later, four miles from the site where 
Petrone was buried. 


Richard Biegenwald was indicted by New Jersey 
authorities on five counts of first-degree murder. 
Dherran Fitzgerald turned state’s evidence, pleading 
guilty on counts of weapons possession and hindering 
Biegenwald’s arrest (by concealing bodies), receiving a 
sentence of five years on each count. Upon conviction 
of murdering Anna Olesiewicz, Biegenwald was sent- 
enced to death by lethal injection. A second conviction, 
in the case of William Ward, earned him a sentence of 
life imprisonment. 


BINGHAM POISON CASE, THE 


Historically, the Bingham family have been the 
official custodians of Lancaster Castle, in England. 
William Hodges Bingham, patriarch of the clan, served 
as chief caretaker for three decades prior to his death, 
in January 1911, thereafter succeeded by his son, James. 
Soon after his appointment, James brought sister 
Margaret to work as a housekeeper in the castle, but her 
stay was short-lived, ending with her untimely death a 
few weeks later. 


Margaret was replaced, in turn, by half-sister Edith 
Agnes Bingham, a shrewish backbiter who quickly rub- 
bed James the wrong way. They quarreled incessantly, 


and James made plans to ease her out of the position. 
A replacement had been scheduled to arrive on August 
14, 1911, but plans abruptly changed on August 12, 
when James collapsed and died. 


Police discovered that his final meal had been a steak, 
prepared by Edith, and an autopsy revealed that James 
had died from arsenic. When Margaret and William 
Bingham were exhumed, more arsenic was found, and 
Edith faced a charge of triple murder, based upon a 
theory that she killed her relatives to gain a small in- 
heritance. Her barrister reminded jurors that there was 
no concrete evidence of Edith using or possessing 
arsenic at any time. She was acquitted after twenty 
minutes of deliberation, and the case remains officially 
unsolved. 


BIRD, JAKE 


A rootless drifter, big Jake Bird would tell authorities 
that he was born December 14, 1901, “somewhere out 
in Louisiana where they ain’t no post office.” He started 
roaming in his nineteenth year and never settled 
anywhere for long, spending much of his time as a 
manual laborer and “gandy dancer” on various rail- 
roads. It was back-breaking work, but it built up Jake’s 
strength and kept him in motion, trolling for human 
targets. By the time of his arrest in 1947, he would claim 
a body-count approaching one victim for each year of 
his life. 


On October 30, 1947, Bird was prowling through 
Tacoma, Washington, when he stopped at the home oc- 
cupied by Bertha Kludt, 52, and her teenage daughter 
Beverly. Finding an ax in the woodshed, Bird reportedly 
stripped off his clothes before breaking into the house 
and hacking both victims to death. Their dying screams 
alerted neighbors, and police were just arriving on the 
scene as Bird emerged from the backyard, shoes in hand. 
Violently resisting arrest, he slashed two officers with a 
knife before he was finally beaten into submission and 
dragged off to the county hospital for treatment of 
various injuries. 

In custody, Bird first pled innocence, then dropped his 
pose when blood and brain tissue were found on his 
trousers. Sentenced to die for the slayings, he stalled 
execution for nearly two years, regaling police with his 
intimate knowledge of 44 deaths nationwide. At least 
eleven crimes were solved through Bird’s confessions, 
starting with the ax murders of two women at Evanston, 
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Illinois, in 1942. Other victims were confirmed in 
Louisville, Kentucky; Omaha, Nebraska; Kansas City, 
Kansas; Sioux Falls, South Dakota; Cleveland, Ohio; 
Orlando, Florida; and Portage, Wisconsin. Police in 
Houston suspected Bird of murdering Mrs. Harry 
Richardson there, and Chicago authorities were curious 
about a weighted body retrieved from Lake Michigan, 
five miles south of Kenosha. Los Angeles detectives had 
their eyes on Jake for murdering a black youth and a 
Jewish grocer, while in New York City he was tenta- 
tively linked to the robbery and murder of a delicatessen 
owner. 


Psychiatrists examined Bird in jail and labeled him a 
psychopath, deriving satisfaction from the sight of 
women cowering in terror. In the verified cases, most of 
his victims were female, most were white, and the 
majority had been killed with hatchets or axes in their 
homes. (Bird also put a “hex” on several enemies from 
prison, journalists reporting that some half a dozen of 
them subsequently died.) Inevitably, Jake ran out of 
stories, and he climbed the gallows on July 15, 1949, 
in the Washington state prison at Walla Walla. 


BISHOP, ARTHUR GARY 


Raised by devout Mormon parents in Salt Lake City, 
Utah, Bishop was an Eagle Scout and honor student in 
high school, afterward serving his church as a mission- 
ary in the Philippines. On his return to Utah, he 
graduated with honors from Steven Henager College, 
with a major in accounting. Friends and family 
members were stunned by his February 1978 conviction 
for embezzling $8,714 from a used car dealership, but 
Bishop seemed repentant, pleading guilty and winning 
a five-year suspended sentence on his promise of 
restitution. Instead of paying the money back, however, 
he dropped from sight, and a warrant was issued for his 
arrest. When Bishop refused to surrender, he was 
formally excommunicated from the Mormon church. 


By that time, in October 1978, he was living as 
“Roger Downs” in Salt Lake City, signing up with the 
Big Brother program to spend time with disadvantaged 
youth. Wherever Bishop settled, his charisma lured 
children into spending time around his home or joining 
him on camping expeditions. Over time, it led five 
victims to their deaths. 


The first to vanish, four-year-old Alonzo Daniels, was 
reported missing from his Salt Lake City apartment 
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complex on October 14, 1979. “Roger Downs” lived 
just across the hall, and he was questioned by police, but 
it was all routine. Detectives had no leads, no body, and 
no suspect in the case. 


On November 9, 1980, 11-year-old Kim Peterson 
disappeared in Salt Lake City, last seen when he left 
home to sell a pair of skates. The buyer was alleged to 
be a male adult, but neither of Kim’s parents had seen 
the man, and they had no clue to his identity. 


Eleven months later, on October 20, 1981, four-year- 
old Danny Davis disappeared from his grandfather’s 
side while shopping at a busy supermarket in southern 
Salt Lake County. “Roger Downs,” residing half a block 
from the store, was routinely questioned by authorities, 
but they made no connection with previous cases and 
did not consider him a suspect. 


Another eighteen months elapsed before the killer 
struck again, abducting Troy Ward on June 22, 1983 
— his sixth birthday. On July 14, 13-year-old Graeme 
Cunningham vanished from home, two days before he 
was scheduled to go on a camping trip with a classmate 
and their adult chaperone, 32-year-old “Roger Downs.” 


After questioning “Downs,” police began quietly 
checking his background, discovering his almost 
unnatural fondness for neighborhood children. They 
also learned that he was wanted — under the alias of 
“Lynn Jones” — for embezzling $10,000 from a recent 
employer, stealing his own personnel file from the office 
before he disappeared. 


In custody, Bishop quickly admitted his true identity, 
confessing to five counts of murder. Next morning, he 
led authorities to the Cedar Fort section of Utah 
County, pointing out graves where the remains of 
victims Daniels, Peterson, and Davis were recovered. A 
drive to Big Cottonwood Creek, 65 miles further south, 
turned up the bodies of Troy Ward and Graeme Cun- 
ningham. 


The continuing investigation revealed that Bishop had 
molested scores of other children through the years, 
sparing their lives for reasons known only to himself. 
Several parents had knowledge of his activities, but none 
had come forward while the four-year search for a child 
killer was in progress. A search of Bishop’s home 
uncovered a revolver and a bloody hammer, snapshots 
of one victim taken after his abduction, and various 
other photographs of nude boys, focused on their torsos 
to prevent identification. 


In court, jurors listened to Bishop’s taped confession, 
including his admission of fondling victims after death. 
At some points he giggled, at other times mimicking a 
boy’s final words in a high, falsetto voice. The clincher 
was his statement that, “I’m glad they caught me, 
because I’d do it again.” Convicted and sentenced to die, 
Bishop waived all appeals and was executed, by lethal 
injection, on June 9, 1988. 


BITTAKER, LAWRENCE SIGMUND 
and NORRIS, ROY LEWIS 


Lawrence Bittaker 


Lawrence Bittaker was serving time for assault with 
a deadly weapon, in 1978, when he met Roy Norris at 
the California Men’s Colony at San Luis Obispo. A 
convicted rapist, Norris recognized a soul-mate in 
Bittaker, and they soon became inseparable. While still 


confined, they hatched a grisly plot to kidnap, rape and 
murder teenage girls “for fun,” as soon as they were 
freed. If all went well, they planned to kill at least one 
girl of each “teen” age — from 13 through 19 — 
recording the events on tape and film. 


Paroled on November 15, 1978, Bittaker began 
making preparations for the crime spree, obtaining a van 
that he dubbed “Murder Mack.” Norris was released on 
June 15, 1979, after a period of observation at Atas- 
cadero State Hospital, and he hurried to Bittaker’s side, 
anxious to implement their plans. 


Roy Norris 


On June 24, 1979, 16-year-old Linda Schaeffer 
vanished following a church function, never to be seen 
again. Joy Hall, 18, disappeared without a trace in 
Redondo Beach on July 8. Two months later, on 
September 2, Jacqueline Lamp, 13, and Jackie Gilliam, 
15, were lost while thumbing rides in Redondo Beach. 
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Shirley Ledford, 16, of Sunland, was the only victim 
recovered by authorities; abducted on October 31, she 
was found the next morning in a Tijunga residential 
district. Strangled with a coat hanger, she had first been 
subjected to “sadistic and barbaric abuse,” her breasts 
and face mutilated, arms slashed, her body covered with 
bruises. 


Detectives got their break on November 20, when 
Bittaker and Norris were arrested on charges stemming 
from a September 30 assault in Hermosa Beach. 
According to reports, their female victim had been 
sprayed with Mace, abducted in a silver van, and raped 
before she managed to escape. The woman ultimately 
failed to make a positive I.D. on Bittaker and Norris, but 
arresting officers discovered drugs in their possession, 
holding both in jail for violation of parole. 


Roy Norris started showing signs of strain in custody. 
At a preliminary hearing, in Hermosa Beach, he offered 
an apology “for my insanity,” and he was soon regaling 
officers with tales of murder. According to his state- 
ments, girls had been approached at random, photo- 
graphed by Bittaker, and offered rides, free marijuana, 
jobs in modeling. Most turned the offers down, but 
others were abducted forcibly, the van’s radio drowning 
their screams as they were driven to a remote mountain 
fire road for sessions of rape and torture. Tape record- 
ings of Jacqueline Lamp’s final moments were reco- 
vered from the “Murder Mack,” and detectives counted 
500 photographs of smiling young women among the 
suspects’ effects. 


On February 9, 1980, Norris led deputies to shallow 
graves in San Dimas Canyon and the San Gabriel 
Mountains, where skeletal remains of Lamp and Jackie 
Gilliam were recovered. An ice pick still protruded from 
Gilliam’s skull, and the remains bore other marks of 
cruel mistreatment. Charging the prisoners with five 
counts of murder, Los Angeles County Sheriff Peter 
Pitchess announced that Bittaker and Norris might be 
linked to the disappearance of 30 or 40 other victims. 
By February 20, the stack of candid photographs had 
yielded nineteen missing girls, but none were ever 
traced, and Norris had apparently exhausted his desire 
to talk. 


On March 18, Norris pled guilty on five counts of 
murder, turning state’s evidence against his confederate. 
In return for his cooperation, he received a sentence of 
45 years to life, with parole possible after thirty years. 
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Bittaker, meanwhile, denied everything. At his trial, 
on February 5, 1981, he testified that Norris first in- 
formed him of the murders after their arrest in 1979. A 
jury chose to disbelieve him, returning a guilty verdict 
on February 17. On March 24, in accordance with the 
jury’s recommendation, Bittaker was sentenced to die. 
The judge imposed an alternate sentence of 199 years 
and four months, to take effect in the event that 
Bittaker’s death sentence is ever commuted to life 
imprisonment. 


“BLACK DOODLER, THE” 


Ten years before the first discovery of AIDS, the gay 
community in San Francisco was confronted with 
another lethal menace, wrought in human form. 
Between January 1974 and September 1975, the 
faceless stalker was responsible for seventeen attacks, 
with fourteen deaths, that baffled homicide investigators 
in the city by the bay. 


Initially, considering discrepancies in choice of 
victims, the police believed they had three manic killers 
on the prowl. Five of the victims were Tenderloin drag 
queens, mutilated by a slasher who apparently despised 
transvestites. Six others were selected from the sado- 
masochistic world of “leather bars” — the dives with 
names like Ramrod, Fe-Be’s, Folsom Prison — and 
dispatched with hacking knife wounds. (One, attorney 
George Gilbert, was slaughtered at his home in San 
Francisco’s poshest high-rise.) The last six were middle- 
class businessmen, stabbed by an assailant who picked 
them up in Castro Village bars, wooing his victims with 
cartoon portraits and pausing for sex before wielding his 
knife. 


Three of the latter victims survived their ordeal, 
providing police with descriptions of the killer, although 
they would ultimately refuse to testify in court. The 
slasher’s taste for comic art provided newsmen with a 
handle on the case, and so the “Black Doodler” was 
born. 


In time, as leads were run down and eliminated, 
homicide investigators realized that they were searching 
for a single killer in their string of unsolved homicides. 
In 1976, suspicion focused on a particular suspect, 
described by police as a mental patient with a history 
of treatment for sex-related problems. Questioned re- 
peatedly, the suspect spoke freely with police, but 


always stopped short of a confession. Meanwhile, the 
surviving victims stubbornly refused to make a positive 
LD., afraid of ruining their lives by “coming out” with 
an admission of their homosexuality. 


On July 8, 1977, frustrated authorities announced 
that an unnamed suspect had been linked with fourteen 
deaths and three assaults in San Francisco during 1974 
and ’75. Indictment was impossible, they said, without 
cooperation from survivors of the “Doodler’s” attacks. 
At this writing, the case remains a stalemate, officially 
unsolved, with the suspect subject to continuing police 
surveillance. 


“BLACK WIDOW” MURDERS 
— CLEVELAND 


On May 1, 1922, police in Cleveland jailed a local 
woman on suspicion of poisoning her husband for the 
sum of $11,000 in life insurance. Announcing her arrest 
the next day, prosecutor Edward Stanton told reporters 
that the suspect had been married five times, divorcing 
her first two husbands, after which the next three died 
in mysterious circumstances. Two children fathered by 
her first husband had also died years before, reportedly 
from “accidental” consumption of poison tablets kept 
around the house. 


The suspect sat in jail, her name withheld from news- 
men, while authorities exhumed the corpse of husband 
number five, deceased in May of 1921. Acquaintances 
recalled the woman saying of her mate, “I would like 
to get rid of him. I would like to give him poison.” 
Several weeks before he died, she told a creditor, “I’ve 
got $5,000 coming within a couple of weeks.” It came 
as no surprise, therefore, when arsenic was found in the 
remains, on May 5, 1922, and prosecutors spoke of 
digging up the other victims, one of them interred at 
Pittsburgh. 


There, incredibly, the story ends. Although the case 
had been reported in the Cleveland press and in the New 
York Times, it disappeared without a trace beyond May 
7, 1922, the suspect still unnamed. A search of the 
official files, conducted by police in Cleveland during 
April 1988, revealed no documents relating to the 
prisoner, her victims, or the full-scale homicide investi- 
gation that made headlines at the time. At this time, it 


is impossible to gather further information, and the case 
remains as it began, in mystery. 


BLADEL, RUDY 


The rage that snuffed out seven lives in fifteen years 
began for Rudy Bladel as an economic twist of fate. The 
son of a Chicago railroad fireman, Rudy loved the trains 
from childhood, never seriously entertaining the idea of 
any other occupation. In Korea, during 1950, he was 
posted on a military train and saw his share of action 
from the rails. Returning to civilian life, he signed on 
with his father’s line, the old Rock Island and Pacific, 
settling in Niles, a suburb of Chicago. During 1959, the 
railroad’s base of operations moved to Elkhart, Indiana. 
Protests from employees based in Niles were unavailing; 
Rudy Bladel was among those who were fired. He 
found another railroad job, with Indiana’s Harbor Belt 
line, but his bitterness remained, to fester over time and 
finally explode in lethal violence. 


He claimed his first two victims on the third of 
August, 1963, at Hammond, Indiana. Engineer Roy 
Bottorf and his fireman, Paul Overstreet, were found 
dead on that date, in the cab of their train, in the Harbor 
Belt rail yards. Each man had been hit by two rounds 
from a .22-caliber weapon. The crime remained 
unsolved, and ultimately passed into the realm of rail 
yard legend. It had nearly been forgotten five years later, 
when the killer struck a second time. 


A shotgun ambush, on the sixth of August, 1968, 
claimed engineer John Marshall as he climbed aboard 
his train in Elkhart, Indiana. Witnesses described a 
hulking stranger, glimpsed in silhouette, who waddled 
from the murder scene with a distinctive, almost ape- 
like stride. Again, police were left without a suspect or 
substantial clues. 


Their break came three years later, once again in 
Elkhart, after Rudy Bladel drew a pistol in the railroad 
yard and shot another engineer. Though wounded, 
Rudy’s victim managed to disarm him, wounding Bladel 
with a bullet from his own .357 magnum. Rudy filed 
a guilty plea to aggravated battery and drew a prison 
term of one to five years. He served eighteen months, 
and was paroled in 1973. His bitterness increased when 
Harbor Belt executives refused to reinstate him in his old 
position with the line. 
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On April 5, 1976, James McCrory was seated in his 
locomotive, in the yard at Elkhart, when a shotgun slug 
crashed through the window, shattering his skull and 
killing him on impact. This time, Bladel was an instant 
suspect, and police secured permission for surveillance. 
In January 1978, he was arrested as he left a South Bend 
gun shop, carrying a brand-new magnum. Ownership of 
firearms is forbidden for convicted felons, and he served 
eleven months on weapons charges, but police could not 
connect him with the string of murders spanning 
thirteen years. 


So far, he had been relatively lucky, but the heat in 
Indiana got on Rudy’s nerves, provoking him to shift his 
hunting ground. On New Year’s Eve, 1978, he carried 
a shotgun into the rail yards at Jackson, Michigan, 
surprising flagman Robert Blake and William Gulak, a 
conductor, in the depot. They were waiting for a train 
when Bladel cut them down with close-range blasts of 
buckshot. Moving to the outer platform, Rudy shot and 
killed Charles Burton, railroad fireman, as he came to 
work. The depot’s ticket manager, responding to the 
sound of shots, described the gunman for police. 


The canny change of scene secured Bladel a reprieve, 
but time was running short. An engineer in Hammond, 
Indiana, who had shared a cab with Rudy in the old 
days, told police about the fireman who had seemed 
obsessed with graphic reenactments of the early 
shootings. Briefly held for questioning about the 
Jackson massacre, Bladel was soon released for lack of 
solid evidence. Three months elapsed before a group of 
hiker’s found his shotgun in a park outside of Jackson. 
Serial numbers traced the weapon to Rudy, and a test- 
fire linked the firing pin to cartridges recovered at the 
murder scene. Bladel was booked for triple murder on 
March 22, 1979, confessing to the Jackson crimes. He 
changed his story at his trial, in August, but to no avail. 
Convicted in the face of his contention that he sold the 
shotgun to an unknown individual before the murders, 
Bladel drew three consecutive life terms in prison. 


But the railway sniper’s story was not finished, yet. In 
1985, the Michigan Supreme Court overturned the 
verdict in his murder trial, on grounds that Bladel had 
confessed without a lawyer present to advise him of his 
rights. The ruling was upheld by the United States 
Supreme Court on April Fool’s Day, 1986. A second 
trial was held in June of 1987, Rudy clinging to his story 
of the shotgun’s sale. The prosecution countered with 
results of microscopic fiber tests, which placed the gun 
in Rudy’s suitcase just before it was discarded. Bladel 
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was convicted once again, on June 19th. This time, the 
terms of life imprisonment were made consecutive, 
insuring he would never walk the streets — or haunt the 
railroad yards — again. 


BODEN, WAYNE CLIFFORD 


A sexual sadist, obsessed with the desire to bite 
female breasts, Canadian Wayne Boden became infam- 
ous as the “Vampire Rapist,” after his distinctive modus 
operandi. Stalking his victims in the neighborhood of 
Montreal, he sparked a two-year reign of terror with 
attacks that drew particular attention for their brute 
ferocity. 


On July 23, 1968, Norma Villancourt, a 21-year-old 
teacher, was found dead in her Montreal apartment. She 
had been raped and strangled, her breasts savaged with 
bite marks, but police reported no evident signs of a 
struggle. In fact, a pathologist noted the victim had died 
with a passive, faint smile on her face. 


The best part of a year elapsed before the killer struck 
again, in 1969, strangling Shirley Audette and dumping 
her corpse at the rear of an apartment complex in West 
Montreal. Though fully clothed when found, she had 
been raped, and their were bite marks on-her breasts. A 
conversation with the victim’s former boyfriend brought 
to light her fears that she was “getting into something 
dangerous” with someone she had started dating, but the 
suspect’s name had not been mentioned. 


On November 23, Marielle Archambault left her job 
at a Montreal jewelry store, departing with a young man 
she addressed as “Bill”’ When she did not appear for 
work the next morning, Marielle’s employer went to see 
if she was ill. He found her on the floor of her apartment 
living room, the victim of a strangler who had raped her, 
ripping off her bra to gnaw her breasts. A crumpled 
photograph discovered in the wreckage of her flat was 
readily identified as that of her companion, “Bill,” but 
homicide detectives still could not connect the smiling 
face with any real-life suspect. 


On January 16, 1970, the killer struck again, picking 
off Jean Wray, 24, in her Montreal apartment. On ar- 
rival for a scheduled date, Wray’s boyfriend found her 
door unlocked, her naked body on the sofa, bloody bite 
marks on her breasts. Despite the clear-cut evidence of 
violence, officers could find no sign of a protracted 
struggle; once again, the victim looked serene in death. 


The fear in Montreal was little more than an unpleas- 
ant memory by 1971, when the Vampire Rapist made 
his next appearance some 2,500 miles away, in Calgary. 
His victim was Elizabeth Pourteous, a teacher, reported 
missing from work on May 18. Her apartment manager 
was called, and found her body on the bedroom floor, 
surrounded by wreckage of a struggle. Raped and 
strangled, she had also suffered the familiar bite marks 
on her breasts. A broken cufflink was discovered near 
the body. 


Two colleagues at her school recalled that Pourteous 
had been seen with a young man, in a blue Mercedes, 
on the night she died. The car had featured a bull-shaped 
decal, advertising beef, in one window. A friend of the 
victim also informed police that Pourteous had recently 
started dating a new acquaintance — named “Bill” — 
who fit descriptions of the Vampire Rapist. 


On May 19, patrolmen found the suspect car parked 
near the murder scene. Wayne Boden was arrested half 
an hour later, moving toward the car on foot. He told 
police that he had moved from Montreal a year earlier, 
admitted seeing Elizabeth Pourteous on the night she 
died, and identified the cufflink as his own. The final 
confirmation was delivered by an orthodontist, who 
compared a cast of Boden’s teeth with bite marks on the 
victim, earning Wayne a term of life imprisonment. 


Returned to Montreal for trial, he openly confessed 
to three of the related murders, oddly balking in the case 
of Norma Villancourt. It was enough, regardless, and his 
four life sentences appeared to guarantee that Boden 
would be permanently out of circulation. 


BOLBER-PETRILLO 
MURDER RING, THE 


America’s most prolific team of killers-for-profit were 
active in Philadelphia during the 1930s, claiming an 
estimated 30 to 50 victims before the ring’s various 
members were apprehended. Students of the case, in 
retrospect, are prone to cite the gang’s activities as 
evidence that modern homicide statistics may be 
woefully inaccurate. If 20,000 murders are reported in 
a given year, they say, it is entirely possible that 20,000 
more go unreported, overlooked by the authorities. 


The basic murder method was conceived in 1932, by 
Dr. Morris Bolber and his good friend, Paul Petrillo. 
After one of Bolber’s female patients aired complaints 


about her husband’s infidelity, the doctor and Petrillo 
planned for Paul to woo the lonely lady, gaining her 
cooperation in a plan to kill her wayward spouse and 
split $10,000 in insurance benefits. The victim, Anthony 
Giscobbe, was a heavy drinker, and it proved a simple 
matter for his wife to strip him as he lay unconscious, 
leaving him beside an open window in the dead of 
winter while he caught his death of cold. The grieving 
widow split her cash with Bolber and Petrillo, where- 
upon her “lover” promptly went in search of other 
restless, greedy wives. 


It soon became apparent that Italian husbands, caught 
up in the middle of the Great Depression, carried little 
life insurance on their own. Petrillo called upon his 
cousin Herman, an accomplished local actor, to im- 
personate potential victims and apply for heavy policies. 
Once several payments had been made, the husbands 
were eliminated swiftly and efficiently through “acci- 
dents” or “natural causes.” Dr. Bolber’s favorite 
methods included poison and blows to the head with a 
sandbag, producing cerebral hemorrhage, but methods 
were varied according to victims. One target, a roofer 
named Lorenzo, was hurled to his death from an eight- 
story building, the Petrillo cousins first handing him 
some French post cards to explain his careless 
distraction. 


After roughly a dozen murders, the gang recruited 
faith healer Carino Favato, known as the Witch in her 
home neighborhood. Favato had dispatched three of her 
own husbands before going into business fulltime as a 
“marriage consultant,” poisoning unwanted husbands 
for a fee. Impressed by Dr. Bolber’s explanation of the 
life insurance scam, Favato came on board and brought 
the gang a list of her prospective clients. By the latter 
part of 1937, Bolber’s ring polished off 50 victims, at 
least 30 of which were fairly well documented by 
subsequent investigation. 


The roof fell in when an ex-convict approached 
Herman Petrillo, pushing a new get-rich scheme. Un- 
impressed, Petrillo countered with a pitch for his ac- 
quaintance to secure potential murder victims, and the 
felon panicked, running to police. As members of the 
gang were rounded up, they “squealed” on one another 
in the hope of finding leniency, their clients chiming in 
as ripples spread throughout a stunned community. 
While several wives were sent to prison, most escaped 
by testifying for the state. The two Petrillos were 
condemned and put to death, while Bolber and Favato 
each drew terms of life imprisonment. 
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BOMBEEK, CECILE 


Early in 1977, nurses employed at the public hospital 
in picturesque Wetteren, Belgium, began comparing 
notes on curious events in the 38-bed geriatric ward. For 
openers, the death rate had increased dramatically in 
recent months, with twenty-one patients lost in the span 
of a year. Other cases revealed signs of sadistic mis- 
treatment, including catheters ripped from the bladders 
of elderly patients by “persons unknown.” In time, 
suspicion focused on 44-year-old Sister Godfrida, a 
Josephite nun assigned to the geriatric ward. 


Born Cecile Bombeek, the product of a staunchly 
Catholic home, Sister Godfrida adopted her religious 
name after joining the Apostolic Order of St. Joseph. 
Her behavior appears to have been exemplary before 
1976, when the aftermath of brain surgery left her 
addicted to morphine. Narcotics are available in 
Wetteren, despite stiff criminal penalties, but they are 
not inexpensive. Neither were Sister Godfrida’s bisexual 
love affairs with a retired missionary and a local teacher; 
her lovers enjoyed expensive food, vintage wine, and 
Cecile was anxious to oblige. 


In time, police contended, she began to loot the 
savings and personal property of her aged patients, 
embezzling more than $30,000 in a year’s time. On the 
side, she began to display sadistic tendencies, abusing 
her charges, killing at least three with insulin overdoses 
when they became “too difficult at night.” In retrospect, 
it was impossible to estimate the lethal sister’s body- 
count. Dr. Jean-Paul De Corte, spokesman for the 
hospital’s governing board, declared, “It could just as 
well be thirty people as three.” 


In custody, Cecile’s confession to three homicides was 
sufficient to bring an indictment. In March 1978, she 
was committed for psychiatric observation, to determine 
her fitness for trial. 


BONIN, WILLIAM GEORGE: 
See “FREEWAY MURDERS” 


BOOST, WERNER 


A child of post-war Germany, Werner Boost began 
stealing at age six, spending several years in a home for 
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delinquents near Magdeburg. Released for military 
service near the end of World War II, he had a fleeting 
taste of action prior to being captured by the British. 
Cease-fire brought no change in Werner’s attitude, and 
during 1951 he was incarcerated for stealing scrap metal 
from cemetery vaults. 


Behind the larcenous exterior lurked darker passions. 
Boost acquired a friend, Franz Lohrbach, who would 
later tell police that Werner “hypnotized” him and 
compelled him to participate in heinous crimes against 
his will. In the beginning, they were merely chums who 
went out target shooting, graduating to the robbery of 
couples found in isolated trysting spots. Boost managed 
to concoct a drug, with which he rendered victims 
senseless, stealing from the men and raping their 
companions, “forcing” Lohrbach to participate. 


One night, in early 1956, Boost and Lohrbach 
encountered one Dr. Serve, a Dusseldorf businessman, 
parked on the banks of the Rhine with a young male 
companion. Werner drew a gun and killed the doctor, 
ordering his sidekick to eliminate the boy, but Lohrbach 
panicked, merely knocking out the witness. 


Police had a description of their suspects by the time 
Boost struck again, shooting a young man to death and 
injecting his date with cyanide. Their bodies were 
discovered in the ashes of a straw pile, torched in an 
attempt to wipe out evidence. Boost chose another 
courting couple for his third attack, clubbing both 
unconscious in their car before he sank it in a nearby 
pond and watched them drown. 


On June 6, 1956, a forester near Dusseldorf observed 
an armed man spying on a couple from the trees. He 
tackled the voyeur and held him for police, who soon 
identified the prisoner as Werner Boost. In custody, 
Boost stubbornly denied the lover’s lane attacks and said 
he merely hoped to frighten off the latest couple, since 
public displays of affection made him “see red.” Self- 
righteously, the killer rapist told his jailers, “These sex 
horrors are the curse of Germany.” 


When news of Boost’s arrest was published, Lohr- 
bach voluntarily surrendered to authorities and 
launched into a marathon confession. On the night of 
Dr. Serve’s murder, he explained, Boost was experi- 
menting with a plan to gas his victims, using toy 
balloons and cyanide. Ballistics tests revealed that 
Werner’s pistol killed Serve, and old investigations were 
reopened in a series of murders around Helmstedt, in 
Lower Saxony, during 1945. Boost had been living in 


the area when several refugees were shot and killed, 
attempting to cross the border between Russian and 
British zones of occupation. 


The case of Werner Boost dragged on for years, 
producing one of the longest indictments in German 
history. Upon conviction, Boost was sentenced to a term 
of life imprisonment, the maximum allowable in post- 
war German law. 


BOYLE, BENJAMIN HERBERT 


Gail Smith, age 20, had been working as a waitress 
at a topless bar in Ft. Worth, Texas, but with salary and 
tips together, she had still not saved the money that she 
needed for a car. Accordingly, when she decided it was 
time to see her mother in Lake Meredith, 300 miles 
away, Gail chose her spot along the highway, stuck her 
thumb out, waiting for a ride. 


She never made it. 


On October 14, 1985, police in Amarillo got a call 
from an excited trucker, who had stopped along the 
highway, north of town, to answer nature’s call. 
Discarded in the brush, he found a woman’s naked, 
lifeless body, bound in silver duct tape, with a man’s tie 
knotted tight around her throat. An autopsy discovered 
evidence of beating prior to death. A fingerprint 
comparison identified the victim as Gail Smith. 


A friend of Gail’s had seen her off when she departed 
from Ft. Worth, remembering her first lift as a big, red 
semi trailer, Peterbilt; its trailer bore the legend “Ruger 
Freight.” Detectives traced the firm to Mangum, 
Oklahoma, two days later, and examination of the 
schedules on file revealed that Herbert Boyle had been 
the only driver in the area. Detectives noted that he also 
matched the general description of the trucker that 
Gail’s friend had managed to provide. 


By sheer coincidence, Boyle had secured a load that 
morning, bound for Diboll, Texas, sixty miles due north 
of Houston. Stopped en route for questioning, Boyle 
readily identified a snapshot of the victim, claiming he 
had dropped her off, alive, in Wichita Falls, near the 
Texas-Oklahoma border. If she died near Amarillo, 
surely someone else must be responsible. 


A search of Boyle’s belongings netted officers a roll 
of silver duct tape, several sheets and blankets. Fibers 
from the latter were dispatched to Washington, D.C., 
where FBI analysis described them as identical with 


fibers found on Gail Smith’s body. Boyle’s wife recalled 
that she had seen some bloody sheets inside the truck, 
a short time earlier. Stray hairs recovered from the 
corpse was also matched to Boyle, and fingerprints, 
recovered from the duct tape used to bind Gail Smith, 
completed the array of damning evidence. 


A background check on Boyle revealed that he was 
forty-two years old. He had completed threé’ years 
military service during August 1963, thereafter moving 
on to Colorado, where he lived and ran an auto body 
shop from 1969 to February 1980. Boyle was next 
employed at a Las Vegas body shop, returning to his 
native Oklahoma in November 1981. He had been 
driving long-haul trucks since then, on routes that took 
him all throughout the country. 


Working a variety of jobs had not prevented Boyle 
from stalking female victims on his leisure time. He had 
attempted to abduct a 28-year-old in Colorado Springs, 
November 20, 1979, but she produced a knife and 
stabbed him several times in self-defense. Boyle’s guilty 
plea to an attempted kidnap charge had earned him five 
years on probation, but he failed to learn his lesson. At 
the time of his arrest in Texas, Boyle was also being 
sought for rape, in Canyon City, Colorado, where the 
victim had identified his photograph. 


Review of Boyle’s extensive travels linked him with 
a second homicide, near Truckee, California, where a 
“Jane Doe” victim was discovered on June 21, 1985. 
Her naked body had been stuffed inside a cardboard 
box, her hands and feet bound up with bandages and 
several kinds of tape. A wad of bedding had been left 
beside the corpse, and FBI reports said fibers taken from 
the body matched a blanket found inside Boyle’s 
Oklahoma residence. 


Boyle went to trial for Gail Smith’s murder in 
October 1986. It took a jury three short hours to convict 
him on October 29. The sentence: Death. 


BRADY, IAN DUNCAN 
and HINDLEY, MYRA 


Born on January 2, 1938, Ian Stewart was the 
illegitimate son of a Scottish waitress. He never met his 
father, and despite sporadic visits from his mother he 
was raised by foster parents in Gorbals, Glasgow’s 
toughest slum. In early years, he earned a reputation as 
a budding sadist, torturing other children and maiming 
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animals “for fun.” He also tried his hand at petty crime, 
earning several terms of probation on charges that 
included housebreaking and theft. In 1954, the courts 
sent him to Manchester, to live with his mother and her 
new husband, Patrick Brady. Ian would use his step- 
father’s surname in the future, continuing his criminal 
activities as he blossomed into a full-fledged teenage 
alcoholic. A week after his eighteenth birthday, Ian was 
sentenced to two years on conviction for theft. His last 
arrest, before indictment on murder charges, was settled 
by payment of a fine for drunk and disorderly conduct, 
in 1958. Along the way, he had acquired new interests, 
building up a library of books on Nazi Germany, 
sadism, and sexual perversion. 


Born in July 1942, Myra Hindley was sent to live 
with her grandmother after the birth of her younger 
sister. Homely and shy, she was still a virgin in January 
1961, when she found work as a typist for a chemical 
supply company in Gorbals. Ian Brady was the invoice 
clerk, and Myra fell for him on sight, penning endless 
professions of love in her diary, afraid to approach him 
directly. Brady impressed her as an intellectual, reading 
Mein Kampf at lunch in the original German, and she 
was thrilled when he finally asked her out. They took 
in a movie — about the Nuremburg war crimes tribunal 
— and then returned to her grandmother’s house, where 
Brady introduced her to sex. 


Soon, they were inseparable, Myra bleaching her hair 
to please Ian, dressing in Nazi-style boots and leather, 
with Brady dubbing her “Myra Hess.” They used Ian’s 
automatic camera to pose for obscene photos — 
complete with hoods, whips, and a dog — but Brady 
was unsuccessful in his efforts to crack the local 
pornography market. Next, they toyed with the idea of 
armed robbery, but Brady’s nerve failed in the crunch, 
leaving Myra to take shooting lessons, purchase two 
pistols, and pass a driver’s test in expectation of 
wheeling the getaway car. Finally, unable to go through 
with the plan, they turned their attention to kidnapping, 
child molestation, and murder. 


Police did not connect the crimes, at first. Pauline 
Reade, 16, was the first to vanish, missing from her 
Gorton home — two doors from the residence of Myra 
Hindley’s brother-in-law — on July 12, 1963. Four 
months later, on November 23, 12-year-old John 
Kilbride disappeared from Ashton-under-Lyne. Keith 
Bennett, also 12, was reported missing from Manchester 
on June 16, 1964, last seen near the home occupied by 
Brady’s mother. Another Manchester victim, 10-year- 
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old Leslie Ann Downey, disappeared without a trace on 
December 26, 1964. 


Authorities were baffled by the “unrelated” cases, left 
without a single piece of solid evidence. The twisted 
lovers, meanwhile, were intent on a campaign to corrupt 
Myra’s brother-in-law, David Smith, and recruit him 
into their circle. A petty criminal with several arrests of 
his own, Smith was amused when the conversation 
turned to murder, and he questioned Brady’s ability to 
follow through. On October 6, 1965, Brady offered a 
practical demonstration with Edward Evans, a 17-year- 
old homosexual, striking him fourteen times with a 
hatchet before finishing the job by means of 
strangulation. 


Horrified, Smith phoned police next morning, 
directing them to Brady’s address. The raiders caught 
Ian and Myra at home, retrieving a fresh corpse from 
the bedroom, along with the bloody hatchet and Brady’s 
library of volumes on perversion and sadism. A 12-year- 
old neighbor girl recalled several trips she had made 
with the couple to Saddleworth Moor, northeast of 
Manchester, near the Penine Way, and authorities 
launched a search which uncovered the body of Leslie 
Ann Downey on October 16. 


Four days later, another search of Brady’s flat turned 
up two left-luggage tickets for Manchester Central 
Station, leading police to a pair of hidden suitcases. 
Inside, they found nude photographs of Leslie Ann, 
along with tape recordings of her final tortured 
moments, pleading for her life as she was brutally 
abused. A series of seemingly innocent snapshots 
depicted portions of Saddleworth Moor, and detectives 
paid another visit to the desolate region on October 21, 
unearthing the body of John Kilbride. 


In custody, Brady seemed proud of his crimes, 
boasting of “three or four” victims planted on the 
moors. Police announced that they were opening their 
files on eight missing persons, lost over the past four 
years, but no new charges had been added by the time 
Jan and Myra went to trial. Jurors were stunned by the 
Downey tape, and by Brady’s bland description of the 
recording as “unusual.” On May 6, 1966, both defend- 
ants were convicted of killing Edward Evans and Leslie 
Ann Downey; Brady was also convicted of murdering 
John Kilbride, while Myra was convicted as an 
accessory after the fact. Brady was sentenced to 
concurrent life terms on each count, while Hindley 
received two life terms plus seven years in the Kilbride 
case. 


Nineteen years later, in November 1985, Brady was 
transferred from prison to a maximum-security hospital, 
there confessing the Reade-Bennett murders in an 
interview with tabloid reporters. Another year passed 
before searchers returned to the moors, with Myra 
Hindley joining them for an abortive outing on 
December 15, 1986. The remains of Pauline Reade 
were uncovered on June 30, 1987, nearly a quarter- 
century after her disappearance. It took pathologists a 
month to decide that the girl had been sexually 
assaulted, her throat slashed from behind. 


In August 1987, Brady mailed a letter to the BBC, 
containing sketchy information on five “new” murders. 
In the letter, Brady claimed another victim buried on the 
moor, a man murdered in Manchester, a woman 
dumped in a canal, and two victims gunned down in 
Scotland, at Glasgow and Loch Long. None of the 
victims were identified, but police announced that they 
were reopening the files on two ancient murders, 
including the 1963 beating death of 55-year-old 
Veronica Bondi in Manchester, and the 1965 strangu- 
lation of Edith Gleave, a 38-year-old prostitute, in 
Stockport. No further information is forthcoming in 
those cases, but it was announced — on January 14, 
1988 — that no prosecution is anticipated in the cases 
of Pauline Reade and Keith Bennett. 


BRAUN, THOMAS EUGENE 
and MAINE, LEONARD 


A native of rural Washington state, born in 1949, 
Thomas Braun lost his mother in early childhood as the 
result of a clumsy, illegal abortion. Left in the care of 
their alcoholic father, Braun and his younger sister were 
frequently locked in a truck for safekeeping while the 
old man made his rounds of local taverns. Both were 
beaten on occasion, and when Braun’s dog was accused 
of stealing chickens, Thomas was forced by his father to 
shoot the animal. 


On August 17, 1967, Braun left his job as a gas 
station attendant in Ritzville, Washington, and picked 
up his best friend, slow-witted Leonard Maine, on his 
way out of town. The 18-year-olds had two pistols, a 
car, and no clear destination in mind. 


In Seattle, on August 18, the boys stopped at a 
rooming house, asked about lodgings, and then pulled 
their guns on the landlady, fleeing in panic when she 
began to scream. Things went better the next afternoon, 


outside Redmond, when they pulled over 22-year-old 
Deanna Buse, pretending that something was wrong 
with a tire on her car. Forcing the young woman into 
his vehicle at gunpoint, Braun drove on to Echo Lake, 
Maine bringing up the rear in Buse’s sedan. Arriving at 
their destination, Braun marched his captive into the 
woods, forced her to strip, and then shot her five times 
without taking time to molest her. 


Dumping their old car in Seattle and keeping the new 
one, the killers pushed south, into Oregon. On August 
21, Samuel Ledgerwood saw them changing a flat tire 
and stopped to offer help, earning two shots in the head 
for his trouble. Leaving his corpse where it lay, the boys 
torched Buse’s car and drove off in Ledgerwood’s 
vehicle, bound for California. 


On August 23, they picked up hitchhikers Timothy 
Luce and Susan Bartolomei, raping the girl several times 
before shooting both victims and leaving them for dead 
on the side of the road. Though crippled for life, 
Bartolomei would survive to describe her attackers, and 
police launched a massive search for the gunmen. 


Four days later, in Jamestown, California, Ledger- 
wood’s car was spotted outside a motel where suspects 
“Mike and John Ford” were registered in rooms 19 and 
26. Surrendering without resistance, the killers were 
packed off to Washington for trial. Upon conviction, 
Braun was sentenced to death, while Maine escaped 
with a term of life imprisonment. 


BRIDGES, TYRONE 


A career criminal with 24 misdemeanor and felony 
arrests since his early teens, Bridges was described by 
New Orleans police as a hoodlum whose offenses 
covered “everything but treason.” Facing trial on fresh 
charges of armed robbery, he was free on bail when 
officers stopped him for questioning on December 7, 
1987 — the day before his twenty-ninth birthday. 
Reaching for a stolen pistol, he was shot to death before 
he had a chance to fire. Ballistics tests performed upon 
the weapon linked Bridges with two local murders in the 
past eleven days. 


The first victim, on November 27, had been Lilly 
Russell, 50, killed after Bridges and accomplice Jimmy 
Johnson deliberately rammed her car on the street. As 
Russell stepped out to survey the damage, Bridges had 
drawn his pistol, demanding money, shooting the 
woman to death when she refused. On December 5, 51- 
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year-old Phyllis Bell had been slain after Bridges 
assaulted her husband outside their home. Coming to 
investigate the sounds of struggle, she was shot and 
killed as Bridges fled the crime scene. In death, Bridges 
cleared both cases, leaving Johnson to stand trial as an 
accessory in the Russell homicide. 


BRIGGEN, JOSEPH 


Born around 1850, Joseph Briggen was a product of 
farming stock and he followed in the family tradition, 
working hard to scratch a living from his remote Sierra 
Morena Ranch, in northern California. All things 
considered, he had little to show for his labor. Briggen’s 
crop was invariably poor, and the effort might have 
been a complete waste of time, except for his prize 
Berkshire hogs. 


So perfect were his swine, that Briggen soon became 
the odds-on favorite for winning honors at the annual 
state fair in Sacramento. His pork brought top dollar, 
and every year Briggen was pestered by questions from 
envious breeders. In answer, he would only say that his 
stock received the finest possible care — and the best 
feed — available. 


The feed, in fact, was Briggen’s specialty, although he 
dared not share the recipe. For years, the rancher made 
repeated, periodic trips to San Francisco, touring the 
Embarcadero district in a search for homeless men and 
transients. These he hired, throwing in a pledge of room 
and board. Sometimes the new employees lasted weeks, 
before they grew suspicious and demanded something 
more than food and lodging for their pay. When cash 
was called for, Briggen simply killed his latest victim, 
chopped the body up, and fed it to his hogs. In Briggen’s 
mind, the “special” diet was responsible for his success 
in raising swine, and he was not prepared to change a 
winning system. 


In early 1902, Briggen hired a young man named 
Steven Korad, the latest in a series of expendable 
employees, but the rancher’s carelessness was showing. 
Checking out his room that night, before retiring, Korad 
found two severed fingers on the floor behind his bed. 
The young man slipped away to notify authorities, and 
excavations at the ranch unearthed an estimated dozen 
victims in the next few days. A human skull and other 
bones were found inside the sty itself. 


Authorities did not suggest that Briggen’s body-count 
was limited to twelve or thirteen victims, but they had 
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enough to win conviction. Tried in August, Briggen 
drew a term of life imprisonment and died a short time 
later, in San Quentin. The identity and final number of 
his victims stands as an enduring mystery. 


BRISBON, HENRY 


The first two victims credited to Henry Brisbon were 
James Schmidt, a Chicago businessman, and his fiancee, 
Dorothy Cerny, both 25. While traveling on Highway 
57, in Cook County, on the night of June 3, 1973, 
Schmidt and Cerny were stopped by a gang of four men, 
dragged from their vehicle and forced to lie down on the 
grassy shoulder of the road. Brisbon was identified as the 
triggerman who killed them both with close-range 
shotgun blasts as they lay helpless on the ground. 


Conviction on a charge of double murder earned 
Brisbon a sentence of 1,000 to 3,000 years, but the 
prison term was less impressive than it sounded. 
Actually, Brisbon could have been paroled in just eleven 
years, but he was not content to wait. On October 19, 
1978, he used a sharpened soup ladle to stab inmate 
Ronald Morgan at the Statesville penitentiary, striking 
without apparent motive. While awaiting trial for that 
murder, Brisbon took part in a 1979 riot and was 
transferred to the maximum security lockup at Menard. 


Brisbon was convicted of Morgan’s murder on 
January 22, 1982, and a month later he was sentenced 
to die. Leaving the courtroom after pronouncement of 
sentence, Brisbon told his guards, “You'll never get me. 
Pll kill again. Then you'll have another long trial. And 
then [ll do it again.” As good as his word, Brisbon tried 
it again on February 15, 1983. Slipping out of handcuffs 
and breaking away from a guard on death row, he used 
a piece of sharpened heavy-gauge wire to stab convicted 
killers William Jones and John Wayne Gacy. (Neither 
man was seriously injured.) At this writing, Brisbon is 
awaiting execution — and, undoubtedly, preparing for 
his next attempt at homicide. 


BRITAIN 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS (1986) 


On December 21, 1986, detectives in Wiltshire, 
England, announced their search for connections in the 
recent slayings of two women, killed within hours of 
each other at Salisbury. In the early-morning hours of 


December 19, victim Ruth Perrett, age 25, was found 
naked and dead in her room at a half-way hostel for 
recovering mental patients. Last seen alive at a party the 
evening before, she had been raped and strangled by her 
assailant. The following day, police at Ringwood, near 
Southampton, were following up a missing person 
report when they found 45-year-old Beryl Deacon dead 
in her car, another victim of sexual assault. 


A third fatality was added to the list when homicide 
investigators voiced concerns about a link between the 
recent deaths and that of Linda Cooke, age 24, a one- 
time barmaid raped and murdered in the town of 
Portsmouth, on December 10. Cooke’s death was seen 
as possibly related to a string of rapes, targeting nurses 
and female doctors at area hospitals over the past year. 


Police arrested several suspects in the case, but none 
were ultimately prosecuted. The most recent, described 
in press reports as a sailor, was released in January 1987 
with no charges filed against him. At this writing, the 
case remains officially unsolved. 


BRITAIN 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS (1987) 


In June of 1987, Wendy Knell, a 25-year-old shop 
manager, was raped and murdered in her London flat. 
Five months later, on November 24, with that case still 
unsolved, police received a missing-person report on 20- 
year-old Caroline Pierce, a London restaurant manager. 
Her body was found near St. Mary, on December 15, 
and police publicly speculated on a connection between 
the two killings. 


On November 29, an unnamed suspect in the case of 
Wendy Knell was charged with rape, but his incarcer- 
ation did not halt the rash of murders. Three days after 
Caroline Pierce was discovered, searchers at Colchester 
— fifty miles northeast of London — retrieved the 
decomposing remains of 18-year-old Fiona Gallant 
from the slope of a highway embankment. As in 
London, the Colchester case was believed to be linked 
with an on-going series of rapes in the area. 


At this writing, no solution has been announced for 
the murders in London and Colchester. Police refuse to 
speculate on possible links between Fiona Gallant’s 
death and the crimes in London, while the killer (or 
killers) remains at large. 


BROGSDALE, RICKEY 


For seven weeks, between September and October 
1987, Washington, D.C. was haunted by the specter of 
a prowling, voyeuristic gunman who apparently derived 
sadistic pleasure from attacking women or young 
couples in their homes. Lurking in darkness, the sniper 
selected his victims by peering through windows, 
blasting away with a .22-caliber weapon once suitable 
targets were found. 


The first of Washington’s “Peeping Tom” shootings 
occurred on September 5, 1987, but police withheld 
warnings until the fifth attack wounded an off-duty 
policewoman on October 15. The eighth attack, on 
October 17, also resulted in the first fatality, as 35-year- 
old Yvonne Watts was killed by a shot fired through her 
bedroom window. 


Several hours later, officers arrested Rickey Brogs- 
dale, 26, a few blocks from the murder scene; a .22- 
caliber gun was found hidden nearby. In custody, 
Brogsdale — paroled five months earlier on a conviction 
for carrying an unlicensed pistol — confessed to all the 
“Peeping Tom” attacks, along with three more slayings 
that police had not connected to the series. Helpful to 
a fault, the suspect even led detectives to the scene of 
a shooting that had never been reported. 


Rickey Brogsdale had been in and out of trouble since 
the time of his parole. In June, he had been charged 
with violation of parole following an arrest for indecent 
exposure, but authorities refused to send him back to 
prison, arbitrarily deciding that he posed no threat to the 
community. A week before his ultimate arrest on 
murder charges, Brogsdale was accused of molesting a 
neighbor’s ten-year-old daughter and paying the girl five 
dollars to insure her silence. 


According to Brogsdale’s confession, his first murder 
took place along the Suitland Parkway on September 5, 
the same day the “Peeping Tom” shootings began. The 
male victim, Myers Jackson, was accused of trying to 
rape Brogsdale’s mother during 1976, in a crime still 
unsolved by police. On September 6, Brogsdale turned 
up at the address where his sister resided prior to her 
beating death in April 1985. Inside the apartment, he 
shot and killed 28-year-old Steven Wilson, also 
wounding Wilson’s girlfriend as they slept. Revenge was 
once again the motive, Brogsdale blaming Wilson for his 
sister’s unsolved murder. 
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The final victim linked to Brogsdale’s murder spree 
was Angela Shaw, a teenage part-time prostitute, found 
dead September 20 beside a local bike path. Shaw’s 
attacker had choked her unconscious and raped her 
before shooting her to death with a .22-caliber weapon. 
An anonymous caller directed police to the body, and 
someone also left a ghoulish note at the home of a 
friend. It read: “I raped and killed your friend, Angela 
Shaw. You can find her on the bike path behind 
Marbury Plaza.” Brogsdale told police that he witnessed 
the murder but did not participate, a claim that failed 
to impress detectives under the circumstances. On 
October 18, he was charged with first-degree murder in 
the deaths of Steven Wilson and Yvonne Watts, ending 
the capital’s “Peeping Tom” nightmare. 


BROOKS, JOHN 


First arrested in February 1982, at age fifteen, for 
molesting an eight-year-old girl, within five years John 
Brooks was named by homicide detectives as “the 
largest one-man crime ring in recent New Orleans 
history.” Arrested December 29, 1986, on two counts 
of murder, within two weeks his rap sheet listed four 
more homicides, two counts of attempted murder, nine 
armed robberies, plus individual counts of kidnapping, 
rape, and attempted robbery. It was an impressive tally 
for a 20-year-old, but police remained convinced that 
they had only glimpsed “the tip of the iceberg.” 


According to the charges filed against him, Brooks 
began his solitary crime wave with an armed robbery 
on June 14, 1986, waiting over a month before pulling 
his second on July 27. Foiled in an attempted robbery 
on August 23, he rebounded the same afternoon by 
shooting Wilbert Johnson, age 50, and leaving him dead 
on the street. 


More robberies followed, on September 1 and 27, 
October 18 and 19. In the predawn hours of November 
1, 51-year-old James Williams was shot to death 
without apparent motive on a dark New Orleans street, 
his heavy-set assailant seen by several witnesses. On 
November 27, taxi driver Artis Thompson was killed by 
a stranger who approached his cab, demanded money, 
and then shot Thompson several times before stealing a 
purse from his terrified passenger. Another robbery on 
November 29 kept Brooks in spending money, but his 
thirst for blood had not been quenched. 


Things heated up as the Christmas season 
approached, with another robbery on December 12. 
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Two days later, Zachary Turnell was parked on the 
street with a woman companion when he was shot and 
killed by a stranger, his pockets rifled for cash. Turnell’s 
killer then kidnapped the woman, driving her to a 
downtown motel, where she was brutally raped. On 
December 20, Terry Young was gunned down without 
motive while leaving a New Orleans tavern. 


Brooks celebrated Christmas morning with another 
random shooting, killing Diane Gipson as she sat in her 
boyfriend’s car, on Lakeshore Drive. Her companion, 
Tyrone Wilkinson, was shot in the stomach but 
survived. Three days later, 18-year-old Darren Mercadel 
was slain on the street while exchanging gifts with a 
female acquaintance. Ballistics tests showed that the 
same gun was used to kill victims Young, Gipson, and 
Mercadel over a period of eight days. 


Brooks was finally identified after his fingerprints 
were matched with some recovered from Tyrone 
Wilkinson’s car. His name was already familiar to 
homicide investigators, as Brooks had claimed to be a 
witness in an unsolved double murder — that of 
Thomas Morris and Cabrini Jareau, shot in a parked car 
October 23, 1986. Charged in the murders of victims 
Johnson, Williams, Thompson, Young, Gipson and 
Mercadel, Brooks also remains a prime suspect in the 
slayings of Turnell, Morris and Jareau. 


BROPST, TONY 


On September 7, 1986, 35-year-old Robert May, a 
divorced construction worker, left his Phoenix home to 
search for work in Houston, Texas. His car was found 
abandoned near a school in Bowie, Arizona, on 
September 8, and two days later, May was found 
outside of Bowie, in the desert, shot twice in the face. 
His I.D. cards and personal affects were soon discovered 
by a motel maid, discarded in a room that had been 
rented to one “B.R. Mills.” 


On September 12, the partly-frozen corpse of Steven 
Myllo, a 38-year-old traveling salesman from New 
Mexico, was found outside of Castle Rock, Colorado. 
Last seen alive on September 10, Myllo had been shot 
at close range, and his van was missing. Some days later, 
it was found in Overland, Missouri — a St. Louis 
suburb — where it had been stripped and burned on 
private property. 


The owner of the land was closely questioned, and he 
finally admitted to participating in the van’s destruction. 


It had been an act of friendship, he declared, performed 
on the behalf of Tony Bropst, a pal from Arizona. 


Homicide investigators picked Bropst up in Phoenix, 
and the 33-year-old ex-convict soon confessed to killing 
May and Myllo. On March 12, 1987, Bropst pled guilty 
to May’s murder in Arizona, receiving a 40-year prison 
term, with a minimum of 25 years to be served before 
parole. Three weeks later, he pled guilty to Myllo’s 
slaying in Douglas County, Colorado, accepting a 
consecutive sentence of 40 years to life. 


Despite his willingness to talk about the crimes, 
Bropst showed no inclination toward captivity. Return- 
ing from his speedy trial in Castle Rock, he told a jailer, 
“There’s going to be plenty of shooting if I ever get out 
of here.” On April 5, Bropst joined two cellmates in 
escaping from the Douglas County jail, but he was 
recaptured in Castle Rock the next day, returned to 
Arizona under heavy guard to serve his time. 


BROWN, CHARLES NOEL 


Born in June 1933, Charles Brown was the oldest of 
seven children in a Bedford, Indiana, family. He quit 
school after eighth grade, entering a “forced” marriage 
at age sixteen. The union produced four children, 
despite Brown’s contention that he and his wife “never 
got along.” Divorce was frequently discussed, but never 
pursued. Brown sought a temporary respite in the army, 
finding work upon discharge, but he was soon convicted 
of forging a check, sentenced to a prison term of two 
to fourteen years. In fact, he only served one year before 
parole, but soon violated the terms of his conditional 
release, “skipping from one state to another, dodging the 
law,” until he wound up in Minneapolis, during 
February 1961. There, he met 20-year-old Charles 
Edwin Kelly, and the pair embarked upon a brief career 
in crime. 


On February 17, Brown committed his first armed 
robbery, looting a dairy store in North Minneapolis. He 
was “too drunk to remember” the robbery of a gas 
station on February 18, during which an attendant was 
shot, but police later found keys to the station in 
Brown’s possession. On February 20, he robbed a bar 
in Minneapolis and shot the bartender dead when he 
tried to escape. : 


That afternoon, Brown and Kelly took a cab to 
neighboring St. Paul, and there embarked by bus for 
Omaha. They met a female traveling companion in 


Nebraska, but immediately “got into a little trouble” 
and departed, on February 22, for Council Bluffs, Iowa. 


After supper that evening, Brown and Kelly went 
looking for cars to steal. Their first choice was parked 
in a nearby residential area, and Brown drew a pistol, 
shooting its owner dead at the wheel. Unable to start the 
engine, they walked on, accosting a shopper in the 
parking lot of a supermarket, a block from the last 
murder scene. Abducting their final victim, Brown 
drove him several blocks from the store, then shot him 
to death when the man tried to leap from the car. 


Swiftly arrested, Brown and Kelly confessed freely, 
the trigger man taking perverse pride in his “achieve- 
ments.” At his trial, in September 1961, Charles Brown 
was convicted of double homicide in Council Bluffs and 
sentenced to hang. 


BROWN, KIM S. 


On June 12, 1987, three weeks after graduating from 
a local high school, Angela Fay Hackl disappeared from 
her hometown of Lone Rock, Wisconsin. Search parties 
scoured a two-county area after her car was recovered 
near Sauk City, twenty miles away, and her body was 
found on June 15, in the woods six miles west of Sauk 


City. Chained by her neck to a tree, the young woman 


had been shot repeatedly at point-blank range, leaving 
final identification to dental records. 


A month later, on July 9, schoolteacher Barbara 
Blackstone vanished from her home in nearby Lyndon 
Station, leaving her purse behind, her keys in the 
ignition of a car parked just outside. Her nude and 
decomposing body was retrieved on August 4 from 
Lafayette County, sixty miles due south of the Wiscon- 
sin Dells that had become a madman’s hunting ground. 


On July 24, police logged reports of burglary and 
arson at a home in Oxford, Wisconsin. No one had been 
home to greet the prowler, but the family dog was 
stabbed to death, discarded in a bedroom, after which 
a braided rug was draped across the stove, the burners 
on and liquor poured around the kitchen to accelerate 
the blaze. Reported stolen were a .357 magnum 
revolver, a black holster, and a distinctive “butterfly” 
knife, so called after its two-piece folding grip. 


Four days later, on July 28, housewife Linda 
Nachreiner was reported missing from her home in Dell 
Prairie, six miles from the site of the burglary and 
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twenty miles removed from the home of murder victim 
Barbara Blackstone. A visiting neighbor found Nach- 
reiner’s two small children unattended, a basket of wet 
laundry fresh from the washer, and police were sum- 
moned. Officers identified fresh stains of semen and 
saliva on a bedroom comforter, retrieving panties and a 
single stocking from the floor. 


The missing woman was found next morning, four 
miles from her home. She had been stripped by her 
assailant, with her blue jeans pulled over her head, 
hands bound behind her back. She had been raped and 
tortured before a single bullet was fired through her 
head. Tire tracks discovered at the scene matched others 
found outside the victim’s home; a slug recovered by 
detectives matched bullets fired by the .357 stolen July 
24. 


By this time, local homicide investigators were 
deluged by tips from nervous residents of the Wisconsin 
Dells. Kim Brown was one of those suggested as a 
suspect, and detectives learned that Brown knew Linda 
Nachreiner’s husband from working together on various 
jobs. Brown also lived within half a mile of the 
burglarized dwelling in Oxford, a short seven miles from 
the Nachreiner home. A review of Brown’s work record 
showed that he had called in sick on July 24 and 
clocked out after working for less than two hours July 
28. 


Police interviewed Brown on September 2, observing 
that tires on his car closely resembled their casts from 
the Nachreiner home and the scene of her murder. 
Brown claimed that he stayed home all day on July 24 
and accompanied his wife on shopping errands four 
days later; his wife, meanwhile, recalled that Brown had 
worked a full shift on both days in question. Searching 
the trunk of Brown’s car, with the suspect’s permission, 
police found the stolen revolver and “butterfly” knife, 
together with a quantity of .357 ammunition and two 
spent cartridges. A second knife, found in the glove 
compartment, bore animal hairs matching those of the 
dog stabbed to death on July 24. 


In custody, Brown first told detectives that the stolen 
weapons belonged to “a friend,” later changing his story 
to claim that he “found” them. Samples of the suspect’s 
blood and saliva matched those from the Nachreiner 
home, and casts of his tires provided further confirma- 
tion. On September 4, 1987, Kim Brown was charged 
with arson, burglary, and the murder of Linda Nach- 
reiner. No further charges have been filed, although 
authorities consider him responsible for all three local 
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slayings, and the string of crimes stopped short with 
Brown’s arrest. 


BROWN, RAYMOND EUGENE 


In October 1960, 14-year-old Raymond Brown had 
his mind on sports. Specifically, he wanted football 
shoes, but he was short on cash. Instead of looking for 
a part-time job around his home, in Clay County, 
Alabama, he opted for burglary, selecting the home 
jointly occupied by his grandmother, great- 
grandmother, and great-aunt as his target. 


Entering under cover of darkness, Brown moved 
barefoot through the house, searching for cash. Despite 
his stealth, a sound roused his great-grandmother from 
sleep, and she went to investigate. Fearing exposure, 
Brown picked up a butcher knife, killed the old woman, 
and went on to murder his other two relatives. Detec- 
tives counted 123 stab wounds in the three victims, but 
Brown had forgotten his quest in the heat of the 
moment. A purse, containing forty dollars, had been left 
untouched. 


It took three weeks, but bloody footprints put 
investigators on Brown’s trail, and he was locked away 
for thirteen years, using his prison time to learn auto 
mechanics. Paroled in 1973, he found work in a garage 
at Ashland, Alabama, and rented a small apartment 
nearby. Soon after his release, Brown tried to rape the 
manager of his apartment building, choking her when 
she resisted, leaving her for dead. This time, his victim 
lived, and Brown was carted back to prison, his parole 
revoked. 


Another thirteen years elapsed, and Brown was once 
again paroled, in June of 1986. Working as a mechanic 
in Phoenix City, he met divorcee Linda LeMonte, 32, 
and they began dating. Brown became familiar to 
LeMonte’s neighbors, dropping in for dinner, spending 
evenings with LeMonte and her ten-year-old daughter, 
Sheila. 


On August 10, 1987, Linda and Sheila LeMonte 
were found dead in their home, each stabbed numerous 
times, as if in a frenzy of rage. Detectives speculated that 
the slayer had assaulted Sheila first, attempting rape, and 
had been interrupted by her mother in the act. A 
neighbor told police that Raymond Brown had parked 
his car outside the night before, and Sherlock Holmes 
was not required to make the obvious connection. 


Taking to the woods, Brown managed to elude a 
sweeping manhunt until August 12, when he emerged 
to buy a soda and was run to earth by deputies. With 
double murder charges and another count of violating 
his parole, it seems unlikely Raymond Brown will ever 
qualify for leniency again. 


BROWN, VERNON 


A drifter who resided in twenty-three states during his 
last decade of freedom, Vernon Brown had settled in 
Indianapolis by 1980, serving time for molesting a 12- 
year-old girl. On August 25, nine-year-old Kimberly 
Campbell was found, raped and strangled, in a vacant 
house owned by Brown’s grandmother. Brown had been 
seen with the child on August 24, but in the absence of 
solid evidence no indictment was filed. A year later, 
warrants were issued charging Brown with six counts of 
child molestation and he promptly skipped town. 


In March 1985, Synetta Ford, 19, was stabbed and 
strangled in her St. Louis apartment. Virgil Brown, 
working at the complex under an alias, was arrested in 
April, after his wife told police he had claimed respon- 
sibility for the murder. Charges were later dismissed, as 
Missouri law forbids spousal testimony in cases where 
victims are eighteen or older. 


On October 25, 1986, nine-year-old Janet Perkins 
disappeared from her home in St. Louis. Her lifeless 
body was discovered near Brown’s home the following 
day, and he was picked up for questioning, offering 
police a confession in which he blamed the crime on 
uncontrollable side effects of PCP intoxication. 


Indianapolis police questioned Brown in April 1987, 
and a warrant has been issued charging Brown with the 
murder of Kimberly Campbell in 1980. He is also 
suspected in the murder of 15-year-old Tracey Poindex- 
ter, killed in Indianapolis during April 1985, and in 
another local homicide from August of that year. 
Authorities in more than twenty states are studying their 
“open” files for crimes that match the lethal drifter’s 
modus operandi. 


BRUDOS, JEROME HENRY 


Born in South Dakota during January 1939, Brudos 
moved to California with his family, as a child. He grew 
up with a deep, abiding hatred for his domineering 


mother and a strange, precocious lust for women’s 
shoes. Discovering a pair of high-heels at the local 
dump, he brought them home, where they were 
confiscated and burned by his mother. By the time he 
entered first grade, Brudos was stealing shoes from his 
sister; at age sixteen, now living in Oregon, he branched 
out into burglary, making off with shoes from neighbor- 
ing homes, sometimes snatching women’s undergar- 
ments from clothes lines. 


In 1956, at seventeen, Brudos beat up a girl who 
resisted his crude advances on a date, winding up in 
juvenile court. Ordered to visit the state hospital in 
Salem, as an out-patient, while continuing his high 
school education, Brudos apparently gained nothing 
from therapy. Joining the army in March 1959, he was 
troubled by dreams of a woman creeping into his bed 
at night. A chat with an army psychiatrist led to 
Jerome’s discharge on October 15, 1959, and he went 
home to live with his parents, in Salem, moving into 
their tool shed. 


Unknown to members of his family, Brudos had 
begun to prey on local women, stalking them until he 
found a chance to knock them down or choke them 
unconscious, fleeing with their shoes. Still virginal in 
1962, he met his future wife and quickly made her 
pregnant, trooping to the altar from a sense of obliga- 
tion. By 1967, settled in the Portland suburb of Aloha, 
Brudos began complaining of migraine headaches and 
“blackouts,” relieving his symptoms with night- 
prowling raids to steal shoes and lacy undergarments. 
On one occasion, a woman awoke to find him ransack- 
ing her closet and Brudos choked her unconscious, 
raping her before he fled. 


On January 26, 1968, 19-year-old Linda Slawson 
was selling encyclopedias door-to-door when she called 
on Jerry Brudos. Bludgeoned and strangled to death in 
his basement, she became the first of five known victims 
killed in Oregon. The second, 16-year-old Stephanie 
Vikko, disappeared from Portland in July. A third, 
student Jan Whitney, 23, vanished on November 26, 
during a two-hour drive from Eugene to McMinnville, 
her car turning up north of Albany, Oregon. 


So far, authorities were working on a string of 
disappearances, with no hard proof of homicide. That 
changed on March 18, 1969, with the discovery of 
Stephanie Vikko’s remains, in a wooded area northwest 
of Forest Grove. Nine days later, 19-year-old Karen 
Sprinker vanished from a Salem parking garage, leaving 
her car behind. Two witness reported same-day sight- 
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ings of a large man, dressed in women’s clothing, 
loitering in the garage. 


While the police were searching for their suspect, 
Brudos faced a minor crisis in his own back yard. While 
cleaning house, his wife had turned up photographs of 
Jerry dressed in drag, and she had also found a “plastic” 
breast, described by Brudos as a “paperweight.” (In fact, 
it was a hunting trophy, treated with preservative.) She 
missed the other photographs, depicting Brudos with his 
victims, posing with their bodies, dressing them in frilly 
underwear like life-sized dolls, but dark suspicion had 
begun to fester, all the same. 


On April 23, 1969, Brudos claimed his final victim, 
picking off 22-year-old Linda Salee at a Portland 
shopping mall. Her body, weighted down with an auto 
transmission, was pulled from the Long Tom River on 
May 10. Two days later, fifty feet downstream, a team 
of divers turned up victim Karen Sprinkler, weighted 
with an engine block. The second body wore a brassiere 
several sizes too large, padded with paper towels to 
conceal the fact that her breasts had been amputated. 


Interviews with local co-eds yielded several stories of 
an aging, self-described “‘“Vietnam veteran” who 
frequently approached girls on campus, asking for dates. 
Police staked out the scene of one such rendezvous, in 
Corvallis, on May 25, questioning Jerry Brudos closely 
before they let him go. Picked up on a concealed 
weapons charge five days later, Brudos broke down and 
confessed to the murders in detail, directing authorities 
to evidence that would clinch their case. On June 27, 
1969, Brudos pled guilty on three counts of first-degree 
murder and was sentenced to a term of life imprison- 
ment. His popularity with fellow inmates is recorded in 
a string of prison “accidents,” including one that left him 
with a fractured neck in 1971. 


BRYAN, JOSEPH FRANCIS, Jr. 


A native of Camden, New Jersey, Joseph Bryan first 
ran afoul of the law in 1958, at age nineteen, when he 
abducted two small boys, tied them to a tree, and 
sexually molested them. Committed to a Camden 
County mental hospital, Bryan was diagnosed as 
schizophrenic, once informing doctors that he liked to 
see little boys “tied up and screaming.” Upon release 
from the hospital, Bryan enlisted in the navy, but was 
discharged after further psychiatric tests and treatment. 
Convicted of burglary and auto theft in Nevada, he 
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served time in the state prison and was paroled on 
January 20, 1964. By that time, Bryan’s twisted sexual 
desires had blossomed into something dark and 
dangerous. 


On February 27, John Robinson, age seven, disap- 
peared in Mount Pleasant, South Carolina, while riding 
his bicycle near home. FBI agents discovered that Joe 
Bryan had spent the night in a local motel, and they 
looked up his record of crimes against children. Two 
farmers reported pulling a car from a mud hole on the 
morning of February 28; the driver had been traveling 
with a boy and the license number was traced back to 
Bryan. The clincher was John Robinson’s abandoned 
bike, discovered in some weeds not far from where the 
car bogged down. 


On March 23, 1964, seven-year-old Lewis Wilson, 
Jr., vanished from his school in St. Petersburg, Florida. 
Searchers were beating the bushes, in vain, when three 
youths on vacation discovered the remains of a child in 
a marsh near Hallandale. Stripped clean, except for 
shoes and socks, the skeletal remains were finally 
identified by reference to the footwear. The search for 
Johnny Robinson was over. 


A fugitive from charges of kidnapping and murder, 
Joseph Bryan was declared a federal fugitive from 
justice. On April 14, 1964, his name was added to the 
FBI’s “Most Wanted” list, with photographs displayed 
from coast to coast. 


By that time, David Wulff, age eight, was missing 
from his home in Willingboro, New Jersey. Snatched on 
April 4, his fate was still a mystery when eight-year-old 
Dennis Burke disappeared from Humboldt, Tennessee, 
on April 23. 


Five days later, a pair of off-duty FBI agents spotted 
Bryan’s car — a distinctive white Cadillac — outside a 
shopping mall in New Orleans. They staked out the 
vehicle, pouncing when Bryan emerged from the mall 
with Dennis Burke in tow. Held on $150,000 bond, 
Bryan denied kidnapping anyone. Asked how he came 
to be traveling with a child, he seemed bewildered. “I 
don’t know how it happened,” he said. “I don’t know.” 
Dennis Burke, for his part, described Bryan as “a nice 
man” who fed him well and rented comfortable motel 
rooms during their three days together. Indicted on 
federal kidnapping charges in Tennessee, on January 12, 
1965, Bryan pled guilty and was sentenced to a term of 
life imprisonment. 


“BTK STRANGLER, THE” 


The residents of Wichita were ill-prepared to cope 
with monsters in the early days of 1974. Their lives were 
by and large conservative, well-ordered, purposeful. 
They had no previous experience to help prepare them 
for the coming terror, and it took them absolutely by 
surprise. 


On January 15, four members of the Otero family 
were found dead in their comfortable suburban home, 
trussed up like Thanksgiving turkeys and strangled with 
lengths of cord cut from old venetian blinds. Joseph 
Otero, 38, lay face-down on the floor at the foot of his 
bed, wrists and ankles bound with samples of the same 
cord that was wrapped around his neck. Close by, Julie 
Otero lay on the bed she had once shared with her 
husband, bound in similar fashion and already cooling 
in death. Joseph II, age nine, was found in his bedroom, 
duplicating his father’s position at the foot of his bed, a 
plastic bag encasing his skull. Downstairs, 11-year-old 
Josephine hung by her neck from a pipe in the base- 
ment, dressed only in sweatshirt and socks. 


Aside from the killer’s ritualistic M.O., police knew 
the attack had been planned in advance. Someone had 
severed phone lines outside, bringing an ample supply 
of cord for binding and strangling his victims when he 
entered the house. The neighbors filed reports of a 
“suspicious looking” stranger in the area, but published 
sketches of the suspect led police precisely nowhere. 


Ten months later, in October, a local newspaper 
editor received his first anonymous call from the killer, 
directing him to a particular book in the Wichita public 
library. Inside the book, he found a letter filled with 
numerous misspellings, claiming credit for the massacre, 
promising more victims to come. Signing himself the 
“BTK Strangler,” the killer provided his own translation 
in a post script. He wrote: “The code words for me will 
be ... Bind them, Torture them, Kill them.” 


Police requested that the letter be withheld, against 
the possibility of false confessions in the case, but no one 
came forward. No evidence materialized. Twenty-nine 
months would pass before the killer showed his hand 
again. 


On March 17, 1977, 26-year-old Shirley Vian was 
murdered in her home, stripped, bound and strangled on 
her bed, left with a plastic bag over her head, the 


traditional cord wrapped tight around her neck. Vian’s 
three children, locked in a closet by the armed intruder 
who invaded their home, managed to free themselves 
and call police. Again, the crime was clearly premedi- 
tated: the killer had stopped one of Vian’s sons on the 
street that morning, displaying photographs of a woman 
and child, allegedly seeking directions to their home. 


On December 9, 1977, Nancy Jo Fox, 25, was found 
dead in the bedroom of her Wichita apartment, a nylon 
stocking twisted around her neck. Unlike previous 
victims, she was fully clothed. An anonymous caller 
directed officers to the scene, and police traced the call 
to a downtown phone booth, where witnesses vaguely 
recalled “someone” — perhaps a blond six-footer — 
using the booth moments earlier. 


The killer mailed a poem to the local press on 
January 31, but it was routed to the advertising section 
by mistake and overlooked for days. Disgruntled at the 
absence of publicity, he shifted targets, firing off a letter 
to a local television station on February 10. “How many 
do I have to kill,” he asked, “before I get my name in 
the paper or some national attention?” 


In his latest note, the strangler claimed a total of seven 
victims, naming Vian and Fox as the latest. Number 
seven remained anonymous, with a taunting punch line: 
“You guess the motive and the victims.” Unable to 
document the killer’s claim, authorities still took him at 
his word, announcing theoretical acceptance of the 
body-count. 


Alternately blaming his crimes on “a demon” and a 
mysterious “factor X,” the strangler compared his work 
with that of Jack the Ripper, Son of Sam, and the 
Hillside Strangler. Psychiatrists who analyzed the letters 
felt the killer saw himself as part of some nebulous 
“srand scheme,” but they were unable to pinpoint his 
motive or predict his next move. 


In fact, there was none. With a decade and more 
having passed since his last, whining plea for attention, 
the strangler has claimed no more victims in Wichita, 
penned no more poems or notes to the press. He has 
vanished, as if from the face of the earth, leaving 
questions and riddles behind. 


BULLOCK, DAVID 


Born in New York City on November 13, 1960, 
Bullock had a history of trouble with the law that dated 
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from his adolescent years. In February 1977, he was 
arrested in Monroe, New York, on charges of criminal 
mischief and petty larceny. Five months later, in 
Manhattan, he pled guilty to attempted grand larceny 
and was committed to a home for delinquent youths, 
receiving a conditional discharge in November. A 
burglary arrest in January 1978 led to his adjudication 
as a youthful offender in Goshen, New York. Over the 
next three years, Bullock logged adult arrests for robbery 
and grand larceny, drifting into the seamy underworld 
of male prostitution. Between December 1981 and 
January 1982, he killed at least six times, without 
apparent provocation from his victims. 


Number one was 42-year-old James Weber, an actor 
shot to death in Central Park the evening of December 
4. Nine days later, Bullock told prostitute Edwina 
Atkins about the murder and she “laughed in (his) face,” 
refusing to believe the story. After sex, Bullock covered 
her face with a pillow, shot Atkins in the head and set 
her apartment on fire. On December 15, Bullock used 
a similar method with Stephen Hassell, a 29-year-old 
businessman who took him home for sex. As Bullock 
told detectives, there was “no particular reason” for 
Hassell’s murder; it was “something to amuse myself.” 


Bullock’s fourth victim was roommate Michael 
Winley, shot in the head on December 23 and dumped 
in the Harlem River. (Police accepted Bullock’s version 
of the crime, despite the fact that Winley’s corpse had 
never been recovered.) Heriberto Morales, age 50, took 
Bullock home after a Christmas party and paid for the 
mistake with his life. According to Bullock, Morales 
“started messing with the Christmas tree, telling me how 
nice the Christmas tree was, so I shot him.” As an 
afterthought, he also set the place on fire. 


Thus far, all of Bullock’s victims had i.cen murdered 
with a .38 revolver, shot without apparent motive. On 
the fourth of January, Bullock neede:! cash and he was 
carrying a sawed-off shotgun when! met 28-year-old 
Eric Fuller in Mount Morris Park. Charged with six 
counts of murder on January 15, Bullock told detectives 
that there might be other victims: he had tried to shoot 
at least four more, but might have missed. Without 
specific details, bodies, or complaints from living targets, 
no more charges were appended to the list. 


On October 26, 1982, Bullock pled guilty to six 
counts of second-degree murder. Asked for a motive, he 
told the court, “It’s fun.” To David Bullock, murder was 
a kind of sport that “makes me happy.” Facing terms 
of 25 years to life on each murder count, he was advised 


46 HUNTING HUMANS 


of the judge’s intention to mete out a sentence that 
“suarantees you never get out of jail as long as you shall 
live.” 


BUNDY, THEODORE ROBERT 


Theodore Bundy 


Ted Bundy is a striking contrast to the general image 
of a “homicidal maniac’: attractive, self-assured, 
politically ambitious, and successful with a wide variety 
of women. But his private demons drove him to 
extremes of violence that make the gory worst of 
modern “slasher” films seem almost petty by compar- 
ison. With his chameleon-like ability to blend, his talent 
for belonging, Bundy posed an ever-present danger to 
the pretty, dark-haired women he selected as his victims. 


Linda Healy was the first fatality. On January 31, 
1974, she vanished from her basement lodgings in 
Seattle, leaving bloody sheets behind, a blood-stained 
nightgown hanging in her closet. Several blocks away, 
young Susan Clarke had been assaulted, bludgeoned in 
her bed a few weeks earlier, but she survived her 
crushing injuries and would eventually recover. As for 
Lynda Healy, she was gone without a trace. 


Police had no persuasive evidence of any pattern yet, 
but it would not be long in coming. On March 12, 
Donna Gail Manson disappeared en route to a concert 
in Olympia, Washington. On April 17, Susan Rancourt 
vanished on her way to see a German language film in 
Ellensburg. On May 6, Roberta Parks failed to return 
from a late-night stroll in her Corvallis neighborhood. 
On June 1, Brenda Ball left Seattle’s Flame Tavern with 
an unknown man and vanished, as if into thin air. Ten 
days later, Georgann Hawkins joined the list of missing 
women, lost somewhere between her boyfriend’s 
apartment and her own sorority house in Seattle. 


Now detectives had their pattern. All the missing 
women had been young, attractive, with their dark hair 
worn at shoulder length or longer, parted in the middle. 
In their photos, laid out side-by-side, they might have 
passed for sisters, some for twins. Homicide investigators 
had no corpses yet, but they refused to cherish false 
illusions of a happy ending to the case. There were so 
many victims, and the worst was yet to come. 


July 14. A crowd assembled on the shores of Lake 
Sammamish to enjoy the sun and water sports of 
summer. When the day was over, two more names 
would be appended to the growing list of missing 
women: Janice Ott and Denise Naslund had each 
disappeared within sight of their separate friends, but 
this time police had a tenuous lead. Passers-by remem- 
bered seeing Janice Ott in conversation with a man who 
carried one arm in a sling; he had been overheard to 
introduce himself as “Ted.” With that report in hand, 
detectives turned up other female witnesses who were 
themselves approached by “Ted” at Lake Sammamish. 
In each case, he had asked for help securing a sailboat 
to his car. The lucky women had declined, but one had 
followed “Ted” to where his small Volkswagen “bug” 
was parked; there was no sign of any sailboat, and his 
explanation — that the boat would have to be retrieved 
from a house “up the hill” — had aroused her suspi- 
cions, prompting her to put the stranger off. 


Police now had a fair description of their suspect and 
his car. The published references to “Ted” inspired a 
rash of calls reporting “suspects,” one of them in 
reference to college student Theodore Bundy. The 
authorities checked out each lead as time allowed, but 
Bundy was considered “squeaky clean;” a law student 
and Young Republican active in law-and-order politics, 
he once had chased a mugger several blocks to make a 
citizen’s arrest. So many calls reporting suspects had 
been made from spite or simple overzealousness, and 


Bundy’s name was filed away with countless others, 
momentarily forgotten. 


On September 7, hunters found a makeshift grave- 
yard on a wooded hillside several miles from Lake 
Sammamish. Dental records were required to finally 
identify remains of Janice Ott and Denise Naslund; the 
skeleton of a third woman, found with the others, could 
not be identified. Five weeks later, on October 12, 
another hunter found the bones of two more women in 
Clark County. One victim was identified as Carol 
Valenzuela, missing for two months from Vancouver, 
Washington, on the Oregon border; again, the second 
victim would remain unknown, recorded in the files as 
a “Jane Doe.” Police were optimistic, hopeful that 
discovery of victims would eventually lead them to the 
killer, but they had no way of knowing that their man 
had given them the slip already, moving on in search of 
safer hunting grounds and other prey. 


The terror came to Utah on October 2, 1974, when 
Nancy Wilcox disappeared in Salt Lake City. On 
October 18, Melissa Smith vanished in Midvale; her 
body, raped and beaten, would be unearthed in the 
Wasatch Mountains nine days later. Laura Aime joined 
the missing list in Orem, on October 31, while walking 
home in costume from a Halloween party; a month 
would pass before her battered, violated body was 
discovered in a wooded area outside of town. A man 
attempted to abduct attractive Carol Da Ronch from a 
Salt Lake City shopping mall November 8, but she was 
able to escape before he could attach a pair of handcuffs 
to her wrists. That evening, Debbie Kent was kidnapped 
from the auditorium at Salt Lake City’s Viewmont High 
School. 


Authorities in Utah kept communications open with 
police in other states, including Washington. They might 
have noticed that a suspect from Seattle, one Ted 
Bundy, was attending school in Utah when the local 
disappearances occurred, but they were looking for a 
madman, rather than a sober, well-groomed student of 
the law who seemed to have political connections in 
Seattle. Bundy stayed on file, and was again forgotten. 


With the new year, Colorado joined the list of 
hunting grounds for an elusive killer who apparently 
selected victims by their hairstyles. Caryn Campbell was 
the first to vanish, from a ski lodge at Snowmass on 
January 12; her raped and battered body would be 
found on February 17. On March 15, Julie Cun- 
ningham disappeared en route to a tavern in Vail. One 
month later to the day, Melanie Cooley went missing 
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while riding her bicycle in Nederland; she was disco- 
vered eight days later, dead, her skull crushed, with her 
jeans pulled down around her ankles. On July 1, Shelly 
Robertson was added to the missing list in Golden; her 
remains were found on August 23, discarded in a mine 
shaft near the Berthoud Pass. 


A week before the final, grim discovery, Ted Bundy 
was arrested in Salt Lake City for suspicion of burglary. 
Erratic driving had attracted the attention of police, and 
an examination of his car — a small VW — revealed 
peculiar items such as handcuffs and a pair of panty hose 
with eyeholes cut to form a stocking mask. The glove 
compartment yielded gasoline receipts and maps that 
linked the suspect with a list of Colorado ski resorts, 
including Vail and Snowmass. Carol Da Ronch identi- 
fied Ted Bundy as the man who had attacked her in 
November, and her testimony was sufficient to convict 
him on a charge of attempted kidnapping. Other states 
were waiting for a shot at Bundy now, and in January 
1977 he was extradited to Colorado for trial in the 
murder of Caryn Campbell, at Snowmass. 


Faced with prison time already, Bundy had no time 
to spare for further trials. He fled from custody in June, 
and was recaptured after eight days on the road. On 
December 30 he tried again, with more success, 
escaping all the way to Tallahassee, Florida, where he 
found lodgings on the outskirts of Florida State 
University. Suspected in a score of deaths already, 
Bundy had secured himself another happy hunting 
ground. 


In the small hours of January 15, 1978, he invaded 
the Chi Omega sorority house, dressed all in black and 
armed with a heavy wooden club. Before he left, two 
women had been raped and killed, a third severely 
injured by the beating he inflicted with his bludgeon. 
Within the hour, he had slipped inside another house, 
just blocks away, to club another victim in her bed. She, 
too, survived. Detectives at the Chi Omega house 
discovered bite marks on the corpses there, appalling 
evidence of Bundy’s fervor at the moment of the kill. 


On February 6, Ted stole a van and drove to 
Jacksonville, where he was spotted in the act of trying 
to abduct a schoolgirl. Three days later, twelve-year-old 
Kimberly Leach disappeared from a schoolyard nearby; 
she was found in the first week of April, her body 
discarded near Suwanee State Park. 


Police in Pensacola spotted Bundy’s stolen license 
plates on February 15, and were forced to run him 
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down as he attempted to escape on foot. Once Bundy 
was identified, impressions of his teeth were taken to 
compare with bite marks on the Chi Omega victims, 
and his fate was sealed. Convicted on two counts of 
murder in July 1979, he was sentenced to die in 
Florida’s electric chair. A third conviction and death 
sentence were subsequently obtained in the case of 
Kimberly Leach. 


After ten years of appeals, Bundy was finally executed 
in February 1989. In his last interview, he confessed to 
a total of 28 murders. 


BUTLER, EUGENE 


“Eccentric” Eugene Butler had been dead a full two 
years before his crimes were finally exposed, discovery 
of skeletal remains beneath his rural home outside 
Niagara, North Dakota, writing finis to an eerie chapter 
in the region’s local history. 


A paranoid and recluse, Butler lived southeast of 
town, avoiding contact with his fellow man for years, 
until he was declared insane and sent to an asylum, at 
Jamestown, in 1906. He died there in 1913, but two 
years elapsed before routine excavation at his home 
revealed six skeletons, lined up in shallow graves 
beneath the floor. According to the coroner, Butler’s 
victims — all male — included five adults and one 
young man between the ages of fifteen and eighteen 
years. Each had been killed by crushing blows to the 
skull, then lowered through a hidden trap-door in the 
floorboards, buried in a crawlspace underneath the 
house. The homicides apparently had spanned a period 
of four or five years prior to Butler’s ultimate 
incarceration. 


Without a living suspect or a known identity for any 
of the victims, the authorities were left to theorize on 
motive, speculating that the hermit may have thought 
his transient farm hands planned to rob him, striking 
first, before they had a chance to carry out their 
schemes. In light of other cases — such as those of 
Northcott, Corll, and Gacy — it would seem that 
violent homosexuality may be another likely motive for 
the North Dakota murders. 


BUX, JOSE MICULAX 


On July 18, 1946, Jose Miculax Bux was executed 
by a Colombian firing squad, on conviction of murder- 


ing twelve boys between the ages of ten and sixteen. No 
further details were released, aside from the fact that a 
male accomplice of Bux, one Mariano Macu, had been 
sentenced to thirty years hard labor for participation in 
the murder spree. 


CAMPBELL, COLIN 


A physician and slayer of at least two women in New 
Jersey, during 1928 and 1929, Campbell met his victims 
through a matrimonial agency, luring them with 
promises of marriage. After a brief “courtship,” each 
victim was shot through the head, her body dumped 
beside a rural highway, doused with gasoline, and set 
afire. Evidence recovered at the second crime scene led 
to Campbell’s arrest by New Jersey authorities, and he 
was executed in April 1930. 


CANNIBAL MURDERS 
— CHINA 


On March 29, 1986, police in Xidan, China — a 
district of Peking — arrested a 42-year-old restaurant 
owner on charges of murdering three teenagers, cooking 
their flesh, and serving it to other members of his own 
family as “pork.” No principals in the case were named, 
but the slayer’s victims were described as two boys and 
a girl. The suspect’s wife and two children were briefly 
held for questioning, then released upon convincing 
authorities of their innocence. Police declined to 
speculate on any further victims or the possibility that 
human flesh was offered in the killer’s restaurant. At this 
writing, no disposition of the case has been announced. 


CANNIBAL MURDERS 
— ILLINOIS 


It was a case with all the grisly drama of a Hollywood 
production. A serial slayer, predictably dubbed “Jack 
the Ripper” by newsmen, was stalking young women in 
Chicago and environs, discarding their mutilated corpses 
like so much cast-off rubbish. Homicide detectives had 
no inkling of the killer’s motive or identity; they couldn’t 
even manage to agree upon a body-count. The specu- 
lation published daily in Chicago’s press was bad 
enough; the truth, when finally exposed, was infinitely 
worse. 


Robin Gecht 


On May 23, 1981, 28-year-old Linda Sutton was 
abducted by persons unknown from Elmhurst, a 
Chicago suburb. Ten days later, her mutilated body — 
the left breast missing — was recovered from a field in 
Villa Park, adjacent to the Rip Van Winkle Motel. The 
evidence suggested Sutton had been kidnapped by a 
sadist, but police had nothing in the way of solid clues. 


A year would pass before the next acknowledged 
victim in the series disappeared. On May 15, 1982, 21- 
year-old Lorraine Borowski was scheduled to open the 
Elmhurst realtor’s office where she worked. Employees 
turning up for work that morning found the office 
locked, Borowski’s shoes and scattered contents from 
her handbag strewn outside the door. Police were called 
at once, but five more months elapsed before her corpse 
was found, on October 10, in a cemetery south of Villa 
Park. Advanced decomposition left the cause of death 
a mystery. 

Two weeks later, on May 29, Shui Mak was reported 
missing from Hanover Park, in Cook County, her 


Case Histories 49 


mutilated body recovered at Barrington on September 
30. On June 13, prostitute Angel York was picked up 
by a “john” in a van, handcuffed, her breast slashed 
open before she was dumped on the roadside, alive. 
Descriptions of her attacker had taken police nowhere 
by August 28, when teenage hooker Sandra Delaware 
was found stabbed and strangled to death on the bank 
of the Chicago River, her left breast neatly amputated. 
Rose Davis, age 30, was in identical condition when 
police found her corpse in a Chicago alley, on Sep- 
tember 8. Three days later, 42-year-old Carole Pappas, 
wife of the Chicago Cubs’ pitcher, vanished without a 
trace from a department store in nearby Wheaton, 
Illinois. 


Andrew Kokoraleis 


Detectives got the break they had been waiting for 
October 6. That morning, prostitute Beverly Washing- 
ton, age 20, was found nude and savaged beside a 
Chicago railroad track. Her left breast had been severed, 
the right deeply slashed, but she was breathing, and 
emergency treatment would save her life. Hours later, in 
a seemingly unrelated incident, drug dealer Rafael 
Torado was killed, a male companion wounded, when 
the occupants of a cruising van peppered their phone 
booth with rifle fire. 
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Edward Spreitzer 


Two weeks later, on October 20, police arrested 
unemployed carpenter Robin Gecht, age 28, and 
charged him with the cruel assault on Beverly Washing- 
ton. Also suspected of slashing prostitute Cynthia Smith 
before she escaped from his van, Gecht was an odd 
character, once accused of molesting his own younger 
sister. Authorities immediately linked him with the 
“Ripper” slayings, but they had no proof, and he made 
bail October 26. 

Meanwhile, detectives had learned that Gecht was 
one of four men who rented adjoining rooms at Villa 
Park’s Rip Van Winkle Motel, several months before 
Linda Sutton was murdered nearby. The manager 
remembered them as party animals, frequently bringing 
women to their rooms, and he surprised investigators 
with one further bit of information. The men had been 
“some kind of cultists,” perhaps devil-worshippers. 


Two of the Rip Van Winkle tenants — brothers 
Thomas and Andrew Kokoraleis — had been kind 
enough to leave a forwarding address, for any mail they 
might receive. Police found 23-year-old Thomas at 
home when they called, and his inconsistent answers 
earned him a trip downtown. The suspect promptly 


failed a polygraph examination, cracking under stiff 
interrogation to describe the “Satanic chapel” in Gecht’s 
upstairs bedroom, where captive women were tortured 
with knives and ice picks, gang-raped, and finally 
sacrificed to Satan by members of a tiny cult including 
Gecht, the Kokoraleis brothers, and 23-year-old 
Edward Spreitzer. As described by the prisoner, cultic 
rituals included severing one or both breasts with a thin 
wire garrote, each celebrant “taking communion” by 
eating a piece before the relic was consigned to Gecht’s 
trophy box. At one point, Kokoraleis told detectives, he 
had counted fifteen breasts inside the box. Some other 
victims had been murdered at the Rip Van Winkle, out 
in Villa Park. He picked a snapshot of Lorraine 
Borowski as a woman he had picked up, with his 
brother, for a one-way ride to the motel. 


Police had heard enough. Armed with search and 
arrest warrants, they swept up Robin Gecht, Ed 
Spreitzer, and 20-year-old Andrew Kokoraleis on 
November 5, lodging them in jail under $1 million 
bond. A search of Gecht’s apartment revealed the 
Satanic chapel described by Tom Kokoraleis, and 
lawmen came away with a rifle matched to the recent 
Torado shooting. Satanic literature was also retrieved 
from the apartment occupied by Andrew Kokoraleis. 
With their suspects in custody, authorities speculated 
that the gang might have murdered 18 women in as 
many months. 


Tom Kokoraleis was charged with the slaying of 
Lorraine Borowski on November 12, formally indicted 
by a grand jury four days later. Brother Andrew and 
Edward Spreitzer were charged on November 14 with 
the rape and murder of victim Rose Davis. When the 
mangled body of 22-year-old Susan Baker was found on 
November 16, at a site where previous victims had been 
discarded, police were worried that other cult members 
might still be at large. No charges were filed in that case, 
however, and authorities now connect Baker’s death 
with her background of drug and prostitution arrests in 
several states. 


Facing multiple charges of attempted murder, rape, 
and aggravated battery, Robin Gecht was found 
mentally competent for trial on March 2, 1983. His trial 
opened on September 20, and Gecht took the witness 
stand next day, confessing the attack on Beverly 
Washington. Convicted on all counts, he received a 
sentence of 120 years in prison. 


Tom Kokoraleis had suffered a change of heart since 
confessing to murder, attorneys seeking to block the 


reading of his statements in forthcoming trials, but on 
December 4, 1983, the confessions were admitted in 
evidence. Meanwhile, on April 2, 1984, Ed Spreitzer 
pled guilty on four counts of murder — including 
victims Davis, Delaware, Mak and Torado. Sentenced 
to life on each count, he received additional time on 
conviction for charges of rape, deviant sexual et 
and attempted murder. 


Tom Kokoraleis was convicted of Lorraine Borows- 
ki’s murder on May 18, 1984. While awaiting sentenc- 
ing, he led police to a field where Carole Pappas was 
allegedly buried, but searchers could find no remains. 
On September 7, the killer’s helpful attitude was 
rewarded with a sentence of life imprisonment. Eighteen 
days later, Kokoraleis, his brother, and Ed Spreitzer 
were indicted for the murder of Linda Sutton. Andrew 
Kokoraleis and Spreitzer were also named in a second 
indictment, covering the murder of Lorraine Borowski. 


On February 6, 1985, a statement from Andrew 
Kokoraleis was read to the jury in his trial for the Davis 
murder. In his confession, the defendant admitted he 

as “cruising” with fellow cultists Gecht and Spreitzer 
when they kidnapped Davis, with Andrew stabbing her 
several times in the process. Convicted on February 11, 
he received his life sentence on March 18. 


A year later, on March 4, 1986, Edward Spreitzer 
was convicted of murdering Linda Sutton, formally 
sentenced to death on March 20. Authorities declared 
that Spreitzer had agreed to testify against Gecht in that 
case, but at this writing no further charges have been 
filed in Chicago’s grim series of cannibal murders. 


CANONICO, FRANK 


A native of Brooklyn, Frank Canonico was arrested 
by police in Fort Lauderdale, Florida, in early July 
1981, charged with the murders of two local women. 
Homicide investigators said Canonico had signed 
confessions in the shooting deaths of Willine Wall, age 
60, and Phyllis Schwartz, age 43, of nearby Lauderhill. 
At least a dozen other murders were suspected, spanning 
five states, with victims shot in every case. By July 29, 
when Canonico was formally indicted on two counts of 
murder, police announced that he had openly confessed 
to killing twenty-five “loose women” whom he met in 
bars across the country. 
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CARIGNAN, HARVEY LOUIS 


By all rights, Harvey Carignan should never have 
become a serial killer. Sentenced in Alaska to be hanged 
for murdering a woman during 1949, the hulking killer 
might have been eliminated early on had not the system 
intervened. An over-zealous sheriff had elicited confes- 
sions from the suspect with assurances that Carignan 
would not be executed, a condition that appeals courts 
found disturbing. Carignan’s death sentence was 
reversed in 1951, and after serving nine more years on 
a conviction for attempted rape, he was paroled in 1960. 
There would be more arrests, for burglary, assault, and 
other crimes; in 1965, Carignan was sentenced to a term 
of fifteen years in Washington, but with time off for 
good behavior, he would hit the streets again in 1969, 
consumed with an abiding rage against society in 
general and women in particular. 


Harvey married a Seattle widow shortly after his 
parole, but their relationship was doomed from the 
beginning. Sullen, uncommunicative, Carignan would 
frequently get up at night and drive long distances, “to 
be alone and think.” When he refused to share his 
thoughts or name his destinations on the long nocturnal 
drives, the marriage fell apart. Remarrying another 
widow in 1972, Carignan showed no improvement. His 
lascivious attentions to a teenaged step-daughter finally 
forced the girl to run away from home, and he was faced 
with yet another failing marriage in the spring of 1973. 


That May, young Kathy Miller answered Harvey’s 
advertisement for employees at a service station that he 
leased. The girl was missing for a month before two 
boys discovered her remains while hiking on an Indian 
reservation north of Everett, Washington. Nude and 
bundled in a sheet of plastic, Kathy had been blud- 
geoned with a hammer, knocking holes the size of 
nickles in her skull. 


Detectives in Seattle were aware of Harvey’s record, 
and they hounded him with such intensity that he 
departed from their city shortly after Kathy Miller’s 
body was retrieved. A speeding ticket from Solano 
County, California, on June 20 placed Carignan in the 
vicinity where half a dozen women had been murdered 
in the past two years, but there was nothing solid to 
connect him with the crimes, and he was on his way 
cross-country, seeking sanctuary in his old, familiar 
haunts of Minneapolis. 
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On June 28, Marlys Townsend was assaulted at a bus 
stop in that city, clubbed unconscious from behind. She 
woke in Harvey’s car, still groggy from the blow, but 
when he tried to make her masturbate him, she found 
strength enough to save herself by leaping from the 
speeding vehicle. Police made no connection with the 
human time-bomb ticking in their midst. 


September 9, Jewry Billings, age thirteen, was 
hitching rides in Minneapolis to reach her boyfriend’s 
house, when Carignan pulled up and offered her a ride. 
Inside the car, he threatened Jewry with a hammer, 
forced her to fellate him while he rammed the hammer’s 
handle in and out of her vagina. When he finished with 
her, Carignan released his battered captive, but the 
incident was so humiliating that the girl maintained it 
as a Closely-guarded secret for a period of several 
months. 


A year would pass before detectives witnessed 
Harvey’s handiwork again. On September 8, 1974, he 
picked up Lisa King and June Lynch, both sixteen, 
while they were hitching rides in Minneapolis. He 
offered money if the girls would help him fetch another 
car that had been stranded in a rural area. Once out of 
town, however, Harvey stopped the car and started 
beating June about the head and face. When Lisa ran 
for help, he sped away and left his latest victim bleeding 
on the roadside. 


A month before, on August 10, another romance had 
collapsed for Harvey, ending no less tragically for his 
intended. Eileen Hunley was a woman of the church, 
who looked for good in others. She had looked for good 
in Harvey Carignan, when they began to date, but there 
was nothing to be found. She had informed her friends 
of her intent to terminate the sour relationship, but 
Eileen Hunley disappeared on August 10. When she 
was found in Sherbourne County five weeks later, she 
would be a rotting corpse, her skull imploded by the 
force of savage hammer blows. 


An engine failure on September 14 almost cost Gwen 
Burton her life. When Harvey Carignan appeared to 
offer her a ride, she had no inkling that the trip would 
turn into an endless nightmare. Once alone, he ripped 
her clothing, choked her into semi-consciousness, and 
raped her with the handle of his hammer, finally 
slamming her across the skull with brutal force before 
he dumped her in a field to die. Miraculously, she 
survived and crawled until she reached a local highway, 
where a passing motorist arrived in time to save her life. 


On September 18 — the day Eileen Hunley’s body 
was recovered — Harvey picked up Sally Versoi and 
Diane Flynn. He used the old ruse about fetching a car, 
then began to make lewd propositions, assaulting both 
girls when they failed to respond on command. They 
escaped when he ran short of fuel and was forced to stop 
at a rural service station. 


Two days later, eighteen-year-old Kathy Schultz did 
not return on schedule from her college classes, and a 
missing persons bulletin was issued by police. Her 
corpse was found next day, by hunters, in a corn field 
forty miles from Minneapolis. As in the other cases, 
Kathy’s skull had been destroyed by crushing hammer 
blows. 


Police in Minneapolis were talking to their counter- 
parts in Washington by now, and within days, survivors 
started picking Harvey out of lineups as the man who 
had abducted and assaulted them throughout the past 
two years. A search of his possessions turned up maps 
with some 181 red circles drawn in isolated areas of the 
United States and Canada. Some of the circles yielded 
nothing, indicating points where Harvey had applied for 
jobs or purchased vehicles, but others seemed to link 
him with a string of unsolved homicides and other 
crimes involving women. One such cryptic circle 
marked the point where Laura Brock had disappeared, 
near Coupeville, Washington. Another, at Medora, 
North Dakota, coincided with discovery of a murdered 
girl in April 1973. Yet another had been drawn around 
the very intersection in Vancouver where a woman, 
waiting for the city bus, had been assaulted from behind 
and beaten with a hammer. 


An ill-conceived insanity defense involving messages 
from God did not impress the jury at Carignan’s trial for 
attempted murder (of Gwen Burton) in March 1975. He 
was convicted and received the maximum of forty years 
in prison. Since no criminal in Minnesota may be 
sentenced to a term exceeding forty years, the other 
trials and sentences were merely window dressing: 30 
years for the assault on Jewry Billings; 40 years for 
Eileen Hunley’s murder; 40 years for killing Kathy 
Schultz. One hundred fifty years in all, of which the 
killer may be forced to serve no more than forty, with 
the usual time off for “good behavior.” 


CARPENTER, DAVID J. 


It took some time for brooding rage to surface in the 
case of David Carpenter, but when it reached the 


surface there were no holds barred. In 1961, when he 
was thirty-three years old, the future “Trailside Killer” 
brutally attacked a woman with a hammer, earning 
fourteen years in prison for his trouble. Back in 
circulation by the latter part of 1970, he drew another 
seven years on two counts of kidnapping and robbery. 
Before his transfer to the penitentiary, he joined four 
other inmates in escaping from the Calaveras County 
jail. Recaptured by the FBI, he did his time and was 
paroled in 1977. He found a job in San Francisco, 
working for a photo print shop, and gave evidence of 
“going straight.” In fact, his brief hiatus was the calm 
before a lethal storm. 


The terror began with Edda Kane, age 44, whose 
naked, violated body was discovered on a hiking trail 
in Mt. Tamalpais State Park, near San Francisco, on 
August 20, 1979. According to forensics experts, she 
was murdered execution-style, shot through the head 
while kneeling, possibly while pleading for her life. 


March 7, 1980, Barbara Swartz, age 23, went hiking 
in the park. Her body was recovered one day later on 
a narrow, unpaved trail. She had been stabbed repeat- 
edly about the chest, while kneeling in the dirt. 


Anne Alderson went jogging on the fringes of the 
park, October 15, 1980, and did not return. The 26- 
year-old was found next afternoon; three bullets in the 
head had snuffed her life while she was kneeling at her 
killer’s feet. 


November 27, Shauna May, age 25, did not show up 
to keep a lover’s rendezvous in the parking lot at Point 
Reyes Park, a few miles north of San Francisco. Two 
days later, searchers found her body in a shallow grave. 
Beside her lay the decomposing corpse of a New 
Yorker, 22-year-old Diana O’Connell, who had disap- 
peared while hiking in the park a full month earlier. 
Both women had been killed by gunshots to the head. 


Mere hours before the corpses at Point Reyes were 
unearthed, November 29, two other victims were 
discovered in the park. Identified as Richard Stowers, 
19, and Cynthia Moreland, 18, they had been missing 
since September, when they told friends of their plans 
for hiking in the area. Again, both victims had been 
murdered execution-style. 


As panic gripped the Northern California camping 
areas, the media indulged in speculation linking the 
sadistic “Trailside Killer” with the “Zodiac,” another 
serial assassin — still at large — responsible for seven 
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murders in the latter 1960s. Homicide detectives had not 
linked the Zodiac with any documented crimes since 
1969, and now the press began to speculate on his 
return, perhaps from serving time in prison or a 
sanitarium. Unlike the Zodiac, however, the elusive 
“Trailside Killer” felt no need to taunt police with 
mocking letters. He was satisfied to let his actions speak 
out, loud and clear. 


On March 29, 1981, the killer struck again, this time 
in Henry Cowle State Park, near Santa Cruz. He 
ambushed hikers Stephen Haertle and Ellen Hansen, 
brandishing a .38, announcing to the woman that he 
meant to rape her. When she warned him off, the 
gunman opened fire, killing her outright and leaving 
young Haertle for dead. Surviving wounds that ripped 
his neck, a hand, and one eye, the lone survivor crawled 
for help. He had been close enough to offer homicide 
detectives a description of the killer’s crooked, yellow 
teeth. Upon release of the description, other hikers told 
police that they had seen a man resembling the gunman 
in a red, late model foreign car. 


Despite the new, important leads, police had reason 
for concern. From all appearances, publicity had caused 
their man to change his hunting ground and weapon. All 
the other gunshot victims had been murdered with a .45, 
and if the pistol was destroyed or lost, a major portion 
of their case might well go up in smoke. 


On May 1, 1981, a resident of San Jose informed 
detectives that his girlfriend, Heather Scaggs, was 
missing. She had last been seen en route to buy a car 
from fellow print shop worker David Carpenter, who 
lived in San Francisco. Carpenter, she said, had made 
a special point of asking her to come alone when she 
dropped buy to get the car. Police dropped in to 
question Carpenter, immediately noticing his strong 
resemblance to composite sketches of the Trailside 
Killer. In his driveway sat a small, red, foreign car. A 
background check revealed his felony arrests, and 
Stephen Haertle picked the suspect’s mug shot as a 
likeness of the Santa Cruz assailant. 


Carpenter was taken into custody on May 14, and ten 
days later, the remains of Heather Scaggs were found by 
hikers in Big Basin Redwood State Park, north of San 
Francisco. She had been executed with the pistol used 
on Stephen Haertle and his girlfriend, Ellen Hansen, 
back in March. 


Despite a search of Carpenter’s belongings, homicide 
investigators still had not recovered any weapons. 
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Finally, they got a break, discovering a witness who 
remembered selling Carpenter a .45 — illegal, in itself 
for a convicted felon — and although they never found 
the gun, at least a link, of sorts, had been established to 
the early homicides. A short time later, testimony from 
a suspect facing trial for robbery revealed that Carpenter 
had sold the thief a .38 revolver back in June. The 
weapon was recovered, and its barrel markings matched 
the bullets fired at Ellen Hansen, Heather Scaggs, and 
Stephen Haertle. 


As detectives worked to build their case, they linked 
their suspect with another unsolved homicide. On June 
4, 1980, Anna Menjivas had been discovered, dead, in 
Mt. Tamalpais State Park. Her murder had not been 
connected with the “Trailside” slayings at the time, but 
now investigators learned she was a long-time friend of 
David Carpenter, who often let him drive her home 
from work. The link appeared too strong for mere 
coincidence, and Anna’s name was added to the murder 
chain, for ten in all. 


Publicity led Carpenter’s defense attorneys to request 
a change of venue. When his trial convened in April 
1984, he faced a jury in Los Angeles, but relocation did 
not change the damning evidence of guilt. Convicted of 
the Scaggs and Hansen murders on July 6, Carpenter 
was sentenced to die in the gas chamber at San Quentin. 
Judge Dion Morrow, in pronouncing sentence, told the 
court, “The defendant’s entire life has been a continuous 
expression of violence and force almost beyond excep- 
tion. I must conclude with the prosecution that if ever 
there was a case appropriate for the death penalty, this 
Isat: 

On May 10, 1988, a San Diego jury convicted 
Carpenter of first-degree murder in the slayings of 
Richard Stowers, Cynthia Moreland, Shauna May, 
Diana O’Connell, and Anne Alderson. Carpenter was 
also pronounced guilty of raping two of the women and 
attempting to rape a third. 


CARR, ROBERT FREDERICK III 


Paroled from a Connecticut prison in October 1975, 
32-year-old Robert Carr resumed the career of sexual 
assault and murder that his last arrest had interrupted. 
A series of rapes in Dade County, Florida, ended when 
Carr was picked up by police at the end of May 1976. 
In custody, he soon confessed four murders, including 
those of three Florida children and a woman in 
Connecticut. Carr led investigators to the Gulf Coast 


graves of three young victims, two of whom — 11-year- 
old boys — were first reported missing on November 
13, 1972. Back in Connecticut, Carr helped police find 
the grave of an adult female victim, murdered shortly 
after his parole. Unearthed by detectives on June 13, the 
woman was found fully clothed, with her hands and feet 
bound. Statements issued by Carr’s defense attorney, in 
Miami ‘ndicated that the woman was Carr’s final victim 
in a three-year string of homicides. 


CARRAHER, PATRICK 


An alcoholic Glasgow brawler with a decade of 
arrests behind him, Carraher was charged with murder 
on August 13, 1934, after fatally stabbing James Shaw, 
a young soldier, in the course of a saloon altercation. 
Pleading drunkenness at his trial, Carraher was con- 
victed of “culpable murder” — the equivalent of an 
American manslaughter charge — and was sentenced to 
three years imprisonment. 


Released after serving his time, Carraher was picked 
up again, in 1943, on charges of razor-slashing, assault 
and battery. On November 23, 1945, he murdered a 
second young soldier, John Gordon, in Glasgow. 
Turning a deaf ear to Carraher’s pleas for leniency, a 
jury convicted him of first-degree murder, and he was 
hanged at Barlinnie Prison on April 4, 1946. 


CARTER, DEAN PHILLIP 


Alaska-born, in 1957, Carter was working as a free- 
lance television cameraman in Anchorage when he 
decided to try his luck in California, in the spring of 
1984. Along the way, his quest for new beginnings 
would become a dead-end nightmare, as he ran amok 
and claimed at least five lives. 


His first attack, on March 25, involved the rape of a 
San Diego woman who survived Carter’s assault. On 
April 10, he strangled roommates Jillette Mills, 35, and 
Susan Knoll, 33, stuffing their bodies in a closet of their 
Culver City apartment. The following day, in Los 
Angeles, he strangled 24-year-old Bonnie Guthrie, a 
friend of Knoll’s, moving on to kill 37-year-old Tok 
Chum Kim in her Oakland apartment, on April 13. A 
day later, the fast-moving killer was back in San Diego, 
where he strangled 25-year-old Janette Cullins to death 
at her home. 


Arrested on May 15, in Ventura County, Carter was 
held in lieu of $1 million bond while detectives built 
their case. Evidence recovered from his car linked 
Carter with the Oakland strangulation, and within a 
week he had been charged with five counts of murder, 
marking the end of his rampage. 


CATLIN, STEVEN DAVID 


Adopted as an infant, during 1944, by Glenn and 
Martha Catlin, of Kern County, California, Steven 
moved to Bakersfield with his new parents in the early 
1950s. Dropping out of high school, he showed no 
interest in honest work and was arrested on forgery 
charges at age nineteen, serving nine months in a 
California Youth Authority camp. 


Catlin’s first marriage was stormy and violent, 
domestic problems exacerbated by his abuse of drugs. In 
1966, he acquired a second wife without divorcing the 
first, employing a pseudonym on the marriage license. 
A few months after the second, bogus wedding, he was 
picked up for stealing a credit card at the gas station 
where he worked. The judge called Catlin an addict and 
packed him off to the state prison at Chino, where he 
spent the next three years. 


Upon release, Catlin divorced his first wife and legally 
remarried his second, using his real name, but the 
relationship was already doomed. The couple separated 
after ten months, and Catlin was married a third time, 
divorcing that wife eight months later. A fourth wife — 
Joyce— was acquired in short order, but she would 
prove less fortunate than her predecessor in escaping 
from a dead-end marriage. 


Catlin’s fascination with cars led to a job with the pit 
crew of racer Glendon Emery, based in Fresno, 
California. Infatuated with Emery’s step-daughter, 
Catlin began to court her while still married to Joyce. 
In April 1976, Joyce Catlin was admitted to Bakers- 
field’s Mercy Hospital with a severe case of “flu”; she 
seemed to improve, then took a sudden turn for the 
worse and died, of “pneumonia,” on May 6. Husband 
Steve ordered her body cremated without delay. 


A year later, in May 1977, Catlin married his fifth 
wife — Kaye — and moved to Fresno, finding employ- 
ment at a local garage. Quick promotions placed him 
in charge of forty employees, but Catlin had expensive 
tastes and cash was always short. On October 28, 1980, 
his adoptive father died suddenly, the fluid in his lungs 
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attributed to pre-existing cancer. Once again, the body 
was swiftly cremated on orders from Catlin. 


In 1981, Catlin’s employers at the Fresno garage 
noticed a sudden rash of missing auto parts. A routine 
background check on various employee’s turned up 
Steven’s unreported record, and he was forced to resign, 
though no charges were filed. Financially, the strain 
began to mount. 


On February 17, 1984, Kaye Catlin suddenly fell ill 
while visiting Las Vegas with her mother. Returning to 
Fresno, she was hospitalized with fluid in her lungs. 
Physicians were still trying to diagnose her illness when 
she died on March 14. Catlin, meanwhile, had acquired 
another fiancee, encountered on a visit to the hospital. 
His grief was tempered by her love — and by the 
$57,000 he received from life insurance payments. 


Back in Bakersfield, his third ex-wife had followed 
Catlin’s eerie run of luck, and she approached the local 
sheriff with her dire suspicions. Joyce Catlin had been 
cremated after death, but Mercy Hospital still retained 
certain tissue samples, and these were submitted for 
analysis in November 1984. A few days later, on 
December 8, Catlin’s mother collapsed and died — 
from “a stroke” — shortly after a visit by Steve and his 
latest girlfriend. Catlin ordered the body cremated, but 
disposal was postponed until an autopsy could be 
performed. 


The noose was closing rapidly on Catlin, now. 
Analysis of tissue samples from his mother and his two 
late wives revealed that all had suffered poisoning from 
Paraquat, an herbicide so lethal that its use was banned 
in the United States. A bottle of the stuff, complete with 
Catlin’s fingerprints, was found in his garage. Indicted 
shortly after marrying his sixth — and final — wife, the 
killer went to trial at Monterey, in May of 1986. 
Convicted on a single murder count — for killing Kaye 
— he drew a term of life imprisonment. In Bakersfield, 
where other charges waited, prosecutors hoped to see 
him executed. 


CATOE, JARVIS R. 


At 6 a.m. on August 4, 1941, Evelyn Anderson, age 
26, left her home in the Bronx, walking to her job as 
a waitress in a nearby restaurant. She never punched the 
clock that day, and it was 9 p.m. before her lifeless body 
was discovered in an alley off Jerome Avenue. She had 
been strangled by a powerful assailant, marks of 
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fingernails imbedded in her throat, but she had not been 
sexually abused. 


A few days later, Anderson’s watch was recovered 
from a New York pawn shop, hocked by one Charles 
Woolfolk. Under questioning, Woolfolk swore that he 
received the watch from a lady friend, Hazel Johnson, 
who in turn pointed an accusing finger at suspect Mandy 
Reid. Hauled in for interrogation, Reid said she got 
Anderson’s handbag — containing the watch — from 
her friend, Jarvis Catoe, a resident of Washington, D.C. 


Catoe, a 36-year-old black man, was arrested by 
authorities in Washington. On August 29, he confessed 
to the murders of seven women in Washington and one 
in New York City; four others had been raped but left 
alive, and he reportedly had failed in efforts to abduct 
two more. Another slaying in the District of Columbia 
was added on September 1. Corroborating his confes- 
sion, Catoe told police where they could find one 
victim’s lost umbrella, and he knew that twenty dollars 
had been stolen in another case — a fact known only 
to detectives, members of the victim’s family, and her 
killer. 


Catoe named Evelyn Anderson as his New York 
victim, but the rampage had started years earlier, in 
Washington. Florence Darcy was the first to die, raped 
and strangled in 1935, but the case had been “closed” 
a year later, with the conviction of an innocent suspect. 
Josephine Robinson was next, murdered on December 
1, 1939. Lucy Kidwell and Mattie Steward were killed 
two months apart, in September and November 1940. 
Ada Puller was the first victim of 1941, murdered on 
January 2. 


Things started heating up for Washington police six 
weeks later, when Catoe shifted to Caucasian victims for 
the first time. Rose Abramovitz, a bride of one month, 
hired the strangler to wax some floors on March 8 and 
was murdered for her trouble, sprawled across her bed, 
while Catoe scooped up twenty dollars and escaped. 


It rained in Washington on June 15, and Jesse Strieff, 
a pretty secretary at the War Department, was relieved 
when Catoe stopped to offer her a lift. Mistaking his car 
for a taxi, she climbed in and was driven to a nearby 
garage, where Catoe raped and strangled her, hiding her 
umbrella, stuffing her clothes in a trash bin. Strieff’s 
nude body was discarded in another garage, ten blocks 
away, her death provoking congressional investigations 
and a personnel shake-up in the Washington police 
department. Still, the case remained unsolved until 
Catoe got careless in New York. 


At once, police from several eastern jurisdictions 
sought to question Catoe in a string of unsolved 
murders. Officers from Lynn, Massachusetts, suspected 
a connection with a homicide recorded in July of 1941, 
and detectives from Garden City, Long Island, were 
curious about the death of a patrolman in 1940. 
Authorities from Hamilton Township, New Jersey, 
questioned Catoe about a series of shotgun murders, 
between 1938 and 1940, that were later cleared with the 
arrest of Clarence Hill. Spokesmen for NYPD requested 
that Catoe be questioned about the February 1940 
strangulation death of Helen Foster. For all the circus 
atmosphere, the final tally stands, as far as anyone can 
tell, at nine. 


Brought to trial in late October 1941, for killing Rose 
Abramovitz, Catoe sought to recant his confessions, 
claiming that police had tortured him while he was “sick 
and weak.” A jury failed to buy the act, deliberating 
only eighteen minutes before returning its verdict of 
guilty, with a recommendation of death. 


CHADD, BILLY LEE 


A self-styled “death merchant” who enjoyed killing 
for pleasure, Chadd has confessed to three murders and 
various rapes in at least two states. In 1974, according 
to his own statement, the 20-year-old drifter invaded the 
home of a San Diego woman, choked and raped his 
victim, then slashed her throat and continued the sexual 
assault as she lay dying. She may have been his first 
victim, but she would not be the last. 


A year later, in August 1975, Chadd was working at 
a Las Vegas restaurant when he met Delmar Bright, 29, 
employed as a porter at a nearby hotel. As Chadd tells 
the story, Bright offered him twenty dollars and a six- 
pack of beer in return for a nude photo-modeling 
session. Chadd agreed, but claimed that Bright attemp- 
ted homosexual assault, compelling Chadd to kill in self- 
defense. In fact, when found, the victim lay face-down 
and naked on his bed, hands and feet bound with 
electrical cord, stabbed in the back with his throat 
slashed. (“I'd heard that stabbing someone in the kidney 
would kill him,” Chadd explained, “but I didn’t know, 
so I went ahead and cut his throat, too.”) 


By 1978, serving with the Marine Corps, Billy Chadd 
was back in San Diego. There, he kidnapped and raped 
another woman, along with her teenage daughter, after 
tying up the victim’s elderly parents and her younger 
children. Arrested on that charge and sentenced to 


thirteen years in prison, he also confessed the 1974 
slaying and a second local murder, in 1978. His sentence 
of life in the first homicide was later overturned by the 
California Supreme Court. 


Talkative in custody, Chadd leaked his involvement 
in the murder of Delmar Bright, and officers sent his 
fingerprints off to Las Vegas, where they matched latent 
prints from the 1975 murder scene. Chadd ‘was a 
persistent problem for his keepers, twice setting his cell 
on fire in December 1981, sitting in the middle of the 
floor with a towel over his face while smoke curled 
around him. By April 1982, he claimed to be “born 
again,” a new man, but the old Billy Chadd was 
convicted of murder and sentenced to life, the term to 
run consecutive with his 13 years in California. 


CHAPMAN, GEORGE: 
SEE KLOSOVSKI, SEVERIN 


“CHARLIE CHOPOFF” MURDERS 
— SEE: SOTO, ERNO 


CHASE, RICHARD TRENTON 


No one should have been surprised at the identity of 
Sacramento, California’s “vampire killer” when he was 
arrested in the final days of January 1978. As a young 
man, Richard Chase was known to eat live birds, and 
while residing in Nevada he had several times been 
found in farmers’ fields, stark naked, covered with the 
blood of cattle he had slaughtered. Chase finally shifted 
to human victims during four days of madness, shooting 
and slashing six persons to death between January 23 
and 27. In custody, he openly confessed to drinking one 
victim’s blood, carrying pieces of others home with him, 
to be fondled and gnawed on at leisure. Despite his 
apparent mental aberration, Chase was convicted of 
murder and sentenced to prison for life. 


CHICAGO 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 
Initially billed as the murders of six black “business- 


men,” Chicgo’s unsolved homicides of 1971 and “72 had 
several things in common: all the victims were black 
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males; each was shot in the back of the head, execution- 
style; and all were discarded, like refuse, in the muddy 
South Branch of the Chicago River. 


Lee Wilson was the first to die, in September 1971. 
Employed as a laborer in a meat packing plant, Wilson 
worked a shift from 4 a.m. to midnight. Dropping a co- 
worker off around 1 a.m. on September 2, he started for 
home but never arrived. Wilson’s car was recovered 
later that day; his body, hands bound, a bullet in his 
brain, was fished from the river on September 6. 
Robbery was suggested as a motive, though Wilson had 
carried no more than three dollars on the night of his 
death. 


William Thomas, a baggage handler at O’Hare 
Airport, habitually traveled with two or three hundred 
dollars in his pocket, in case of “emergencies.” On the 
night of November 4, 1971, he called home and told his 
wife not to hold dinner, as he would be late on the job. 
Around 9:30 p.m., he picked up an employee’s airline 
pass to Florida — and disappeared. The pass was in his 
car, discovered three days later. Thomas, bound and 
shot like Wilson, was retrieved from the Chicago River 
on December 12. 


Meanwhile, the elusive slayer had selected victim 
number three. The owner of his own taxi, 47-year-old 
Albert Shorter was off duty and cruising the bars when 
he vanished on November 17. The victim’s Cadillac was 
found next day; his lifeless body was recovered on 
November 21. 


Vernell Lollar, although unemployed, was flush with 
$900 from an insurance settlement when he vanished on 
November 26. His body, sans cash, was pulled from the 
river on December 13. 


Lieutenant Scott (his name, not a military rank) was 
the first victim to qualify as a businessman. A partner 
in a snack shop, he withdrew $2,000 from a pension 
fund on the afternoon of December 13, 1971, and 
vanished that same evening. His car wasfound the next 
day, Scott’s body hauled ashore on New Year’s Eve. 


The final victim in the murder series, Richard Stean, 
was twenty-eight years old, a partner in a television sales 
and service business. He left home around midnight on 
January 2, 1972, carrying $2,000 earmarked for a 
building contractor the next morning. Stean missed his 
appointment, and his car was recovered on January 6, 
after witnesses saw four passengers enter the infamous 
Cabrini-Green housing projects. On February 5, Stean’s 
body was found in the river, but FBI agents were 
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already working the case, tracking anonymous callers 
who demanded an $11,000 ransom from Stean’s father. 
The drop was made on schedule, but no one ever came 
to get the cash. 


A special task force was created in a bid to crack the 
case, but officers were getting nowhere fast. With half 
a dozen victims on their hands, no suspects, and a dearth 
of clues, police could only say, “The trail 1s cold.” 


CHILD MURDERS 
— BRITAIN 


On April, 21, 1986, detectives of Scotland Yard held 
a conference to examine evidence and discuss possible 
connections in the deaths and disappearances of sixteen 
children in the past eight years. The victims ranged in 
age from five to sixteen years, with officers reporting 
that at least seven cases appeared to be linked through 
the proximity of fairs or circuses. In several other cases, 
links were theorized between the homicides and streams 
or lakes habitually used by anglers. 


Identified victims of the crimes included: Genette 
Tate, 13, missing from Aylesbeare, in Devon, on August 
19, 1978; Sean McGaun, 15, murdered on April 7, 
1979; Martin Allen, 15, vanished from central London 
on November 5, 1979; Marion Crofts, 14, murdered at 
Fleet, in Hampshire, on June 9, 1981; Vishal Mehrota, 
8, murdered in Putney, West London, on July 29, 1981; 
Susan Maxwell, 11, abducted from Coldstream on July 
30, 1982, and found dead at Loxley, in Staffordshire, 
fifteen days later; Caroline Hogg, 5, kidnapped from 
Portobello, near Edinburgh, on July 5, 1983, and found 
dead at Twyncross, in Leicestershire, on July 15; Jason 
Swift, 14, murdered in Hackney, East London, on July 
11, 1983; Imran Vohra, 9, killed the same afternoon at 
Preston, in Lancashire; Colette Aram, 16, murdered at 
Keyworth, in Nottinghamshire, on October 30, 1983; 
Lynda Mann, 15, killed in Narborough, Leicestershire, 
on November 21, 1983; Chris Laverack, 9, murdered in 
Hull on March 9, 1984; Mark Tildesley, 7, vanished 
from Workingham, Berkshire, on June 1, 1984; Barry 
Lewis, 6, murdered in Walworth, South London, on 
September 15, 1984; and Sarah Harper, 10, abducted 
from Morley, Leeds, on March 26, 1986, her violated 
corpse recovered from the River Trent near Wilford, 
Nottingham, on April 19. 


In early June of 1986, detectives published sketches 
of a suspect seen by witnesses in Morley, on the day that 


Sarah Harper disappeared. Described as a slender man 
with thinning ginger hair and silver-rimmed spectacles, 
the unidentified suspect was also tentatively linked with 
the deaths of Caroline Hogg and Susan Maxwell. In 
each case, police reported, the victims were abducted 
near their northern homes and driven south before they 
were discarded in the Midlands. By December, Scotland 
Yard was looking for a man and woman in their forties, 
sought for questioning in these three deaths, but suspects 
in the case remain elusive — and the crimes remain 
unsolved. 


CHILD MURDERS 
— ILLINOIS 


Between October 1955 and August 1957, six Chi- 
cago teenagers were slaughtered in a grisly string of 
homicides which have remained unsolved for more than 
thirty years. No positive connection in the cases was 
deduced, but they have entered modern folklore as a 
series and are so considered here. The evidence required 
to prove — or disprove — a connection, like the killer, 
has remained elusive. 


On October 16, 1955, John Schuessler, age 13, went 
bowling at a North Side alley with his brother Anton, 
age 11, and a neighbor, Robert Peterson, 14. They never 
made it home for supper, and a search was launched, 
resulting in a grim discovery two days later. Hikers 
found the naked, battered bodies in a ditch near the Des 
Plaines River, in the Robinson Woods Forest Preserve. 
An autopsy showed that the three boys were strangled, 
but police had no other clues. More than forty confes- 
sions were logged in the case, but they all came from 
cranks with a yen for attention. 


Fourteen months later, on December 28, 1956, 
Barbara Grimes, 15, and her sister Patricia, 13, failed to 
come home from a neighborhood theater. Reminded of 
the triple murder, still unsolved, Chicago panicked. Elvis 
Presley, star of the last movie seen by the sisters, made 
a public appeal for the girls to go home and be “good 
Presley fans.” Columnist Ann Landers received an 
anonymous letter, allegedly written by a girl who had 
seen the Grimes sisters forced into a car by a young man. 
A partial license number of the car led nowhere, and the 
author of the note was not identified. 


On January 22, 1957, a motorist in Du Page County 
spotted the victims in a roadside ditch, their naked, 
frozen bodies laid out side by side. Both sisters had been 


raped and beaten, but the coroner reported that their 
deaths resulted from exposure to the freezing January 
weather. Homicide detectives stubbornly refused to 
comment on reports that Barbara and Patricia had been 
mutilated, with the lips of one girl sliced away. 


On August 15, 1957, Judith Anderson, 15, went 
missing on the one-mile walk between a friend’s house 
and her home. There was no doubt about mutilation a 
week later, when her dismembered remains surfaced in 
‘two 55-gallon drums, floating in Montrose Harbor. One 
barrel contained the girl’s head, with four .32-caliber 
Slugs in the brain. Police discovered that the victim had 
been threatened by a man or boy who phoned her on 
the job, at a local modeling agency, but there the trail 
ran cold. 


A short time later, homicide detectives picked up 
Barry Cook, a youth suspected in the strangulation 
death of Margaret Gallagher, a middle-aged victim, on 
Foster Beach. The evidence was marginal, at best, and 
Cook was cleared of murder charges at his trial. He 
subsequently went to prison for eleven years upon 
conviction in an unrelated case, on charges of aggra- 
vated assault and attempted rape. 


Years after the fact, “psychic” Peter Hurkos fondled 
snapshots of the victims in Chicago, searching for 
“vibrations” from their killer, but he came no closer to 
an ultimate solution than police who had pursued the 
case from the beginning. The Chicago killer(s) who 
selected teens as victims in the 1950s is, presumably, at 
large today. 


CHILD MURDERS 
— JESSUP, GA 


Within a period of sixteen months, from June 1980 
to October 1981, authorities in Jessup, Georgia, marked 
the sudden deaths of four related children, all of which 
remain unsolved. Successive coroner’s reports could find 
no cause of death in any of the cases. As Detective Joel 
Smith explained to newsmen, “We have no idea what 
killed them. It’s hard not to think there’s some foul play 
in it, but we have no proof.” 


The first to die was four-year-old Olympia Reddish, 
found in her bed on June 28, 1980, after playing outside 
in the yard. A year later, on July 14, 1981, Phyllis 
Worley was checking another of her children, 9-month- 
old Tiffany Reddish, when she found the infant 
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stretched out in her crib, not breathing. Three days later, 
Tiffany was pronounced dead in the intensive care unit 
of a local hospital. 


That same morning, 19-month-old April Gaston — 

a half-sister of the Reddish girls — refused to eat her 

breakfast, returning to bed in mid-morning as if she felt 

ill. Looking in on the child a bit later, Ola May Gaston 
found her daughter dead. 


The final victim, two-year-old Latoia Reddish, 
displayed similar symptoms on October 13, 1981, 
refusing breakfast, complaining of a headache and 
stomach pains. Packed off to bed by her mother, Latoia 
was dead within the hour, leaving medical examiners 
without a clue to help explain her fate. 


Authorities reported that all four girls had the same 
father, although he resided with none of them. Paternal 
visits were infrequent, and the man had not been close 
to any of his children on the days they died. A physical 
examination of the father and his sole surviving child 
produced no traces of hereditary illness to explain the 
deaths. Detectives hold to their conviction of foul play, 
but there appears to be no likelihood of a solution in this 
baffling case. 


CHILD MURDERS 
— MONTREAL 


Between November 1984 and June 1985, parents in 
Montreal, Canada, were terrorized by the specter of an 
anonymous child-killer stalking their city, selecting his 
victims at random, brutalizing and sexually abusing his 
male victims before discarding their bodies like so much 
rubbish. Although police made every normal effort to 
detect the killer, he remains at large, his case unsolved. 


The first to die were Wilton Lubin, 12, and his 
playmate, eight-year-old Sebastien Metivier, reported 
missing on November 1, 1984. Lubin was found in the 
St. Lawrence River a month later, his throat slashed, but 
Sebastien Metivier is still among the missing. On 
December 2, four-year-old Maurice Viens was reported 
missing from home; discovered in a vacant house five 
days later, the child had been sexually abused, then 
killed by heavy blows to the back of his head. Twelve- 
year-old Michel Ethier disappeared on Christmas Day 
1984, turning up in the St. Lawrence, a reported 
drowning victim. Denis Roux-Bergevin, age five, had 
been missing for three days when strollers found his 
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bludgeoned, violated body on the shoulder of a high- 
way, twelve miles east of town. 


Based on the existing evidence, authorities acknowl- 
edged a connection only in the Viens and Roux- 
Bergevin murders, but the frightened residents of 
Montreal were not convinced. Gary Rosenfelt — who 
lost a step-son in the Clifford Olson murder spree — 
told newsmen, “Everything indicates that there is a serial 
killer in Montreal, and the police there do not seem to 
even acknowledge it.” 


Speaking for his department, Detective Sgt. Gilles 
Boyer informed the media that all sixteen members of 
the Montreal homicide squad were involved in the 
manhunt. “We are looking all over — in sewers, 
everywhere,” he said. “The kids are not that big. They 
are easy to get nd of.” 


CHILD MURDERS 
— RICHLAND, GA 


On the night of March 28, 1982, 16-year-Old Wanda 
Faye Reddick was dragged screaming from her bed by 
a kidnapper who had first crept through the family 
home, removing light bulbs from their sockets in an 
effort to delay pursuit. Her lifeless body was recovered 
six days later, outside Richland, in rural Stewart 
County. Reddick’s abduction and murder marked the 
third similar incident targeting local teenagers in less 
than a year. Tanya Nix, 14, and 17-year-old Marie 
Sellers had died in 1981, their killer unidentified. At this 
writing, there have been no further slayings in the series, 
and the case remains officially unsolved. 


CHILD MURDERS 
— WASHINGTON 


On September 7, 1983, seven-year-old Lea Kimball 
disappeared after leaving her school bus in rural King 
County, Washington. She was still missing two years 
later, when 12-year-old Brenda Gere vanished in 
strikingly similar circumstances from Clearview, in 
neighboring Snohomish County. Gere apparently made 
it home, where her school books were found, but her 
fate remains a mystery, with no trace of the girl 
discovered to this day. 


Lea Kimball’s case officially became a homicide on 
March 7, 1986, when her skeletal remains were found 


near Ellensburg, in the eastern part of the state. No 
suspect has been named in that slaying, or in Barbara 
Gere’s disappearance, but authorities are confident of a 
connection in the crimes, based upon similarities in the 
two cases. 


CHRISTENSON, 
WILLIAM DEAN 


A native of Bethesda, Maryland, born in 1945, 
Christenson logged his first felony conviction in 1969, 
charged with assault and battery in the stabbing of a 
teenage girl in Washington, D.C. Two years later, he 
pled guilty to raping a Maryland go-go dancer, serving 
nine years before his parole in 1980. On April 16, 1981, 
traveling as “Richard Owen,” he was picked up for rape 
in Montreal, bargaining down to a guilty plea on 
charges of indecent assault. A year later, he was 
“inadvertently” released by Canadian authorities, 
despite a request that he be delivered to Maryland as a 
parole violator and suspect in other violent rapes. 


On April 27, 1982, the decapitated, dismembered 
body of 27-year-old Sylvie Trudel was found in the 
Montreal apartment occupied by “Richard Owen.” 
That same afternoon, the sectioned corpse of Murielle 
Guay, 26, was found wrapped in trash bags at Mille- 
Isles, 50 miles northwest of Montreal. Police were 
initially reluctant to connect the crimes, noting that 
Trudel’s killer displayed “a certain amount of expertise,” 
while victim Guay was “really butchered,” but their 
doubts were resolved by April 29, with murder warrants 
issued in the name of William Christenson. 


Back in the United States, Christenson met his parents 
at Lancaster, Pennsylvania, tapping their bank account 
for a $5,000 grub stake. (Both were later charged with 
harboring a fugitive.) With cash in hand, the killer 
started drifting over the eastern half of the country, 
spending time in Florida, Georgia, Kentucky, Maryland, 
New Jersey, New York, and Pennsylvania. 


He was living in Scranton, as “Stanley Holl,” when 
go-go dancer Michelle Angiers was stabbed 30 times in 
a tavern parking lot at nearby Dickson, her body 
recovered on September 13, 1982. Nine months later, 
in Trenton,New Jersey, Christenson shot and wounded 
two black men whom he had befriended in a local 
saloon. On December 4 of that year, in Philadelphia, he 
used the same gun to kill another black, 51-year-old 
Jeffrey Schrader, in a barroom altercation. Arrested in 


that case, Christenson sat in jail while police searched 
his apartment, retrieving a bloody mattress and a 
hacksaw, matted with blood and hair. (No trace has 
been found to this day of the dancer with whom he had 
once shared the flat.) Convicted of the Schrader 
homicide, he drew a prison term of life without parole. 


By the summer of 1984, felony charges were piling 
up against Christenson. Trenton authorities wanted him 
for trial on the double shooting, while Montgomery 
County, Maryland, sought to try him on another rape 
charge. That August, Canadian authorities closed their 
file on the Montreal murders, citing Christenson’s 
present life sentence, but he was already suspect in two 
other slayings, the victims dismembered with a hacksaw. 
Nationwide, police named him as a suspect in at least 
thirteen deaths with suggestions that the final count 
might reach thirty. Pennsylvania officers dubbed him “a 
real American Jack the Ripper.” 


Christenson responded to the attention by striving to 
make himself mysterious, signing court documents with 
a check mark and challenging prosecutors to prove his 
identity. In November 1984, he spoke to Philadelphia 
newsmen about his “extreme mental and alcohol 
problems,” voicing the fear that he would be charged by 
police in numerous unsolved murders. 


On February 16, 1985, Christenson left state prison 
in a heavily-armed convoy, complete with helicopter 
escort, bound for Philadelphia and his arraignment in 
the murder of Michelle Angiers. Convicted of third- 
degree murder in that case, on August 5, 1987, the killer 
faced a new term of twenty years on completion of his 
existing life sentence. The investigation in Christenson’s 
case continues, with further prosecutions anticipated by 
authorities in several states. 


CHRISTIANSEN, THOR NIS 


In late 1976 and early 1977, female students at the 
University of California in Santa Barbara were terro- 
rized by a grim series of “look-alike” murders, so-called 
because the victims closely resembled one another. The 
first to die was co-ed Jacqueline Rook, 21, abducted 
from a bus stop in the Santa Barbara suburb of Goleta 
on December 6, 1976. A Goleta waitress, Mary Sarris, 
disappeared the same day, and both were still missing 
on January 18, when 21-year-old Patricia Laney 
vanished from another local bus stop. Laney’s corpse 
was discovered next day, in nearby Refugio Canyon, 
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and police recognized the sinister pattern when Jacque- 
line Rook was found dead, in the same area, on January 
20. Each had been killed by one shot to the head, fired 
from a small-caliber pistol. 


Thor Christiansen first came to the attention of police 
in February 1977, as one of several hundred persons 
questioned in the case. Cited as a minor in possession 
of alcohol, he was not considered a suspect at the time, 
although authorities confiscated a .22-caliber pistol from 
his car. No one remembered Christiansen on May 22, 
when the skeletal remains of Mary Sarris were disco- 
vered in Drum Canyon, north of Santa Barbara. 
Homicide investigators wrote him off as one more 
teenaged punk, picked up with liquor on his breath. 


Linda Preston, age 24, was thumbing rides in 
Hollywood on April 18, 1979, when Christiansen 
picked her up, traveling several blocks before he drew 
a gun and pumped a bullet into her left ear. Bleeding 
profusely, the young woman managed to leap from his 
car and save herself, escaping on foot to find medical 
aid. Three months later, on July 11, Preston spotted her 
assailant in a Hollywood tavern and summoned sheriffs 
deputies, who booked him on a charge of felonious 
assault. Police in Santa Barbara noted similarities 
between the crimes; they also learned that Thor had 
been arrested on a drunken driving charge July 7, 
another .22-caliber handgun removed from his car. On 
July 27, Christiansen was formally charged with three 
counts of first-degree murder in Santa Barbara, held 
over for trial without bond. 


CHRISTIE, JOHN 
REGINALD HALLIDAY 


Yorkshire born in April 1898, Christie endured a 
stern childhood, with little or no visible affection from 
his parents. Developing chronic hypochondria in a bid 
for attention, he also ran afoul of police as a juvenile, 
resulting in beatings at home. Christie left school at 
fifteen to become a police clerk, but was fired for petty 
theft. Next, he went to work in his father’s carpet 
factory, but was caught stealing again and banished 
from home. 


Wounded and gassed in World War I, Christie was 
blind for five months and suffered hysterical loss of his 
voice spanning three and a half years. Marriage, in 1920, 
seemed to hold his bad luck at bay for a time, but in 
1934 Christie was struck by an automobile, suffering 
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serious head injuries along with other, lesser wounds. 
Briefly employed at the post office, he spent seven 
months in jail for stealing money orders. In 1938, 
Christie and his wife moved into a flat at 10 Rillington 
Place, in London. A year later, he joined the War 
Reserve Police, earning a bully’s reputation for throwing 
his weight around and punishing neighbors for minor 
blackout offenses. 


Christie’s several homicides were all committed in the 
flat on Rillington Place, with the early crimes occurring 
in the midst of wartime. His initial victim was Ruth 
Fuerst, an Austrian immigrant who called on Chnistie 
while his wife was visiting with relatives; he strangled 
her while having sex and buried her that evening, in his 
garden. Number two was Muriel Eddy, one of Christie’s 
co-workers at a London radio factory. Stopping by the 
flat with Christie’s wife away, Muriel complained of 
feeling ill. Her host prescribed a “cure” which consisted 
of inhaling lethal gas, and Eddy joined Ruth Fuerst in 
Christie’s busy garden. 


In late November 1949, a neighbor, illiterate truck 
driver Timothy Evans, approached police and said, “I 
would like to give myself up. I have disposed of the 
body of my wife.” Following his directions, police 
searched the drains below Rillington Place, but in vain. 
A second visit found the body of Beryl Evans in a shed 
behind the house, together with her strangled infant 
daughter, Geraldine. (During the search, Christie stood 
talking with two detectives in his garden, while a dog 
rooted around their feet and turned up a skull. Christie 
shooed the animal away and trod the skull back under, 
with his visitors none the wiser!) 


Upon recovery of the bodies, Evans first confessed to 
killing both his wife and daughter, later altering his 
statement to blame Christie. In his new affidavit, the 
trucker claimed that his wife died during an abortion, 
performed by Christie, after which Christie offered to 
arrange for the “unofficial adoption” of baby Geraldine. 
Detectives and a jury chose to believe Christie, des- 
cribed by prosecutors in court as “this perfectly innocent 
man.” Convicted of strangling his daughter only, Evans 
was sentenced to death and eventually hanged. 


By this time, married life was wearing thin on 
Christie. On the night of December 14, 1952, he 
strangled his wife with a stocking and wedged her body 
under the floorboards, afterward claiming that she had 
suffered spontaneous convulsions and he “could not 
bear to see her suffer.” 


With the nuisance of a live-in spouse removed, 
Christie’s murder schedule escalated. On January 2, 
1953, he brought home Rita Nelson, a London prosti- 
tute, plying her with liquor before he induced her to sit 
in a deck chair, covered with a canopy, which he had 
planted above an open gas pipe. When Nelson fell 
unconscious, Christie strangled her and raped her corpse 
before concealing it in a cupboard. The method worked 
so well that he repeated it with prostitute Kathleen 
Maloney, on January 12, and Hectorina McLennan, on 
March 3. 


Christie left Rillington Place on March 20, 1953, and 
the new tenants began renovations four days later. They 
found his cupboard, hidden by a layer of wallpaper, 
with three female corpses inside. Police responding to 
the call soon found his wife, beneath the floor, and 
unearthed Christie’s first two victims in the garden. 
Searchers found a human femur propping up the fence, 
out back, and in the flat a tin was found containing 
pubic hair removed from four different women. (Cur- 
iously, the hair matched none of Christie’s known 
victims.) 


Arrested on March 31, Christie soon confessed to the 
series of murders, contending that Beryl Evans traded 
sex in return for his help in committing suicide. At his 
trial, in June, the jury rejected Christie’s insanity 
defense, and he was sentenced to die. He mounted the 
gallows on July 15, 1953. 


CHRISTOFI, STYLLOU 


A native of Cyprus, born in 1900, Styllou Christofi 
was tried, in 1925, on a charge of murdering her 
mother-in-law by ramming a lighted torch down the old 
woman’s throat. She persuaded a jury of her innocence 
and was released, but her problems with in-laws were 
not at an end. 


In 1953, Christofi went to live with her son and his 
German wife of fifteen years in Hampstead, England. 
The women failed to hit it off, and things became so 
tense around the house that Hella Christofi announced 
her intention of taking the children to Germany for a 
holiday in July 1954. She let her husband understand 
that she did not expect to find his mother in the house 
when she returned. 


On the night of July 28, Styllou ambushed her 
daughter in the bathroom, knocking her unconscious 
with an ash plate lifted from the stove. Dragging Hella 


into the kitchen, she strangled the younger woman with 
a scarf and tried to hide the evidence by pouring paraffin 
over the body, setting it on fire. In moments, the flames 
leaped out of control, threatening to consume the house 
and her grandchildren, sleeping upstairs. 


Styllou Christofi 


At 1 a.m., a married couple parked near Hampstead 
station were approached by Christofi, babbling in 
broken English about a fire at her home. Returning with 
her to the scene, they doused the flames and found a 
woman’s body, charred in places, with the livid mark of 
strangulation still visible on her throat. Police were 
summoned, and a neighbor came forward to describe 
Christofi stirring the flames around a prostrate “tailor’s 
dummy.” 


Prison doctors found Styllou Christofi insane, but she 
refused to permit an insanity defense at her trial. 
Convicted and sentenced to death in October 1954, her 
subsequent appeals were dismissed and she was exe- 
cuted after three doctors pronounced her sane. Her son 
did not attend the hanging. 


CHRISTOPHER, JOSEPH G. 


A pathological racist, Christopher launched a one- 
man war against blacks in September 1980, claiming 
victims from upstate New York to southwestern 
Georgia. In his wake, he left an atmosphere of bigotry 
and violence that provoked a string of hostile confron- 
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tations in communities not known for racial animosity. 
His legacy of death and hatred lingers to the present day, 
as several of the crimes connected to his rampage — or 
inspired by his example — are officially unsolved. 


The war began September 22, when 14-year-old 
Glenn Dunn was shot and killed outside a Buffalo 
supermarket. The victim was sitting in a stolen car when 
he died, and witnesses described his assailant as an 
unidentified “white youth.” The following day, 32-year- 
old Harold Green was shot while dining at a fast-food 
restaurant in suburban Cheektowaga. That night, 
Emmanuel Thomas, age 30, was killed by a sniper while 
crossing the street to his home, seven blocks from the 
scene of Dunn’s murder. On September 24, the action 
shifted to nearby Niagara Falls, with the murder of a 
fourth black, Joseph McCoy. 


Investigators found that all four victims were killed 
with the same gun, and headlines followed their fruitless 
search for the elusive “.22-caliber killer.” Buffalo blacks 
complained of nonexistent police protection, and there 
were sporadic incidents of blacks pelting white motorists 
on the streets. A cross was burned in Buffalo, and fears 
were voiced that the murders might be a preview of 
things to come, paving the way for some paramilitary 
racist group’s campaign of local genocide. 


Things got worse on October 8, when 71-year-old 
Parler Edwards, a black taxi driver, was found in the 
trunk of his car, parked in suburban Amherst, his heart 
cut out and carried from the scene. Next day, another 
black cabbie, 40-year-old Ernest Jones, was found 
beside the Niagara River in Tonawanda, the heart 
ripped from his chest. His blood-spattered taxi was 
retrieved by police in Buffalo, three miles away. 


The local black community was verging on a state of 
panic now, made worse by an incident in a Buffalo 
hospital on October 10. A black patient, 37-year-old 
Collin Cole, was recuperating from illness when a white 
stranger appeared at his bedside and snarled, “I hate 
niggers.” A nurse’s arrival saved Cole from death by 
strangulation, but his condition was listed as serious, 
with severe damage done to his throat. Descriptions of 
the would-be strangler roughly matched eyewitness 
reports on the “.22-caliber killer.” 


The action shifted to Manhattan on December 22, 
with five blacks and one Hispanic victim stabbed — 
four of them killed — in less than thirteen hours. John 
Adams, 25 years old, was the first to fall, narrowly 
escaping death when he was knifed by a white assailant 
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around 11:30 a.m. Two hours later, 32-year-old Ivan 
Frazier was accosted on the street, deflecting a blade 
with his hand, sustaining minor injuries before he fled 
on foot. The next four victims were less fortunate. 
Messenger Luis Rodriguez, 19, was stabbed to death 
around 3:30 p.m. in what police described as “an 
apparent holdup.” No motive was suggested in the 
deaths of 30-year-old Antone Davis, knifed around 6:50 
p.m., or 20-year-old Richard Renner, killed less than 
four hours later. The last victim, discovered just before 
midnight, was a black “John Doe” stabbed to death on 
the street near Madison Square Garden. 


Police were still searching desperately for the elusive 
“Midtown Slasher” when 31-year-old Roger Adams, a 
black man, was stabbed to death in Buffalo on 
December 29. Wendell Barnes, 26, was fatally wounded 
in Rochester, on December 30, but Buffalo native 
Albert Menefee was luckier the next day, surviving a 
thrust that nicked his heart. On January 1, Larry Little 
and Calvin Crippen survived separate attacks, fighting 
off their white assailant with only minor injuries. 


On January 6, police announced that the recent 
stabbings were “probably linked”? with Buffalo’s 
unsolved .22-caliber shootings, but still they seemed no 
closer to a suspect. The case broke twelve days later, in 
Georgia, when Pvt. Joseph Christopher, age 25, was 
arrested at Fort Benning, charged with slashing a black 
GI. A search of his former residence, near Buffalo, 
turned up quantities of .22-caliber ammunition, a gun 
barrel, and two sawed-off rifle stocks. More to the point, 
authorities learned that Christopher had joined the army 
on November 13, arriving at Fort Benning six days later. 
He was absent on leave from December 19 to January 
4, with a bus ticket recording his arrival in Manhattan 
on December 20. 


Hospitalized with self-inflicted wounds on May 6, 
1981, Christopher bragged to a nurse of his involvement 
in the September slayings around Buffalo. Four days 
later, he was charged with three of the local shooting 
deaths, a fourth murder count added to the list on June 
29, plus charges related to nonfatal Buffalo stabbings in 
December 1980 and January 1981. In New York City, 
indictments were returned in the murder of Luis 
Rodriguez and the nonfatal stabbing of Ivan Frazier. 


In October 1981, Christopher waived his right to a 
jury trial in Buffalo, placing his fate in the hands of a 
judge. Two months later, he was found mentally 
incompetent for trial, but the ruling had been reversed 
by April 1982. On April 27, after twelve days of 


testimony, he was convicted on three counts of first- 
degree murder, drawing a prison term of 60 years to life. 


In September 1983, Christopher sat for an interview 
with Buffalo journalists, estimating that his murder spree 
had claimed a minimum of thirteen lives. Reporters 
noted that he “did not deny” the grisly murders of Parler 
Edwards and Ernest Jones, but no charges have yet been 
filed in those cases. In July 1985, Christopher’s Buffalo 
conviction was overturned on grounds that the judge 
had improperly barred testimony pointing toward 
mental incompetence. Three months later, in Manhat- 
tan, a jury rejected the killer’s insanity plea, convicting 
him in the murder of Luis Rodriguez and the wounding 
of Ivan Frazier. 


CINCINNATI 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


Suburban Cumminsville is normally a peaceful place, 
but in the six-year period from 1904 to 1910 it earned 
the grisly reputation of a “murder zone,” where women 
walked in fear and dreaded riding street cars after 
nightfall. A ferocious “mad killer” was on the loose, 
claiming five victims within a mile of the point where 
Spring Grove Avenue meets Winton Road, eluding the 
police and neighborhood patrols to leave a nagging 
legacy of doubt and mystery behind. 


Mary McDonald, 31, had “been around” before she 
met her killer in the predawn hours of May 4, 1904. An 
ill-fated affair with her late sister’s husband had left her 
to find solace in whiskey, but things were looking up 
that spring, with her engagement to be married. Shortly 
after 1:30 a.m., she left a local tavern in company with 
her fiancee, and he saw her safely aboard an “owl car,” 
homeward bound. Near daybreak, the switchman on a 
train near Ludlow Avenue spied Mary’s body by the 
tracks and help was summoned. She was still alive but 
incoherent, with a fractured skull and one leg severed, 
dying hours later from her injuries. Police initially 
dismissed her death as “accidental,” later shifting to the 
view that she was beaten and pushed in front of a train 
in a deliberate act of murder. 


Louise Mueller, 21, was the next to die, leaving home 
for a stroll on October 1, 1904. She never returned, and 
her body was found next morning, the skull battered to 
pulp, in a gully beside some disused railroad tracks. Her 
killer had scooped a shallow grave from the soft earth 


nearby, but the corpse lay above ground, as if some 
passerby had disturbed the hasty burial. 


At 9 p.m. on November 2, 18-year-old Alma Steini- 
gewig left her job as an operator at the local telephone 
exchange, vanishing before she reached her home. The 
next morning, a street car conductor spotted her corpse 
in a nearby vacant lot, her skull crushed by savage 
blows. The victim’s clothes were muddy after being 
dragged across the lot, and officers discovered suspect 
footprints that would ultimately lead them nowhere. 
Clutched in Alma’s hand, they found a street car transfer 
punched at 9:40 p.m. on the day of her death. 


An ugly pattern had begun to form, and homicide 
investigators hauled in suspects by the dozens, forced to 
free them all for lack of evidence. One who eluded 
them, a stocky man remembered for his heavy beard, 
had turned up at the Mueller crime scene, wringing his 
hands and crying out, “It was an accident!” Other 
witnesses placed him at the scene of Alma Steinigewig’s 
death, but he was never identified, his link — if any — 
with the case remaining open to conjecture. 


Six years passed before the killer struck again, 
claiming 43-year-old Anna Lloyd on December 31, 
1909. Employed as a secretary at a local lumber yard, 
the victim worked until 5:30 p.m. that New Year’s Eve, 
her body found hours later, a short distance from the 
office. She had been gagged with a cheap black muffler, 
her skull crushed, her throat slashed, leaving signs of a 
fierce struggle behind. A single strand of black hair was 
clutched in her fist, but primitive forensics tests of the 
day rendered it worthless as evidence. Police initially 
called the slaying a contract murder, but no suspect or 
motive was ever identified. 


The stalker claimed his final victim on October 25, 
1910, when 26-year-old Mary Hackney was found in 
her cottage on Dane Street, her skull fractured and 
throat slashed. Suspicion focused briefly on her hus- 
band, but police discovered Mary was alive when he 
reported to his job. A spate of letters, signed with the 
initials “S.D.M.,” were mailed by someone claiming 
knowledge of the crimes, but homicide investigators 
finally dismissed them as a hoax. 


The fading memories of murder were revived in 
December 1913, by investigators of the Burns Detective 
Agency, assigned to check out unsolved acts of violence 
in a recent street car strike. Detectives told the mayor 
they had discovered an “indefinite” solution in the case 
of Anna Lloyd, pointing the finger of suspicion at a one- 
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time conductor, now confined to a sanitarium as 
hopelessly insane. A search of his lodgings had turned 
up a threatening letter, addressed to persons “who saw 
him in the act of Dec. 31,” and authorities leaped to a 
theoretical connection with the three-year-old murder. 
Ultimately fruitless, the investigation petered out a few 
days later, and the crimes in Cumminsville remain 
unsolved. 


CLAREY, RICHARD N.,, Jr. 


Raised in West Germany by American parents 
working abroad, Clarey was the product of a troubled 
childhood exacerbated by the use of drugs. In 1977, at 
age sixteen, he left Wiesbaden for the United States, 
living briefly with an aunt in Oregon. The relationship 
didn’t work out, and Clarey spent the next two years 
drifting aimlessly through the western half of the 
country, living off the proceeds of burglaries, armed 
robberies, and drug sales before he settled in Kalama- 
zoo, Michigan, during 1979. 


By the spring of 1984, he craved a change of scene. 
On April 15, he killed 35-year-old Robert Baranski in 
Kalamazoo, dumping his victim in Lake Michigan and 
stealing Baranski’s car for the trip across country. Clarey 
made it as far as New Buffalo, 50 miles to the southwest, 
before piling his stolen vehicle into a ditch on April 17. 
Approached by tourists from a nearby rest stop, he shot 
Floyd Holmes and Dean Bultema, killing both men 
before he slipped across the Indiana border. Arrested 
later that day, while hiding in a garage at La Porte, 
Clarey was returned to Michigan for trial on murder 
charges. 


Defense attorneys blamed the killer’s crimes on 
nightmares generated by his childhood. Clarey was 
obsessed, they claimed, by dreams of German Nazis 
who demanded that he kill Americans. He wore a 
swastika tattoo upon his chest, together with the likeness 
of a German helmet on his arm, committing himself to 
do “as much damage as he could” to blacks and other 
minorities in his cross-country ramblings. Ignoring the 
psychological argument, a jury in Berrien County 
deliberated one hour before convicting Clarey of dual 
murder charges on December 20, 1984, imposing the 
mandatory sentence of life without parole. 


In February 1985, Clarey sat for interviews with a 
psychologist, Dr. Leonard Donk, who diagnosed the 
subject as a schizophrenic sociopath. In the course of 
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those interviews, Clarey confessed to numerous slayings 
— “more than 100 but less than 150” — dating back 
to the age of fifteen. He recalled feeling “excited and 
detached” during the murders, but details on most of the 
cases remained vague. Donk explained that it was “very 
difficult to tell” where fantasy left off and stark reality 
began for Richard Clarey. “I suspect he’s killed more 
people than he’s been charged with,” Donk said. “How 
many more, I wouldn’t even want to speculate on.” 
(Authorities were able to rule out at least one case: the 
victim, named by Clarey, was alive and well.) 


On February 12, 1985, in the midst of his second 
murder trial, Clarey pled guilty, but mentally ill in the 
slaying of Robert Baranski, facing another maximum 
term of life imprisonment. In October 1986, he joined 
another inmate in a foiled escape attempt, commandeer- 
ing a truck and crashing it into a fence at the prison near 
Ann Arbor. Clarey’s bid for freedom was foiled when 
the fence held and the truck’s engine stalled. He remains 
in custody today. 


CLARK, DOUGLAS DANIEL, 
and BUNDY, CAROL 


Born in 1948, the son of a retired navy admiral turned 
international engineer, Douglas Clark had lived in 37 
countries by the time he settled in Southern California. 
He liked to call himself “the king of the one-night 
stands,” supplementing his machinist’s income through 
affairs with frowsy matrons, reserving his leisure time 
for kinky liaisons with underaged girls and young 
women. In private moments, he cherished dark fantasies 
of rape and murder, mutilation and necrophilia, 
yearning for the moment when his dreams could 
graduate to stark reality. 


At age 37, Carol Bundy was typical of Clark’s 
conquests. A vocational nurse, the overweight mother of 
two had left her abusive husband in January 1979, 
quickly falling in love with the manager of her new 
apartment building. A native of Australia, 45-year-old 
John Murray sang part-time in a local country-western 
bar, but he was never too busy to help out a tenant in 
need. Noting that Bundy suffered from severe cataracts, 
Murray drove her to a Social Security office and had her 
declared legally blind, bringing in $620 each month for 
Carol and her sons. Next, he took her to an optometrist, 
where she was fitted for glasses, enabling her to discard 
her white cane. Enraptured, Carol began deliberately 


clogging the toilets and drains in her apartment, 
anything at all to bring the manager around. Soon they 
were lovers, but Murray was married, refusing to give 
up his family. In October, Carol approached his wife, 
offering $1,500 if the woman would disappear, but the 
effort backfired, with Murray berating her, coldly 
suggesting she find other lodgings. 


Three months later, during January 1980, Carol was 
pining in the country-western bar when she met 
Douglas Clark, and he immediately swept her off her 
feet. Clark moved into her home the same night, 
working by day in the boiler room of a Burbank soap 
factory, devoting his nights to a crash course in ecstasy 
that made Carol his virtual slave. She swallowed her 
pride when he brought younger women home for sex, 
dutifully snapping photographs on command. One of 
his conquests was an eleven-year-old, picked up while 
roller skating in a nearby park, but Carol made no 
complaint as kinky sex gave way to pedophilia, 
increasingly spiced with discussions of death and 
mutilation. 


On June 11, 1980, half-sisters Gina Narano, 15, and 
Cynthia Chandler, 16, vanished from Huntington 
Beach, en route to a meeting with friends. They were 
found next morning, beside the Ventura Freeway near 
Griffith Park, in Los Angeles; each had been shot in the 
side of the head with a small-caliber pistol. At home, 
Clark gleefully confessed the murders to Bundy, regaling 
her with details of how he had forced the girls to fellate 
him, shooting each in the head as she brought him to 
climax. 


In the predawn hours of June 24, Karen Jones, a 24- 
year-old hooker, was found behind a Burbank steak- 
house, murdered by a single gunshot to the head. Later 
that morning, police were summoned to Studio City, 
where another female victim — this one headless — had 
been found by horrified pedestrians. Despite the missing 
head, she was identified as Exxie Wilson, 20, another 
veteran streetwalker. 


That afternoon, while Carol Bundy’s sons were 
visiting relatives, Clark surprised her by plucking a 
woman’s head from the refrigerator, placing it on the 
kitchen counter. He ordered Carol to make up the 
twisted face with cosmetics, and she later recalled, “We 
had a lot of fun with her. I was making her up like a 
Barbie with makeup.” Tiring of the game, Clark took 
his trophy to the bathroom, for a shower and a bout of 
necrophilic oral sex. 


Newspaper headlines were already touting the crimes 
of a new “Sunset Slayer” by June 27, when Exxie 
Wilson’s head was found in a Hollywood alley, stuffed 
inside an ornate wooden box. Authorities noted that it 
had been thoroughly scrubbed before it was discarded 
by the killer. Three days later, a group of snake hunters 
near Sylmar, in the San Fernando Valley, turned up a 
woman’s mummified corpse, identified as Sacramento 
runaway Marnette Comer. Last seen alive on June 1, 
the 17-year-old prostitute had been dead at least three 
weeks when she was found. Like other victims in the 
series, she was known to work the Sunset Strip. 


And the murders continued. On July 25, a young 
“Jane Doe” was found on Sunset Boulevard, killed by 
a shot to the head. Two weeks later, hikers in the 
Fernwood area, near Malibu, turned up another 
unidentified corpse, dismembered by predators, a small- 
caliber bullet hole visible in the skull. 


Despite her hot romance with Clark, Carol Bundy 
had continued visiting John Murray at the country- 
western bar where he performed by night. She did not 
hold her liquor well, and after dropping several hints 
about her newest lover’s criminal activities, she was 
appalled by Murray’s comment that he might report 
Doug Clark to the police. On August 5, she kept a 
midnight rendezvous with Murray in his van, parked 
two blocks from the bar, and she killed him there. 
Found four days later, the singer had been stabbed nine 
times and slashed across the buttocks, his head severed 
and missing from the murder scene. 


It had become too much for Carol Bundy. Two days 
after Murray’s body was discovered, she broke down on 
the job, sobbing out to a fellow nurse, “I can’t take it 
anymore. I’m supposed to save lives, not take them.” 
Her friend tipped police and they called on Bundy at 
home, retrieving three pairs of panties removed from 
victims as trophies, along with snapshots of Clark and 
his eleven-year-old playmate. Arrested on the job in 
Burbank, Clark was still in jail four days later, when 
police retrieved a pistol from the boiler room. Ballistics 
tests would link the gun with bullets recovered from five 
of the known “Sunset” victims. 


At his trial, serving briefly as his own attorney, Clark 
blamed Carol Bundy and John Murray for the slayings, 
contending that they had patterned their crimes after the 
case of Theodore Bundy. Jurors saw through the flimsy 
ruse, and on January 28, 1983, they convicted Clark 
across the board, including six counts of first-degree 
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murder with “special circumstances,” plus one count 
each of attempted murder, mayhem, and mutilating 
human remains. Strutting before the jury during the 
penalty phase of his case, Clark declared, “We have to 
vote for the death penalty in this case. The evidence cries 
out for it.” The panel agreed with his logic, and he was 
sentenced to death on February 15. 


At her own trial, for murdering Murray and one of 
the unidentified females, Carol Bundy first pled insanity, 
then reversed herself and admitted the slayings. Accord- 
ing to her statement, John Murray was shot in the head, 
then decapitated to remove ballistic evidence. She had 
also handed Clark the gun with which he shot an 
unnamed prostitute, found dead along the Sunset Strip 
in July 1980. Convicted on the basis of her own 
confession, Bundy received consecutive terms of 27 
years to life on one count, plus 25 years to life on the 
other. 


CLARK, ROLAND E. 


It was a wonder Dr. Roland Clark remained in 
business. During middle age, when most physicians are 
established in their field and making decent money for 
their efforts, he appeared to be forever on the brink of 
some professional disaster. Between 1954 and 1967, his 
medical license was revoked on four separate occasions 
— once for “gross misconduct,” twice for “moral 
turpitude,” and once without specific charges from the 
state. Each time he won a grudging reinstatement, 
hailing his accusers into court and pleading poverty. 
During the same period, his record showed 25 com- 
plaints to the Michigan medical board, including three 
cases of death from drug overdose in his office, plus 
allegations of illegal abortion, sexual assaults on his 
patients, child molestation, excessive drug treatment for 
mythical ailments, and practicing medicine without a 
license. Committed to a state hospital in 1958, by his 
former wife, Clark was released as “recovered” with less 
than three months of therapy. 


On March 20, 1967, Hannah Bowerbank, Clark’s 63- 
year-old assistant, collapsed and died on the job. Police 
regarded the circumstances as “curious,” but they had 
no evidence of foul play, and Clark was still doing 
business in the Detroit suburb of Farmington Township 
eight months later, when part-time assistant Grace Neil 
died on November 3. Patrolmen noted a hearse illegally 
parked at Clark’s office that night, stepping inside to 
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discover a corpse, bagged for transport. This time, an 
autopsy showed traces of sodium pentothal, but police 
forgot their warrants when they went looking for Clark 
on November 16, and the physician barred them from 
his premises. Returning with the necessary paperwork, 
detectives found Clark missing, a 12-hour pursuit ending 
when bloodhounds ran him to ground near Port Austin, 
125 miles north of Detroit. 


Charged with two counts of manslaughter, the 56- 
year-old doctor was held in lieu of $50,000 bond while 
authorities probed the deaths of at least nine patients, 
blamed on “therapeutic misadventure, cardiac arrest, or 
an injection of one sort or another.” None of those cases 
were ultimately pursued, but Clark was convicted on 
two manslaughter counts in the deaths of his assistants, 
sentenced to prison for a term of three to fifteen years. 
In March 1972, he was killed at the state penitentiary 
in Jackson, authorities blaming his death on an 
accidental fall. 


CLEMENTS, 
ROBERT GEORGE 


A British physician and practicing “bluebeard,” Dr. 
Clements was charged with killing his fourth wife and 
strongly suspected of slaying her three predecessors, as 
well. His first two brides were described, respectively, as 
victims of “sleeping sickness” and “endocarditis,” with 
Clements signing the death certificate in each case. Wife 
number three seemed perfectly fit when Clements began 
predicting her imminent death, in 1939, but doctor 
knew best. After she collapsed and died in Southport, 
a physician friend of Clements persuaded police to order 
an autopsy — but the remains had already been 
cremated, on orders from the grieving husband. Once 
again, Clements was on hand to sign the certificate of 
death by natural causes. 


The merry widower acquired his fourth wife that 
same year, in London. She lasted until May 27, 1947, 
but this time there was a discrepancy concerning cause 
of death. A Lancashire pathologist, Dr. James Houston, 
accepted Clements’s word in listing the cause as myeloid 
leukemia, but an independent examiner noted signs of 
morphine poisoning. Police learned, from neighbors, 
that Dr. Clements seemed to have strange advance 
knowledge of his wife’s “dizzy spells,’ and further 
investigation revealed that Clements had prescribed 


large doses of morphine for a patient who never 
received the injections. A second autopsy revealed traces 
of morphine, and warrants were issued for Clements’s 
arrest. 


Calling on Clements and Dr. Houston in turn, 
detectives found both men dead in an apparent double 
suicide. Clements had relied on morphine, leaving a 
note which read: “To whom it may concern ... [ can no 
longer tolerate the diabolical insults to which I have 
recently been exposed.” Dr. Houston, taking his own life 
with cyanide, left a more plaintive message: “I have for 
some time been aware that I have been making 
mistakes. I have not profited from experience.” 


CLINE, ALFRED L. 


A prolific American “Bluebeard,” Cline was linked 
with at least nine homicides between 1930 and his arrest 
in 1945. Eight of his wives were dispatched after willing 
their earthly possessions to Cline; his single male victim 
was an evangelist, Rev. Ernest Jones, who made Cline 
the heir to $11,000 shortly before his “unexpected” 
death. 


With practice, Cline polished his murder technique to 
perfection. Insisting on a lavish honeymoon, he would 
check into a stylish hotel, there persuading his bride to 
drink a glass of buttermilk laced with powerful seda- 
tives. As she lost consciousness, the house physician 
would be summoned, told that Mrs. Cline was suffering 
“another heart attack.” Hours later, when a second dose 
of drugs proved fatal, doctors were inclined to issue 
death certificates citing “heart failure” as the proximate 
cause. 


In May 1944, Cline married a Chicago widow, 
Delora Krebs, and promptly set off for the West Coast. 
Delora’s annuity checks were always promptly cashed, 
but relatives had trouble reaching her by telephone; 
Cline habitually put them off with tales of illness, 
shopping errands, previous engagements. When a wire 
arrived from Portland, Oregon, reporting her death, 
family members pressed for an investigation, uncovering 
Cline’s criminal acrivities in a dozen states. 


Cremation of his late, lamented wives saved Cline 
from prosecution on a murder charge, but he was jailed 
for forgery in San Francisco. Delora’s annuity checks 
came back to haunt him, and testimony from two 
surviving poison victims persuaded the court that a 


maximum sentence was justified. Sentenced to 126 
years, Cline died in Folsom Prison, of a heart attack, on 
August 5, 1948. 


COBB, HOYT BUD 


An alcoholic and narcotics addict, Cobb finan¢éeéd his 
expensive habits through robbery, eventually turning to 
murder. Convicted in the fatal beating of a Georgia 
holdup victim, Cobb was serving life when he escaped 
from the state prison, at Jessup, in April 1965. A federal 
warrant was routinely issued, charging him with 
unlawful flight to avoid confinement. 


On July 20, 1965, 58-year-old Frances Johnson, a 
door-to-door cosmetic saleswoman, vanished from her 
home in Tampa, Florida. One day later, Joe Cross, a gas 
station attendant in Dade County, noticed blood 
dripping from the trunk of a customer’s car. Cross made 
note of the license number, which matched that of 
Frances Johnson’s missing vehicle. Upon recovery, the 
car yielded fingerprints, and Joe Cross identified Cobb’s 
mug shot as a likeness of the nervous driver. 


Frances Johnson’s decomposing body was discovered 
on September 26, beneath a quilt, on a deserted path 
northeast of Tampa. An indictment for first-degree 
murder was returned against Hoyt Cobb, and his name 
was added to the FBI’s “Most Wanted” list on January 
6, 1966. 


Five months later, to the day, a tip led federal officers 
to the address in Hialeah, where their man — as 
“Robert Jones” — had been residing. Cobb was taken 
into custody without resistance and returned to Tampa 
for his murder trial. 


CODDINGTON, 
HERBERT JAMES 


On May 16, 1987, two teenaged models and their 
elderly female chaperones were reported missing after 
they failed to return from a trip to Lake Tahoe, on the 
California-Nevada border, for production of an anti- 
drug video program. Missing were: Maybelle Martin, 
69, operator of the Showcase Finishing and Modeling 
School in Reno, Nevada; her friend Dorothy Walsh, 67; 
model Alecia Thoma, 14, of Reno; and model Monica 
Berge, age 12, from nearby Sparks. A three-day search 


Case Histories 69 


by fifty law enforcement officers, including agents of the 
FBI, centered on Lake Tahoe, where local girls had 
complained of a “weird” man who tried to recruit them 
for anti-drug video projects. One of the girls was 
suspicious enough to record the man’s license plate 
number, a detail which led investigators to the rural 
home of Herbert Coddington. 


The name was a familiar one to officers throughout 
Nevada. Coddington had worked at two casinos in Las 
Vegas during 1980, and a warrant filed in Douglas 
County charged him with a cheating scam in April 
1984. Arrested in Las Vegas, he had been released on 
$500 bail and the case was still pending. 


On May 18, 1987, federal agents armed with war- 
rants raided Coddington’s mobile home, freeing Thoma 
and Berge from a boarded-up bedroom where they were 
held captive. The bodies of Maybelle Martin and 
Dorothy Walsh were found in an adjoining room, 
bound up in plastic garbage bags. On May 20, Codding- 
ton was arraigned on two counts of murder, with five 
other counts charging rape and acts of deviate sexual 
abuse against the teenaged victims. 


With their man in custody, authorities began to 
search his background, and they soon discovered links 
with yet another crime. In August 1981, 12-year-old 
Sheila Keister had been kidnapped, raped and strangled 
in Las Vegas, her body discarded beside an unpaved 
road on Sunrise Mountain, east of town. Upon exam- 
ination, prosecutors charged that dental casts obtained 
from Coddington matched bite marks on the dead girls 
body, and another charge of homicide was filed on July 
22, 1987. 


CODE, 
NATHANIEL ROBERT, Jr. 


A native of Shreveport, Louisiana, bisexual Nathaniel 
Code was convicted of aggravated rape in March 1976, 
sentenced to fifteen years imprisonment. Paroled for 
“good behavior” during January 1984, he returned 
home and was married two years later. From all 
appearances, he was reformed, a pleasant family man, 
but dark compulsions lurked beneath the surface, 
driving him to savage acts of violence in his own 
community. Before his ultimate arrest, he would 
dispatch at least twelve victims in a three-year period, 
and homicide investigators feel his crimes may span the 
1970s as well, with victims yet unknown. 
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The first official casualty was Debra Ford, stabbed to 
death in her home — a block from Code’s residence — 
on August 31, 1984. Ford had been bound before she 
died, and there were no signs of forced entry at the 
scene, suggesting that she knew her killer and invited 
him inside. 

Ten months later, circumstances were nearly identical 
in the stabbing death of 48-year-old Wes Burks, a 
Shreveport homosexual. Burks’ home was fitted with a 
set of burglar bars, and again there was no sign of forced 
entry, leading police to surmise that his death had 
resulted from a “date” gone wrong. 


On July 18, 1985, Monica Barnum, age 20, was 
found tied up in her apartment, strangled with a wire 
coat hanger. The next morning, Shreveport police were 
called out to the scene of a grisly massacre, four victims 
bound with electric cord, listed as dead on arrival. 
Vivian Chaney, 34, had been strangled and drowned in 
her own bathtub, while other members of her family — 
including her common-law husband, her brother, and a 
teenaged daughter — had been killed in different rooms, 
two of them shot in the head, one with a slashed throat. 
Two younger daughters, nine and ten, had saved 
themselves by hiding in a closet while the killer ran 
amok. They offered vague descriptions of a husky black 
man, but police were still no closer to a suspect in the 
case. 


On February 21, 1986, Johnny Jenkins was bound 
and stabbed to death in his home, while victim Jake 
Mills met an identical fate on December 12 of that year. 
Murder struck closer to home on August 5, 1987, 
claiming 73-year-old William Code and his two 
“adopted grandsons” — brothers Eric Williams, age 
eight, and Joe Robinson, Jr., age 10 — in the house 
where Nathaniel Code was raised. Police picked Code 
up the next morning, confiscating several weapons in the 
process, and by August 7 they were tentatively closing 
down a dozen unsolved cases. 


There were problems along the way — witnesses 
refused to identify Code as the perpetrator of the 
Chaney massacre — but his palm print was matched to 
a print from the bathtub where Vivian Chaney was 
murdered. Indicted on five counts of first-degree 
murder, including that of Debra Ford, Code was held 
over for trial on capital charges. Investigation in seven 
other slayings was eventually suspended on grounds of 
insufficient evidence. 


CODY, EDMUND J. 


A long-haul truck driver, Cody was convicted of 
slaying his ninth wife in 1971, after her strangled, 
decomposing remains were found by police in the trunk 
of his car. Sentenced to life on that charge, he remains 
a prime suspect in eight other cases, including four of 
his wives who are known to be dead, and four who 
remain missing. 


COLE, CARROLL EDWARD 


Carroll Cole (right), with the author (left) 


A death wish, once in custody, is not unusual among 
compulsive killers. Carroll Edward Cole, admitted 
murderer of thirteen persons, was securely serving out 
a term of life in Texas, with parole a possibility in seven 
years, when he elected voluntarily to face a pair of 
murder charges in Nevada, fully conscious of the fact 
that he would be condemned to die upon conviction. 
Once the sentence had been passed, facilitated by his 
guilty plea, Cole staunchly fended off appeals and efforts 
of assorted liberal groups to interpose themselves on his 
behalf. His execution, in December 1985, immediately 
paved the way for others in the Western states, but 
Cole’s significance lies elsewhere — in the man himself, 
and in “the system’s” failure to prevent his crimes. 


When Cole was five years old his mother forced him 
to accompany her on extramarital excursions in his 
father’s absence, using torture to extract a pledge of 
silence, making him a bruised accomplice to her own 


adultery. As he grew older, Cole was forced to dress in 
frilly skirts and petticoats for the amusement of his 
mother’s friends, dispensing tea and coffee at sadistic 
“parties” where the women gathered to make sport of 
“mama’s little girl.” Enrolled in elementary school two 
years behind his peers, Cole grew up fearing for his 
masculinity, intensely sensitive to jokes about his “sissy” 
given name. At nine, he drowned a playmate who made 
fun of him, avoiding punishment when careless officers 
dismissed the murder as an accident. He had begun to 
fight habitually at school, and once contrived to maim 
the winner of a yo-yo contest in which Cole had come 
out second-best: while playing on a piece of road 
equipment, he engaged the gears and crushed his rival’s 
hand inside the dozer’s massive treads. 


In adolescence, Cole accumulated numerous arrests 
for drunkenness and petty theft. He joined the Navy 
after dropping out of high school, but was discharged for 
the theft of pistols, which he used to fire at cars along 
the San Diego highways. Back at home in Richmond, 
California, during 1960, he attacked two couples with 
a hammer as they parked along a darkened lover’s lane. 
Increasingly, he cherished fantasies of strangling girls 
and women who reminded him of his adulterous 
mother. 


Finally, alarmed by violent fantasies which would not 
let him rest, Cole flagged a squad car down in Rich- 
mond and confessed his urges to police. On the advice 
of a police lieutenant, Cole surrendered voluntarily to 
mental health authorities, and spent the next three years 
in institutions where he was regarded as an “anti-social 
personality” who posed no threat to others. Finally 
discharged in 1963, he moved to Dallas, Texas, and 
exacerbated matters by immediately marrying an 
alcoholic prostitute. 


The grim relationship was doomed to failure, filled 
with screaming battles, beatings, the occasional resort to 
weapons. Finally, in 1965, persuaded that his wife was 
servicing the tenants of a motel where they lived, Cole 
torched the place and was imprisoned on an arson 
charge. Upon release, he drifted northward, through 
Missouri, and was jailed again for the attempted murder 
of Virginia Rowden, age eleven. Cole had chosen her at 
random, crept inside her room while she was sleeping, 
and had tried to strangle her in bed; her screams had 
driven him away, and he was readily identified by 
witnesses as her assailant when police arrived. 


Missouri offered Cole more psychiatric treatment 
through assorted inmate programs, but it didn’t take. In 
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1970, he once again surrendered to authorities — this 
time in Reno, Nevada — confessing his desire to rape 
and strangle women. Learned doctors wrote him off as 
a malingerer and set him free, on the condition that he 
leave the state. Cole’s file contains the telling evidence 
of psychiatric failure: “Prognosis: Poor. Condition on 
release: Same as on admittance. Treatment: Express bus 
ticket to San Diego, California.” 


The problem was exported, but it would not go away. 
Within six months of his return to San Diego, Cole 
would kill at least three women. (On the day before his 
execution in Nevada, he suggested that there might have 
been two others in this period, the details of their 
murders blurred by massive quantities of alcohol.) His 
victims, then and later, shared the common trait of 
infidelity to husbands, fiancees, or boyfriends; each 
approached Cole in a bar, accompanied him to lonely 
roads for sex, and laughed about the skill with which 
they “put one over” on their regular companions. 


Moving eastward, Cole picked off another victim in 
Casper, Wyoming, during August 1975. Assorted jail 
terms often interfered with hunting, but he surfaced in 
Las Vegas during 1977, staying long enough to kill a 
prostitute and get himself arrested on a charge of auto 
theft, which was dismissed. A few weeks later, after days 
of drinking, Cole awoke in Oklahoma City to discover 
the remains of yet another woman in his bathtub; 
bloody slices of her buttocks rested in a skillet on the 
stove. 


Returning once again to San Diego, Cole remarried 
— to another “drunken tramp” — and sought the help 
of local counselors to curb his drinking. Given the 
conditions of his home life, it was hopeless, and the urge 
to murder was consuming him, inevitably fueled by 
alcohol, a ravenous obsession. During August 1979, he 
strangled Bonnie Stewart on the premises of his 
employer, dumping her nude body in an alleyway 
adjacent to the store. For weeks, he had been threaten- 
ing to kill his wife — the threats reported to an officer 
in charge of supervising his parole — but when he 
finally succeeded in September, the authorities refused 
to rule her death a homicide. Despite discovery of her 
body, swaddled in a blanket and reposing in a closet of 
Cole’s home, despite Cole’s own arrest while drunkenly 
attempting to prepare a grave beneath a neighbor’s 
house, detectives viewed the death of Diane Cole as 
“natural,” related to her own abuse of drink. 


Taking no chances, Cole hit the road. He claimed 
another victim in Las Vegas, gravitating back to Dallas 
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where, within eleven days in 1980, he would strangle 
three more victims. Though discovered at the final 
murder scene, the victim stretched out at his feet, he was 
again regarded merely as a “casual suspect” by detec- 
tives. Weary of the game at last, Cole startled them with 
his confession to a string of unsolved homicides; at trial, 
in 1981, his guilty plea insured a term of life with 
possible parole, and he was counting down the days to 
freedom when reports of a potential extradition to 
Nevada changed his mind. 


The case of Carroll Edward Cole deserves a place 
among the classics as a showcase of “the system’s” 
abject failure. As a child, young Eddie Cole was failed 
by educators who ignored his late enrollment, failed to 
recognize the signs of chronic child abuse, and dealt 
with adolescent violence as a problem to be swept away, 
referred to other agencies. As a potential murderer who 
sought the help of mental institutions, he was failed by 
the psychologists and psychoanalysts of half a dozen 
states, repeatedly discharged as a malingerer, a harmless 
fake, “no danger to society.” On two occasions, officers 
in San Diego literally caught Cole in the act of an 
attempted murder — and, on each occasion, they 
accepted his ridiculous assertion of a lover’s quarrel, 
offering the would-be killer transportation to his 
home.When violent fantasies became reality, investiga- 
tors with the same department stubbornly ignored 
persuasive evidence, rejecting even Cole’s confession, 
passing off two homicides as drunken accidents, 
dismissing others as the handiwork of angry pimps. In 
Texas, Cole might very well have slipped the net again, 
if he had not elected to confess in cases where detectives 
were inclined to view his homicides as “accidental 
deaths.” In such a case, the system fails not only Carroll 
Edward Cole. It fails us all. 


COLEMAN, ALTON 


Born Elton Coleman in November 1955, the middle 
of five children from a prostitute in the Waukegan 
ghetto, the future terror of the Midwest was raised by 
his maternal grandmother. Dubbed “Pissy” by his 
playmates, for a childhood tendency to wet his pants, 
Coleman grew up running with street gangs, cultivating 
an unsavory reputation. A black who preferred blacks 
as victims, his numerous arrests were concentrated in the 
area of sex crimes, a propensity which led him on a 
lethal crime spree and, eventually, to the death house. 


In January 1974, Coleman was arrested for the 
abduction, rape, and robbery of an elderly woman in 
Waukegan. A bargained guilty plea to simple robbery 
earned him a sentence of two to six years in Joliet 
prison, where he was later accused of molesting male 
inmates. A prison psychiatric profile dubbed Coleman 
a “pansexual, willing to have intercourse with any 
object, women, men, children, whatever.” Free on 
parole, he was charged with rape again in 1976 and 
1980, winning acquittal each time when a jury believed 
that his victims consented to sex. His record reveals a 
total of four rape charges, two counts of deviate sexual 
assault, five of unlawful restraint, and one count for 
indecent liberties with a child. The latter victim was a 
niece of Coleman’s; an angry mother filed the charge, 
but later changed her mind in court. The judge, 
dismayed, branded her new story “completely implau- 
sible.” “I think,” he declared, “the woman as she stands 
here today is terrified by this man.” 


Alton Coleman 


Briefly married, Coleman was abandoned by his 
teenaged wife, who sought police protection when she 
went to claim her various belongings from their home. 


She “just couldn’t take it no more,” and years later, in 
court, she would offer descriptions of Coleman’s 
obsession with bondage, young girls, and perverse, 
violent sex. 


In February 1980, Coleman was accused of raping a 
Waukegan girl at knifepoint, and while never indicted, 
he was also suspect in the rape and strangling of Gina 
Frazier, age 15, in 1982. Reduction of his bail in the 
Waukegan case put Coleman on the street in time to 
launch a rampage which would place him on the FBI’s 
“Most Wanted” list. 


Coleman’s young accomplice in the weeks to come 
was Debra Denise Brown, age 21. The fifth of eleven 
children from a respectable home, she had been engaged 
to marry another man when she met Coleman and fell 
into a semblance of love. Breaking off her engagement, 
she became Coleman’s live-in lover — and, later, his 
confederate in crime. 


On May 29, 1984, Vernita Wheat, age nine, con- 
vinced her mother to let her accompany “Robert 
Knight” and his girlfriend to Waukegan, fifteen miles 
from their home in Kenosha, Wisconsin. The purpose 
of the trip was to retrieve a stereo, described by Vernita 
and “Knight” as a belated Mother’s Day present. When 
the three had not returned the next morning, officers 
were notified. A photo lineup readily identified “Robert 
Knight” as Alton Coleman; his companion had been 
Debra Brown. 


With Coleman’s sinister record in mind, a federal 
grand jury indicted both suspects on kidnapping 
charges, and the FBI went to work. On June 18, 
Tamika Turks, age seven, and her nine-year-old aunt 
were walking near their home in Gary, Indiana, when 
Coleman and Brown pulled in to the curb, asking 
directions. Money was offered in exchange for help, and 
both girls climbed into the car. Confronted with a knife, 
they were driven to a wooded area twelve miles away, 
where Coleman raped and choked Tamika Turks, while 
Debra held her down. Tamika’s aunt was also raped and 
beaten, but she managed to escape. Selection of familiar 
photographs by the survivor added further charges to 
the growing list, and still the fugitives remained elusive. 


The strangled body of Vernita Wheat was found on 
June 19, in an abandoned building in downtown 
Waukegan. That same afternoon, police in Gary 
received a missing-person report on Donna Williams, 
25, a local beauty operator. She had last been seen en 
route to pick up a “nice young couple from Boston,” 
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who had agreed to visit her church. None of them 
showed for the service, but witnesses identified photos 
of Coleman and Brown as recent visitors to the salon 
where Williams worked. On June 27, the missing 
woman’s car was located in Detroit, but Coleman and 
Brown had already surfaced in Motor City, with a 
vengeance. 


On June 24, the couple accosted a Detroit woman 
outside her home, brandishing knives and demanding 
that she drive them to Ohio. The intended victim saved 
herself by deliberately crashing into a parked truck, 
fleeing on foot while the killers took off in her damaged 
vehicle. 


On June 28, Coleman and Brown invaded the home 
of Palmer and Maggie Jones, in Dearborn Heights, 
surprising the middle-aged couple at breakfast. The 
latest victims were beaten with a club, robbed of $86, 
and left bleeding on the floor while the fugitives fled in 
their car. Two days later, a pair of Detroit men offered 
the couple a ride. When Coleman drew a gun, the driver 
grappled with him briefly and escaped. His passenger, 
an invalid, was tossed out on the street, amazingly 
unharmed. 


Verified sightings of Coleman and Brown were 
recorded every day between July 2 and 7. On July 2, 
a middle-aged Detroit couple were attacked in their 
home, beaten with a pipe and subjected to Coleman’s 
incoherent harangue on how blacks were forcing him to 
murder other members of his race. The victims’ stolen 
car was dropped off in Toledo, where another couple 
was assaulted, handcuffed in their home, relieved of 
transportation. A Toledo bartender reportedly 
exchanged shots with Coleman, after the fugitives tried 
to abduct one of the bartender’s patrons. 


On July 7, Coleman and Brown spent the night with 
Virginia Temple, 30, and her ten-year-old daughter, 
Rochelle, in Toledo. Before they left next morning, both 
were strangled, the girl raped, their bodies stuffed into 
a crawlspace beneath the looted home. 


Four days later, on July 11, the remains of Donna 
Williams were discovered in Detroit. She had been 
strangled with a pair of pantyhose. That afternoon, the 
FBI announced that Coleman had been elevated to a 
most unusual eleventh place on its “Most Wanted” list, 
an option used when vicious crimes in progress mark a 
suspect as particularly dangerous. 


And the body-count kept rising. In Cincinnati, 
Tonnie Storey, age 15, had last been seen with individ- 
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uals resembling Brown and Coleman; four days later, 
when her corpse was found, she had been stabbed 
repeatedly, with two shots in the head. On July 13, 
Marlene Walters, 44, became the first white victim of 
the crime spree, bludgeoned in her home at Norwood, 
Ohio, a Cincinnati suburb. Harry Walters, gravely 
injured, managed to describe the killers of his wife as 
two young blacks who had arrived on ten-speed bikes 
and talked their way inside the house, expressing interest 
in the purchase of a camper. When they fled, they had 
been driving Harry’s car. 


On July 16, Coleman and his sidekick abducted 
Oline Carmichal, a Lexington college professor, driving 
him back to Dayton, Ohio, where they left him 
unharmed, locked in the trunk of his car. Rescued on 
July 17, Carmichal described his kidnappers as two 
black men and a woman. The mystery was cleared up 
shortly, with the arrest of Lexington native Thomas 
Harris, who explained that he was “kind of forced” to 
help the fugitives. Harris claimed he had talked 
Coleman and Brown out of killing their latest prisoner. 


A half hour after Carmichal was freed, an elderly 
minister and his wife were found, battered but brea- 
thing, in their Dayton home. Investigation showed that 
Coleman and Brown, using pseudonyms, had met the 
couple a week earlier, spending two nights in their home 
and parting on amiable terms when the minister drove 
them to Cincinnati “for a prayer meeting.” On July 17, 
the couple had returned, beating their former hosts 
severely and making off with the minister’s station 
wagon. 


The latest stolen vehicle was dumped the next day in 
Indianapolis, beside a car wash, where owner Eugene 
Scott, 77, and his car were reported missing. Scott was 
found by searchers hours later, in a ditch near Zionsville; 
he had been stabbed repeatedly, shot four times in the 
head. 


The long trail reached its end in Evanston, Illinois, on 
July 20, 1984. An anonymous tip from a “friend” of the 
fugitives alerted police to their presence in the neighbor- 
hood, and they were soon spotted at a local park. Five 
officers surrounded the couple, relieving Coleman of 
two bloody knives and lifting an unloaded .38 from 
Brown’s purse. That afternoon, Eugene Scott’s missing 
car was found in Evanston, five blocks from where the 
suspects were arrested. Debra Brown had left her 
fingerprints inside. 


In Chicago, a federal magistrate set bond in the 
Wheat case at $25 million cash. “This nation has been 
under a siege,” he declared. “This nation has been under 
a reign of terror not knowing when the next victim was 
going to be taken. I am going to make sure no other 
victim will be subject to this man.” Another bond of $20 
million cash was set for Debra Brown. 


The magistrate need not have worried. Tried separ- 
ately for the murders of Marlene Walters and Tonnie 
Storey, in Cincinnati, both were convicted and sent- 
enced to death in each case. In Indiana, Coleman picked 
up another death sentence for the murder of Tamika 
Turks; 100 years was added for the rape and the 
attempted murder of her aunt. Debra Brown was also 
convicted in that case, hoping for a lighter sentence 
when she slipped the judge a note that read: “I am a 
more kind and understanding and lovable person than 
people think I am.” Unmoved, the judge pronounced 
matching sentences of death, on the murder charge, and 
consecutive 40-year terms on charges of kidnapping and 
child-molesting. Illinois supplied the coup de grace, 
sentencing Coleman to die for the kidnap and murder 
of Vernita Wheat. 


“Y’m dead already,” Coleman told the court before 
pronouncement of his sentence in Waukegan. “You are 
talking to a dead man.” Satisfied that he was nght, 
authorities declined to prosecute the couple in their four 
outstanding homicides. 


COLLINS, 
JOHN NORMAN 


Seven years before Ted Bundy launched his one-man 
war against brunettes in Washington, attractive co-eds 
in the state of Michigan were targeted as victims by 
another human monster. In a two-year period, the 
hunter struck repeatedly, at random, savaging his prey 
with the abandon of a rabid animal. The killer’s 
downfall, when it came, was more dependent on 
coincidence and carelessness than any slick deductions 
on the part of homicide investigators. 


First to die was Mary Fleszar, in July of 1967. 
Vanished from the campus of Eastern Michigan Univer- 
sity at Ypsilanti, she was found by teenaged boys on 
August 7, stabbed to death and decomposing, with her 
hands and feet hacked off. Two days after her remains 
had been identified, a young man turned up at the 
mortuary, asking for permission to take snapshots of the 


body (which was angrily refused). Employees at the 
mortuary could not offer any clear description of the 
man. 


A year elapsed before the second victim was 
abducted, on July 1, 1968. Discovered five days later 
in Ann Arbor, student Joan Schell had been raped and 
stabbed no less than 47 times. Detectives learned that 
she was seen with fellow student John Norman Collins 
on the night she disappeared, but Collins was a 
personable youth, and the police accepted his alibi at 
face value. Another eight months slipped away before 
the body of a third co-ed, Jane Mixer, was discovered 
in a cemetery south of Ypsilanti. Mixer had been 
strangled with a nylon stocking, and a bullet had been 
fired into her brain at point-blank range before her 
corpse was found on March 21, 1969. It was the end 
of quiet times and the beginning of a ruthless siege in 
Ypsilanti, as the co-ed killer stepped up his attacks in 
both ferocity and frequency. 


On March 25, construction workers near the scene of 
Joan Schell’s murder stumbled on another corpse. The 
victim, sixteen-year-old Maralynn Skelton, had been 
killed by crushing blows about the head; a stick had 
been rammed into her vagina, and police reported 
evidence of flogging with a heavy strap or belt before 
she died. Three weeks later, young Dawn Basom, just 
thirteen, was found half-naked in Superior Township, 
strangled with a black electric cord. Her sweater was 
discovered in an old, abandoned farmhouse roughly one 
mile from the point where Mari Fleszar’s body had been 
found in 1967. 


Driven by some unknown urge, the killer now began 
to taunt police. Officers returned to search the empty 
farmhouse for a second time in early April, and 
discovered articles of female clothing which had not 
been there before. A short time later, someone torched 
an old barn on the property where lengths of black 
electric cord had been retrieved; lined up across the 
driveway, officers discovered five clipped lilac blossoms 
— one for each of the outstanding murders on their 
books. 


On June 9, 1969, some teenaged boys found Alice 
Kalom, graduate of EMU, discarded like some broken 
plaything in a vacant field near Ypsilanti. She had been 
raped and stabbed repeatedly, her throat slashed, with 
a bullet fired into her brain before the killer’s rage was 
finally spent. 


The final victim, Karen Beineman, went missing from 
her dorm at EMU on July 23. Her body was discovered 
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three days later, in a wooded gully, strangled, beaten 
savagely, her breasts and stomach scalded with some 
caustic liquid. Karen’s panties had been wadded up and 
stuffed in her vagina, as a sort of grisly afterthought; 
detectives found the garment to be thick with short, 
clipped hairs from someone other than the victim. 


Three days after the discovery of Karen Beineman’s 
body, State Police Corporal David Leik returned to his 
home in Ypsilanti from a family vacation. He disco- 
vered black paint splashed across the basement floor, 
surmising that it had been spilled by his wife’s nephew, 
John Collins, who had cared for the family dog in their 
absence. Checking in for duty after his vacation, Leik 
was told that Collins had been questioned as a suspect 
in the co-ed murders, whereupon he spent an evening 
scraping up the paint, uncovering peculiar brownish 
stains beneath it. Lab analysis reported that the stains 
were only varnish, but in scraping up the paint, Leik had 
been forced to relocate a washer in the basement. 
Underneath it, he discovered tufts of hair belonging to 
his sons, the relics of a family haircut session prior to 
their vacation. Curious, he turned the samples over to 
detectives, and a new report confirmed the clippings 
were identical to hair recovered from the panties left 
with Karen Beineman. In his apparent haste to cover 
what he thought were bloodstains, Collins led detectives 
to the evidence for which they had been waiting all 
along. 


Pretrial investigation showed that Collins was a 
chronic thief who sometimes suffered violent rages, 
usually directed toward some female who had managed 
to offend him. Intimate acquaintances described the 
suspect as an over-sexed and sometimes brutal lover 
who was “into” bondage and repulsed by any contact 
with a woman in her menstrual cycle. (Several of the 
victims had been murdered in their menstrual periods.) 
In June of 1969, he used a worthless check to rent a 
trailer which was later found in California, near the 
scene of yet another unsolved rape and homicide. At 
trial, he was convicted of the Beineman murder and 
consigned to prison for a term of twenty years. 


COLUMBUS, OHIO 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


On May 23, 1966, Loren Bollinger, a 40-year-old 
rocket scientist at Ohio State University in Columbus, 
was ambushed and shot to death outside his downtown 
office. Five bullets were extracted from his corpse, 
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including one which pierced the brain; ballistics tests 
linked the .25-caliber weapon with the murders of two 
gas station attendants, in or near Columbus, in the past 
eight months. Appealing for public help in their search 
for the gunman, police also connected the weapon with 
a case from September 1965, in which another service 
station attendant was robbed, then wounded and left for 
dead by his male assailant. In spite of a description 
offered by the sole surviving victim, homicide investiga- 
tors are no closer to solution of the case at present than 
they were in 1966. 


COMER, CHESTER 


Various motives, including greed and jealousy, have 
been advanced for the sudden, lethal violence which 
overtook Chester Comer in 1935. In retrospect, it seems 
that none of the suggested motivations adequately 
answer for the mayhem of a mind that went abruptly, 
brutally awry. 


Comer’s first known victim was his ex-wife, Eliza- 
beth, whose bullet-riddled body was discovered near 
Kansas City, Kansas, in the fall of 1935. Badly decom- 
posed, the body would not be identified until December, 
by which time Comer had already murdered his second 
wife, Lucille, dumping her nude body in the countryside 
near Edmond, Oklahoma. From Edmond, Comer drove 
southwest to Shawnee, abducting and murdering Ray 
Evans, a local civic leader, stripping his victim before 
dumping the corpse in a field outside of town. 


Veering westward again, Comer picked off his last 
two victims — farmer L.A. Simpson and his son 
Warren, fourteen — leaving their bodies fully clothed 
after he gunned them down, execution-style, in a rural 
pasture. Comer was still driving Simpson’s car when 
Marshal Oscar Morgan stopped him in Blanchard. Shots 
were exchanged, and Comer was fatally wounded. 
Dying, he confessed to “doing away” with Evans and 
the Simpsons, but advanced no explanation for his 
crimes. 


CONNECTICUT 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


On July 1, 1969, Connecticut police announced that 
they were seeking links between the recent deaths of two 
young girls. Mary Mount had been abducted from New 
Canaan on May 27, while Dawn Cave, 14, was 


reported missing from Bethany, three days later and 35 
miles distant. Mount’s body was found on June 17, 
Cave’s remains discovered two weeks later, in a 
meadow northwest of New Haven. Autopsies revealed 
that both girls had been killed shortly after they were 
kidnapped, each dispatched by heavy blows from a 
blunt instrument. 


New York City police entered the case on July 9, 
when nine-year-old Wanda Waldonada was raped and 
strangled in Brooklyn. Witnesses recalled a white car 
near the scene of the crime, sparking memories in 
Connecticut, where another white vehicle — with New 
York license plates — had been reported from Bethany 
and New Canaan, its driver attempting to lure children 
away from their homes. 


The tantalizing “lead” took homicide investigators 
nowhere in their search for suspects. After twenty years, 
the murders in Connecticut and the “connected” crime 
in Brooklyn still remain unsolved, the killer(s) 
unidentified. 


COOK, WILLIAM 


Born in 1929 near Joplin, Missouri, William Cook 
was one of eight children fathered by an alcoholic 
miner. When his mother died, Cook’s father moved the 
family into an abandoned mine shaft, where they lived 
like animals until the old man finally deserted them 
entirely. Welfare workers placed Cook’s silblings in 
foster homes, but little William was repeatedly rejected 
due to a congenital deformity which prevented his right 
eye from closing completely. The resulting “sinister” 
look unnerved prospective foster parents, and Cook 
found placement only when the court agreed to pay his 
room and board. 


Unfortunately, Cook’s appointed foster mother was 
more interested in earning money from the boy than 
raising him correctly. Two years running, Cook was 
given bicycles for Christmas, and they were immediately 
repossessed for lack of payment. As he entered adoles- 
cence, Cook began to run the streets at night and 
practice petty theft; upon his first arrest, he told the court 
he would prefer reform school to his foster home. 
Released a few months later, Cook immediately robbed 
a cab driver of eleven dollars, earning a five-year stretch 
in the reformatory. Violent outbursts there resulted in a 
transfer to state prison, where he earned a reputation as 
a brawler. Once, Cook nearly killed a fellow inmate 


with a baseball bat, the incident resulting from a joke 
about his droopy eyelid. 


Finally released in 1950, at the age of 22, Cook 
stopped in Joplin long enough for a reunion with his 
drunken father, moving west from there with the 
expressed intent to “live by the gun and roam.” He 
picked up the gun — a .32 pistol — in El Paso, Texas, 
traveling as far as California before he doubied back, 
wandering aimlessly across country. The words “Hard 
Luck,” tattooed across the fingers of his left hand, 
foretold the fate of hapless strangers who would cross 
his path. 


In Lubbock, Texas, on December 30, 1950, Cook 
abducted a motorist at gunpoint, pushing north toward 
Joplin. His hostage escaped in Oklahoma, and Cook ran 
out of gas on Highway 66, between Tulsa and Clare- 
more, on New Year’s Eve. Carl Mosser, his wife and 
three children were bound for New Mexico when they 
stopped to help another motorist in trouble, and their 
trip became a nightmare from the moment they laid eyes 
on William Cook. 


Flashing his pistol, Cook ordered Mosser to “drive 
him around.” Stopping for gas and food in Wichita 
Falls, Texas, Mosser tried to disarm his captor, but Cook 
was quicker and stronger, firing several shots at a 
grocery clerk who tried to intervene. Over the next two 
days, Mosser drove Cook through New Mexico, Texas, 
and Arkansas, winding up in the gunman’s old stamping 
grounds, around Joplin. There, Cook massacred the 
family (and their dog), dumping the bodies down an 
abandoned mine shaft before continuing his odyssey. 


His bloodstained car broke down in Osage County, 
Oklahoma, and Cook flagged down a deputy sheriff, 
disarming the officer, whom he left in a roadside ditch, 
his hands bound. Driving the stolen patrol car, Cook 
stopped a traveling salesman, Robert Dewey, and 
changed vehicles again, forcing Dewey to head for 
California. On arrival, Cook dispatched his hostage 
execution-style, the corpse and car alerting lawmen to 
his presence on the coast. 


Pushing south, Cook crossed the border at Tijuana, 
picking up two more male hostages en route. On 
January 15, 1951, he was recognized by the police chief 
in Santa Rosaria and disarmed without a struggle. 
Returned to California for trial, on murder charges, 
Cook was convicted and sentenced to die. He was 
executed in San Quentin’s gas chamber on December 
12952; 
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COOKE, ERIC EDGAR 


Ostracized in childhood for his harelip and cleft 
palate, Eric Cooke grew up an angry, brooding loner in 
the neighborhood of Perth, Australia. As a young man, 
he was prone to accidents, suffering repeated mishaps on 
the job. His injuries included several traumas to the 
head, and it remains unclear to what extent brain 
damage may have charted Eric’s future course of 
violence. 


Sexually, Cooke preferred the non-participating role 
of a voyeur. He also had a flair for burglary and arson, 
serving eighteen months in jail for burning down a 
church where he had lately been rejected in a choir 
audition. Later, Eric torched a theater, apparently for 
spite. He was accelerating toward a mental detonation 
which would rock Australia with its violence, confound- 
ing homicide investigators with a scarcity of clues. 


On February 2, 1959, Pnena Berkman was attacked 
while sleeping in her Perth apartment, stabbed repeat- 
edly and fatally before she had a chance to struggle with 
her killer. The police discounted sex and robbery as 
motives; she had not been raped, and nothing had been 
stolen. 


Ten months later, on December 20, Jillian Brewster, 
age 22, was found in bed at home, another murder 
victim. Jillian’s killer had employed a knife and hatchet, 
hacking at her face before (or after) he delivered lethal 
stab wounds. She had died sometime between midnight, 
December 19, when her fiancee left the house, and 9:00 
a.m. the next morning, when her body was discovered. 
Once again, there was no rape, no sign of robbery. 


Fifteen months elapsed without a break in the 
disturbing homicides. The citizens of Perth were happy 
to forget until, on April 17, 1961, a deaf mute held in 
jail on unrelated charges suddenly confessed the 
Brewster killing. He possessed an iron-clad alibi for 
Pnena Berkman’s murder, and in August, at his trial, he 
would recant the earlier confession, but in vain. 
Convicted on a murder charge, he was condemned to 
hang. 


On April 7, 1961, a middle-aged businessman parked 
with a young barmaid in the Perth suburb of Cottesloe. 
Distracted by each other, they were unaware of the 
approaching gunman as he stood beside their car, took 
aim, squeezed off a single shot. His bullet drilled the 
woman’s hand and pierced her male companion’s neck. 
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Both wounds were superficial, and they managed to 
provide police with a description of the young man they 
saw running from the scene. By that time, though, the 
sniper had already struck again. 


Within the hour, Perth authorities were notified that 
local resident George Walmsley had been killed by one 
shot through the forehead, murdered in the act of 
answering the doorbell which had roused him out of bed 
at 4:00 a.m. Nearby, a landlady awakened by sirens of 
police cruisers rushing to Walmsley’s house stopped in 
to tell her roomer there was unaccustomed action in the 
neighborhood. She found John Sturkey, age 19, a 
student, lying on the open balcony outside his room, a 
bullet in his head. He died a short time later, at the 
hospital. 


It seemed the grisly night would never end. At 8:10 
in the morning, officers were told that yet another victim 
had been found. The latest human target, an accountant, 
29, had been shot down sometime within the past six 
hours. Surgeons saved his life, although he lingered for 
a time in critical condition. Like the other victims of the 
shooting spree, he had been wounded by a .22-caliber 
weapon. 


On August 10, a married couple coming home at 2 
a.m. discovered babysitter Shirley McLeod, age 19, 
lying dead in their Dalkeith home. The single bullet 
which had pierced her skull was, once again, a .22. 


On August 17, an elderly couple gathering wildflow- 
ers near the Canning River found a rifle lying in the 
brush and called police. Ballistics tests confirmed it was 
the weapon used to kill the babysitter one week earlier. 
The rifle was impounded, replaced with a look-alike, 
and detectives staked out the scene. They waited fifteen 
days before a man arrived to claim the weapon, and 
they took him into custody without a struggle. 


Suspect Eric Cooke was 32 years old, married, the 
father of seven. Family life, apparently, had failed to 
calm him down from youthful days of burglary and 
arson. He confessed to killing Shirley McLeod, and 
when ballistics tests revealed the captured rifle had not 
been employed on January 27, he led homicide 
detectives to the place where a second gun was fished 
out of the Swan River, near Perth. This time, ballistics 
matched across the board. 


Interrogation of the killer failed to yield a motive, 
Cooke insisting that he shot six people, killing three, 
because he “just wanted to hurt somebody.” Convicted 
on a triple murder count in late November 1963, Eric 


Cooke was hanged October 24, 1964. At execution 
time, police considered him their prime — and only — 
suspect in the hacking deaths from 1959. 


CORLL, DEAN ARNOLD 


Elmer Henley (center) 


Indiana born, on Christmas Eve of 1939, Dean Corll 
grew up in a combative home, his parents quarreling 
constantly. They were divorced while Corll was still an 
infant, then remarried after World War II, but Dean’s 
father provided no stabilizing influence, regarding his 
children with thinly-veiled distaste, resorting to harsh 
punishment for the smallest infractions. When the 
couple separated a second time, Corll and his younger 
brother were left with a series of sitters, their mother 
working to support the family on her own. Rheumatic 
fever left Dean with a heart condition, resulting in 
frequent absence from school, and he seemed to 
welcome the change when his mother remarried, 
moving the family to Texas. A part-time business 
making candy soon expanded to become their liveli- 
hood, and Corll was generous with samples as he sought 
to win new friends. 


In 1964, despite his heart condition, Corll was drafted 
into military service, where he displayed the first signs 
of flagrant homosexuality. On turning thirty, in 
December 1969, he seemed to undergo a sudden shift 
in personality, becoming hypersensitive and glum. He 
had begun to spend his time with teenage boys, like 
David Owen Brooks and Elmer Wayne Henley, passing 
out free candy all around, hosting glue- and paint- 


sniffing parties at his apartment in Pasadena, a suburb 
of Houston. At the same time, he displayed a sadistic 
streak, leaning toward bondage in his sexual relation- 
ships with young men and boys. On one occasion, 
during 1970, Brooks entered the apartment to find Corll 
nude, with two naked boys strapped to a homemade 
torture rack. Embarrassed, Corll released his playmates 
and offered Brooks a car in return for his promise of 
silence. Later, as his passion turned to bloodlust, Corll 
would use Brooks and Henley as procurers, ‘offering 
$200 per head for fresh victims. 


The date of Corll’s first murder is uncertain. Brooks 
would place it sometime in mid-1970, the victim 
identified as college student Jeffrey Konen, picked up 
while hitchhiking. Most of Corll’s victims were drawn 
from a seedy Houston neighborhood known as the 
Heights, their disappearances blithely ignored by police 
accustomed to dealing with runaways. Two were friends 
and neighbors of Henley, delivered on order to Corll, 
and sometimes the candy man killed two victims at 
once. In December 1970, he murdered 14-year-old 
James Glass and 15-year-old David Yates in one sitting. 
The following month, brothers Donald and Jerry 
Waldrop joined the missing list, with Wally Simineaux 
and Richard Embry slaughtered in October 1972. 
Another pair of brothers — Billy and Mike Baulch — 

were killed at separate times, in May 1972 and July 
1973, respectively. Corll’s youngest known victim was 
a nine-year-old neighbor, residing across the street from 
Dean’s apartment. 


On August 8, 1973, a tearful phone call from Elmer 
Henley summoned Pasadena police officers to Corll’s 
apartment. They found the candy man dead, six bullet 
holes in his shoulder and back, with Henley claiming he 
had killed his “friend” in self-defense. The violence had 
erupted after Henley brought a girl to one of Corll’s 
paint-sniffing orgies, driving the homosexual killer into 
a rage. Corll had threatened Elmer with a gun, then 
taunted his young friend when Henley managed to 
disarm him. Frightened for his life, Henley insisted that 
he shot Corll only to save himself. But, there was 
more... 


That afternoon, he led detectives to a rented boat shed 
in southwest Houston, leaving authorities to unearth 
seventeen victims from the earthen floor. A drive to 
Lake Sam Rayburn turned up four more graves, while 
six others were found on the beach at High Island, for 
a total of 27 dead. Henley insisted there were at least 
two more corpses in the boat shed, plus two more at 
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High Island, but police called off the search, content to 
know that they had broken California’s record in the 
Juan Corona case. (In The Man with the Candy, author 
Jack Olsen suggests that other victims might be buried 
around Corll’s candy shop, but authorities show no 
interest in pursuing the case further.) 


In custody, Brooks and Henley confessed their role in 
procuring victims for Corll through the years, with 
Brooks fingering Henley as the trigger man in at least 
one slaying. “Most of the killings that occurred after 
Wayne came into the picture involved all three of us,” 
he told police. “Wayne seemed to enjoy causing pain.” 


Convicted of multiple murder in August 1974, 
Henley was sentenced to life imprisonment, with Brooks 
drawing an identical term in March 1975S. A year later, 
Houston authorities announced that recent investiga- 
tions of child pornography had linked other local 
pedophiles with Corll’s murder ring, but no prosecutions 
were forthcoming. Elmer Henley’s conviction was 
overturned on appeal in December 1978, based on the 
issue of pre-trial publicity, but he was convicted and 
sentenced a second time, in June 1979. 


CORONA, JUAN VALLEJO 


Juan Corona 


A native of Mexico, born in 1934, Corona turned up 
in Yuba City, California, as a migrant worker in the 
early 1950s. Unlike most of his kind, he stayed on after 
the harvest, putting down roots and establishing a 
family, graduating from the role of picker in the fields 
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to become a successful labor contractor. By his mid- 
thirties, Corona was known to ranchers throughout the 
county, supplying crews on demand. There was a bit of 
trouble during 1970, when a young Mexican was 
wounded — his scalp laid open by a machete — in the 
cafe run by Corona’s homosexual brother, Natividad. 
Upon recovery, the victim filed suit against Natividad 
Corona, seeking $250,000 in damages, and the accused 
hacker fled back to Mexico, leaving the case unresolved. 
No one linked Juan with the crime; its violence scarcely 
seemed to touch his life. 


ANG Vet ons 


On May 19, 1971, a Japanese farmer was touring his 
orchard when he noticed a fresh hole, roughly the size 
of a grave, excavated between two fruit trees. One of 
Corona’s migrant crews was working nearby, and the 
farmer shrugged it off until that night, when he returned 
and found the hole filled in. Suspicious, he summoned 
deputies to the site next morning, and a bit of spade 
work revealed the fresh corpse of transient Kenneth 
Whitacre. The victim had been stabbed, his face and 
skull torn open by the blows of something like a cleaver 
or machete. Detectives logged the case as a sex crime, 
after finding pieces of gay literature in Whitacre’s 
pocket. 


Four days later, workers on a nearby ranch reported 
the discovery of a second grave. It yielded the remains 
of drifter Charles Fleming, but police were still working 
on his I.D. when they found the next burial site, and the 
next. In all, they spent nine days exhuming bodies from 
the orchard, counting twenty-five before the search was 
terminated on June 4. In Melford Sample’s grave, 
deputies found two meat receipts dated May 21, signed 
with the name of “Juan V. Corona.” On June 4, Joseph 
Maczak’s remains would be discovered with two bank 
receipts, bearing the same signature. Some of the corpses 
were fresh, while others — like that of Donald Smith 
— had clearly been in the ground for months. (Medical 
examiners estimated that the first murders had occurred 
around February 1971.) Most of the victims were 
stabbed or hacked to death, with several bearing signs 
of homosexual assault. Four of the dead were ultimately 
unidentified; the rest were migrant workers, rootless 
drifters, with a sprinkling of skid row alcoholics. None 
of them had been reported missing by surviving 
relatives. The bank and meat receipts placed Juan 
Corona at the murder scenes, and he was held for trial. 
Defense attorneys tried to blame the murders on 
Natividad, a known homosexual given to fits of 


violence, but no one could document his presence in 
California during the murder spree. Jurors deliberated 
45 hours before convicting Corona on all counts, in 
January 1973. A month later, he was sentenced to 25 
consecutive terms of life imprisonment. 


The case — which set an American record for 
individual murder convictions at the time — was not 
completed, yet. Reports issued in December 1973 
linked Corona with the death of a twenty-sixth victim, 
but no new charges were filed. In May 1978, an appeals 
court ordered a new trial for Corona, finding his prior 
legal defense incompetent. The retrial was delayed by 
periods of psychiatric observation and a jailhouse 
stabbing in 1980, which cost Corona the sight in one 
eye. Convicted again in the spring of 1982, Corona was 
returned to prison on a new sentence of 25 life terms. 


COSTA, ANTONE CHARLES 


Born in 1945, Costa was an infant when his father 
died in World War II. Around the age of seven, Costa 
told his mother that “a man” was entering his room by 
night, and he identified a photo of his father as the silent 
prowler. In November 1961, at age sixteen, he invaded 
a Somerville, Massachusetts, apartment, bending over 
the bed of a teenage girl before she woke and her 
screams drove him off. Three days later, he returned and 
tried to drag her down the stairs of her apartment house, 
but neighbors intervened. Convicted of burglary and 
assault on January 4, 1962, he drew a one-year 
suspended sentence, with three years probation. 


Costa was married in April 1963, fathering three 
children before drugs complicated the relationship, 
producing bizarre and irresponsible behavior. In June 
1966, he brought home two hippie girls — Bonnie 
Williams and Diane Federoff — with the announce- 
ment that he would be driving them to Pennsylvania, 
moving on alone from there to California. Later, Costa 
told police he drove the girls to Hayward, California, 
but they never got there. Costa surfaced at his home in 
Massachusetts, ten days later, and the girls are now 
believed to be his first known victims. 


In August 1967, hiking in the Truro woods, near 
Provincetown, Costa shot a female acquaintance with 
an arrow, afterward apologizing for the “accident.” By 
early 1968 his marriage was in shambles, and he drove 
to California in the latter days of January, settling briefly 
in San Francisco’s free-swinging Haight-Ashbury 


district. Girlfriend Barbara Spaulding left her child with 
relatives and vanished on the day that Costa left for 
Massachusetts. She was never seen again, and homicide 
detectives now believe that Costa murdered her, as well. 


Back home in Massachusetts, Costa burglarized a 
doctor’s office on May 17, stealing various surgical 
instruments and drugs valued at $5,000. A week later, 
18-year-old Sydney Monzon vanished from her home in 
Provincetown; her disappearance was reported to police 
on June 14. By August, Costa was divorced; his brand- 
new live-in lover, Susan Perry, lasted for a week before 
she disappeared, September 10. When questioned, 
Costa told his friends that she had “gone to Mexico.” 


In mid-September, Costa was arrested for driving 
with a suspended driver’s license. Later, on the twenty- 
fifth, he was picked up for failure to support his wife and 
children, held in custody until November 8. Upon 
release, he started spending time and sharing drugs with 
Christine Gallant, another habitue of the “hip” scene. 
On the weekend of November 23, Gallant was found 
dead in her New York apartment, drowned in the 
bathtub after a barbiturate overdose. 


On January 24, 1969, Patricia Walsh and Mary 
Anne Wysocki disappeared on a visit to Provincetown. 
Two weeks later, searchers found a woman’s mutilated 
body at the Old Truro cemetery, identified as the last 
remains of Susan Perry. On March 4, the dismembered 
bodies of Walsh, Wysocki, and Sydney Monzon were 
found buried together, a mile and a half from the first 
grave site. Walsh and Wysocki had both been shot in 
the head, with hearts removed from all three victims; the 
remains bore human teeth marks, and the coroner 
discovered evidence of necrophilia. 


Investigators learned that Walsh and Wysocki had 
met Antone Costa in Provincetown. Found in posses- 
sion of their car, Costa produced a suspicious bill of sale, 
claiming he purchased the vehicle before the women 
“left for Canada.” He was arrested on suspicion of 
murder after detectives learned that the burial site was 
Costa’s private “garden,” used for stashing drugs and 
growing marijuana. 


In custody, the suspect changed his story several 
times, twice implicating innocent friends in the murders, 
repeatedly failing polygraph examinations. His first 
psychiatric exam, on March 31, resulted in the diagnosis 
of a “schizoid personality.” Three months later, a second 
psychiatrist characterized Costa as “a modern- “day 
‘Marquis de Sade’ ” and a “sexually dangerous man,’ 
capable of murder. The floodgates opened on July 12; 
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1969, when Costa finally confessed to the murder of 
Mary Wysocki. 


Costa’s trial opened on May 6, 1970, ending with his 
conviction on four counts of murder. Sentenced to life 
imprisonment on May 29, he began stocking his cell 
with books on ritual magic and the occult, including a 
copy of Anton LaVey’s Satanic Bible. Four years later, 
on May 12, 1974, Costa was found hanging in his prison 
cell, a leather belt around his neck. The death was held 
to be a suicide. 


COTA, 
FERNANDO VELAZCO 


It should have been a routine traffic stop. Two 
officers of the California Highway Patrol noticed the 
white van around 8:00 p.m. on October 14, 1984, 
weaving erratically in the fast lane of Highway 101, 
some fifteen miles north of San Jose. Suspecting alcohol 
at work, they stopped the van and left their cruiser, 
moving in on foot. The driver seemed more nervous 
than intoxicated. When they asked to look inside the 
van, their suspect suddenly erupted from the driver’s 
seat, a pistol in his hand. 


Incredibly, the gunman started shouting, “Kill me! 
Kill me! [I’m very sick. If you don’t kill me, Vil kill 
myself!” With that, he jammed the barrel of his gun 
inside his open mouth and fired a single shot, producing 
almost instant death. 


Inside the van, a wooden box resembling a coffin held 
the body of a young, dead woman. She was nude except 
for panties and a pair of stockings; chains and rope 
secured her hands. She had been raped and strangled. 
Subsequent investigation named the victim as Kim 
Dunham, 21, reported missing one day earlier. The 
driver of the van — and Kim’s apparent murderer — 

was local resident Fernando Cota. An examination of 
the dead man’s record showed a rape conviction from 
E| Paso, Texas, during 1975. Cota had attacked a nurse, 
and two days later mailed a note which read: “Sorry 
about the argument we had. Still loving you.” The 
“argument” earned Cota twenty years in prison, eight of 
which he served before parole released him in Sep- 
tember 1983. His wife had left him, with their children, 
while Fernando did his time, and on release he moved 
to California, settling in San Jose. A young woman and 
her daughter moved in with Cota in May 1984, but they 
soon departed, citing his behavior as “too weird.” 
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Kim Dunham’s murder, and the killer’s wild 
“confession,” prompted local homicide investigators to 
review the other open cases in their files. Immediately, 
they began to see a common thread in other recent sex- 
related murders. 


On September 10, a co-ed, Kelly Ralston, 21, was 
stabbed to death by an intruder in her San Jose 
apartment. One day later, housewife Gwendolyn 
Hoffman, 57, disappeared from her home in Campbell, 
a San Jose suburb; on September 13, her strangled body 
was recovered from the trunk of her own car, two miles 
from her home. Tania Zack disappeared on September 
15, when her car ran out of gas near Los Gatos. Her 
body was recovered on October 5, discarded in a 
roadside ditch; she had been raped and bludgeoned, 
rope burns on her wrists suggesting she was held alive 
for some time after her abduction. 


Lori Miller, 20, was the manager of a cafe in San 
Jose. She was reported missing by her live-in boyfriend 
on September 26, when he came home from work to 
find their phone off the hook, eggs burning on the stove, 
the smoke alarm buzzing in an empty house. That 
afternoon, he told detectives, someone posing as a 
plumber had come knocking at their door, but Loni, 
learning that her landlord had no knowledge of the visit, 
told the man to leave. Her semi-naked corpse was found 
October 6, in a ravine a few miles south of San Jose. 
She had been bound and tortured, strangled, raped. 
With hindsight and a suspect’s address fresh in hand, 
detectives realized Fernando Cota had resided in a block 
of apartments directly behind Miller’s home. 


And there were other victims, tentatively added to the 
list. Joan Leslie, 28, a transient, had been stabbed to 
death, her corpse recovered in a subdivision near Aptos, 
fifteen miles due south of San Jose. In San Jose itself, 
September 30, a group of children had reported rancid 
odors emanating from an empty house, within two 
blocks of Lori Miller’s home. Inside, police discovered 
the remains of 29-year-old Teresa Sunder, first reported 
missing two weeks earlier. She had been raped and 
beaten brutally by her assailant. 


Fernando Cota, having spared the residents of 
California an expensive trial, is definitely linked with 
only one of eight crimes in the five-week murder 
rampage. Still, detectives are convinced, by the proxim- 
ity of time and place, that Cota was responsible for all 
the homicides in question. 


COTTINGHAM, 
RICHARD FRANCIS 


On December 2, 1979, New York City firemen 
responded to an alarm at a seedy hotel on West 42nd 
Street, not far from Times Square. They fought their 
way through smoky corridors to quench a blaze inside 
one room, discovering two women’s bodies there. 
Stretched out on separate beds, the headless corpses also 
had their hands removed, legs doused with lighter fluid 
and set on fire. The missing parts were never found, but 
X-rays identified one victim as 22-year-Old Deedeh 
Goodarzi, a Kuwaiti immigrant who earned her living 
as a prostitute. Goodarzi’s young companion in death 
was never identified. 


The crime reminded homicide detectives of another 
unsolved case. Teenage hooker Helen Sikes had 
disappeared from Times Square in January, turning up 
in Queens, her throat slashed so deeply that she was 
nearly decapitated. Her severed legs were found a block 
away, laid side-by-side in ritual fashion, as if still 
attached to the body. 


There were no leads in either case, and police were 
no closer to a suspect on May 5, 1980, when teenaged 
prostitute Valerie Street was found beaten and strangled, 
stuffed beneath a bed at a motel in Hasbrouck Heights, 
New Jersey. In addition to the savage beating, her 
breasts had been gnawed so violently that one nipple 
was nearly severed. Detectives recalled that a young 
nurse, Maryann Carr, had been brutally slain at the 
same motel on December 16, 1977, but the connections 
seemed tenuous, at best. 


The similarities were obvious on May 15, when 
prostitute Jean Reyner was found stabbed to death in 
a 29th Street hotel near Times Square, her breasts 
severed, the body set afire. A week later, on May 22, 
officers were called back to the motel in Hasbrouck 
Heights, responding to reports of a woman screaming. 
They bagged a man emerging from the room, and went 
inside to find his teenage victim naked, handcuffed to 
the bed, hysterical from pain and fear. She had been 
beaten, raped and sodomized, forced to perform oral sex 
at knifepoint, after which her assailant slashed her with 
his blade, biting her breasts until they bled. 


The prisoner, 33-year-old Richard Cottingham, made 
an unlikely suspect at first glance. A respected family 
man from Lodi, New Jersey, he ran computers for a 


major health insurance firm. On the other hand, 
arresting officers had relieved him of handcuffs, a leather 
gag and two “slave” collars, a switchblade and replica 
pistol, plus several bottles of pills. A search of Cottingh- 
am’s home turned up a bizarre “trophy room,” contain- 
ing personal effects from several of the murdered 
prostitutes. 


Investigation of the suspect’s background revealed 
two arrests for consorting with hookers in the early 
1970s, with both cases dismissed. In April 1980, 
Cottingham’s wife had filed for divorce, charging him 
with “extreme cruelty” and refusal to engage in marital 
sex since late 1976. The divorce affidavits further 
alleged that Cottingham was an habitual, patron of gay 
bars and homosexual “spas” in Manhattan. 


Despondent in custody, Cottingham smashed a lens 
of his spectacles and attempted suicide by slashing his 
wrists with the glass. Surviving that attempt and two 
others, he was held under $250,000 bond while 
detectives built their overwhelming case against him. In 
addition to multiple murder counts, Cottingham was 
linked with the brutal abduction and rape of three 
surviving victims — including two prostitutes and a 
young housewife — during 1978. 


In May 1981, Cottingham was convicted on fifteen 
felony counts related to the murder of Valerie Street, 
drawing a sentence of 173 to 197 years in prison. A year 
later, conviction on second-degree murder charges in the 
death of Maryann Carr added another sentence of 20 
years to life. In 1984, convicted on three counts of 
second-degree murder, involving Times Square prosti- 
tutes, Cottingham earned a final sentence of 75 years to 
life. 


COYNER, JAMES H.: 
See ROBINSON, ALONZO 


CRAINE, LOUIS 


An unemployed construction worker, 30-year-old 
Louis Craine was arrested by Los Angeles police on 
May 29, 1987, charged with strangling and sexually 
assaulting prostitute Carolyn Barney the same day. 
Evidence collected after Craine’s arrest linked him with 
the murders of Loretta Perry, found on January 25, and 
Vivian Collins, discovered on March 18. With multiple 
murders and rapes involved, prosecutors announced 
their intention of seeking the death penalty. 
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In custody, Craine named his brother Roger as a 
participant in the Perry and Collins murders, but no 
further homicide charges were filed. Roger Craine was 
charged with assaulting prostitute Cheryl Williams, a 
case in which brother Louis faced additional counts of 
oral copulation and forced sodomy. Louis was further 
charged in the beating of a family friend, Yolanda 
Parker, and detectives named him as a suspect int the 
death of a black “John Doe” discovered behind his 
apartment complex in 1986. 


Things went from bad to worse for Craine in January 
1988, with the addition of two more homicide counts 
to his growing rap sheet. Sheila Burton and Gail Ficklin 
had been slain in November 1984 and August 1985, 
respectively, listed as victims of the elusive “Southside 
slayer” until Craine’s arrest brought new evidence to 
light. On January 15, authorities added Carolyn 
Barney’s name to the “Southside” roster, noting that 
Craine had been definitely cleared in fourteen other 
deaths attributed to the anonymous killer. 


Brought to trial in July 1988, Craine was rescued 
from conviction by a mistrial, after jurors were exposed 
to “inadvertent evidence.” The panel had begun 
deliberations, and had voted unanimously for conviction 
on one murder count, when juror Kathy Hurada began 
reading aloud from a statement by Craine’s younger 
brother, Shatay. As it turned out, the statement had not 
been admitted into evidence, but was accidentally sent 
to the jury room through a clerical error. In order to 
protect Craine’s rights, the judge declared a mistrial, 
throwing out the single-count conviction. A new trial 
was scheduled for January 1989. (See also: Siebert, 
Daniel Lee; “Southside Slayer”) 


CREECH, 
THOMAS EUGENE 


Charged with double homicide in Ada County, 
Idaho, in 1975, Tom Creech astounded his jailers by 
confessing to 42 murders, allegedly committed over 
thirteen states since 1967. In his statement, Creech 
alleged that many of the homicides were sacrifices 
ordered by a cult of Satanists; a biker gang reportedly 
commissioned others, sometimes paying Creech upon 
completion of a “contract.” Several jurisdictions airily 
dismissed the tales as fantasy, while others claimed that 
bodies had been found by following the prisoner’s 
directions. By October 1975, Creech was reliably linked 
with at least nine murders, including two in Idaho, two 
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in Oregon, two in Nevada, and one each in the states 
of Arizona, California and Wyoming. 


Ironically, for all of his confessions, Creech denied the 
double murder which had led to his arrest in Idaho. 
Itinerant housepainters John Bradford and John Arnold 
were shot to death in Ada County after giving Creech 
a ride, but Creech professed that he had merely been a 
witness to the crime. His traveling companion, 18-year- 
old Carole Spaulding, had been charged as an accessory 
to murder in the case, but Creech named Spaulding’s 
teenaged sister — with a missing youth named “Danny” 
— as the killers. Members of his jury were unimpressed, 
and Creech was convicted on two counts of first-degree 
murder on October 23, 1975. State law made the death 
penalty automatic, and he was formally sentenced to 
hang on March 25, 1976. 


Investigation of Creech’s confessions, meanwhile, 
listed his verified victims as Gordon Stanton and 
Charles Miller, killed near Las Vegas; Sandra Ramsa- 
moog, 19, of Salem, Oregon; William Dean, in Por- 
tland, Oregon; Riogley McKenzie, murdered outside 
Baggs, Wyoming; Vivian Robinson, of Sacramento, 
California; and Paul Schrader, age 70, in Tucson, 
Arizona. Creech gave directions to alleged Satanic ritual 
sites near San Diego, Seattle, and Missoula, Montana, 
but authorities describe the solid evidence as negative in 
each case. As with Henry Lucas a decade later, many 
of Creech’s confessions remain impossible to verify or 
disprove. 


CROYDON MURDERS, THE 


The unsolved poisoning of three victims in South 
Croydon, England, during 1928 and ’29, involved two 
interrelated families, the Sydneys and the Duffs. No 
motive was ascertained in the crimes, and at this writing 
no suspect has been identified. 


First in the series of victims was Edmund Creighton 
Duff, age 59, the son-in-law of elderly Violet Sydney. 
Returning to his Croydon home on April 26, 1928, at 
the conclusion of a fishing holiday, Duff complained of 
nausea and leg cramps after eating supper. His condition 
worsened overnight, and he was pronounced dead on 
April 27. An autopsy yielded negative results, and his 
death was ascribed to unknown “natural causes.” 


Ten months later, on February 14, 1929, Vera 
Sydney, Violet’s 40-year-old daughter, remarked on 
feeling “seedy” after lunch. The cook, her mother and 
the family cat all suffered after sharing in the meal, but 


they recovered, whereas Vera steadily declined. She died 
on February 16, after hours of cramps and vomiting, 
which her physician blamed on “gastric influenza.” 


Violet Sydney was the last to go, falling ill after lunch 
on March 5. Already under medical care in her 
bereavement, she died hours later, blaming the “gritty” 
tonic prescribed by her doctor. An analysis of the 
medicine showed nothing out of place, and the cause of 
Violet’s death remained a mystery. 


Surviving relatives demanded an investigation, and 
the female victims were exhumed on March 22, 1929, 
an autopsy revealing traces of arsenic in both bodies. 
Edmund Duff was exhumed, over his widow’s protest, 
on May 15, and this time arsenic was found, the 
discrepancy “explained” by a suggestion that physicians 
may have analyzed organs from the wrong corpse in 
1928. Inquests on Duff and Vera Sydney attributed their 
deaths to murder by persons unknown; in the case of 
Violet Sydney, there was insufficient evidence to tell if 
she was murdered or committed suicide. In either case, 
the mystery remains unsolved. 


CRUMP, THOMAS WAYNE 


Born in 1940, Crump was another in the series of 
lethal drifters who left their tracks across America in the 
1980s. Convicted in Albuquerque, New Mexico, of 
killing his second wife, a cab driver, and a Minnesota 
tourist, Crump was already serving life on those counts 
when he confessed to an October 1980 murder in Las 
Vegas. Jodie Jameson, 25, had been working for a local 
“escort service” when she died in a sleazy motel, 
strangled with a torn pillow case, her body left in the 
bathtub. Convicted and sentenced to die on the basis of 
his own confession, Crump has also confessed to seven 
other slayings, seven attempted murders, plus an 
unspecified number of robberies, assaults, and 
kidnappings. 


CULOMBE, ARTHUR: 
See TABORSKY, JOSEPH 


CUMMINS, 
GORDON FREDERICK 


Born in 1914, Cummins was the well-educated son 
of a good British family, but his breeding somehow 
failed to take. Married at age 22, he was dismissed from 


a series of jobs for being unreliable and dishonest. 
Affecting an Oxford accent and posing as the illegiti- 
mate son of a British lord, Cummins was derided as “the 
Duke” by friends who saw through his disguise. When 
World War II erupted, Cummins joined the RAF as a 
cadet, residing in North London with his wife. 


On February 9, 1942, Evelyn Hamilton, a 40-year- 
old teacher, was found strangled in a London air raid 
shelter. Although her purse was missing, she had not 
been raped or otherwise abused. 


On February 10, Evelyn Oatley, 35, was found dead 
in her flat, stretched out nude on the bed. Her throat was 
slashed, her lower body mutilated with a can opener. 
Fingerprints were recovered from the weapon and a 
bedroom mirror, but without a suspect they were 
useless. 


The following day, Margaret Lowe, age 43, was 
murdered in her London flat and mutilated with a razor 
blade, her wounds essentially identical to Oatley’s. She 
would not be found for three more days, by which time 
London’s “Blackout Ripper” had already claimed 
another victim. 


Doris Jouannet was last seen alive around ten o’clock 
on the evening of February 13. She was already dead 
— strangled with a stocking, her body mutilated with 
a razor — by the time her husband, a hotel night 
manager, came home the next morning. Police were still 
swarming over the scene when their suspect struck 
again, in another part of London. 


Approaching his prospective victim in a pub, the 
young airman followed her into the street and choked 
her unconscious, disturbed by passersby before he could 
complete the kill. In flight, he dropped a gas mask with 
his service number stenciled on it, but he either failed 
to notice or was too far gone to care. Immediately after 
that assault, another woman picked him up and took 
him home, where he attacked her and attempted 
strangulation. Frightened by the volume of her screams, 
he bolted from the flat and left his belt behind. 


Swiftly identified by his service number, Cummins 
was arrested on return to his billet, twelve hours after 
the last incident. His fingerprints matched those from the 
Oatley murder scene, and Cummins confessed going 
home with another prostitute on February 10, sparing 
her life when he learned she had no money. Sentenced 
to die for his crimes, he was hanged on June 25, 1942. 
Ironically, his execution was accomplished in the middle 
of an air raid. 
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DALTON, LAWRENCE 


On April 22, 1979, FBI spokesmen announced their 
search for 34-year-old Lawrence Dalton, sought on 
murder charges after a woman’s corpse was unearthed 
near Kenosha, Wisconsin, in front of a house which 
Dalton had occupied from March 1977 through 
February 1978. The victim was identified as Blanchie 
Penna, 23, missing from Racine, Wisconsin, and Dalton 
was also sought in connection with the murder of 12- 
year-old Lisa Slusser, slain in Waukegan, Illinois, during 
1977, 


The fugitive had earlier been charged with rape, 
deviate sexual assault and taking indecent liberties with 
a child, following an incident in Brooklyn, where a 14- 
year-old girl accused Dalton of holding her hostage over 
a period of four months. Dalton’s wife, Karen, and a 
female acquaintance named Barbara Filipski were also 
arrested in that case, charged with sexually abusing the 
girl. 

On April 23, Dalton was arrested in Cleveland and 
held for questioning on two counts of murder. (Further 
inquiries concerned a “Jane Doe” victim found in Lake 
County, I[llinois, in the summer of 1978.) Formally 
charged with the Penna murder on the day of his arrest, 
Dalton waived extradition to Waukegan, where author- 
ities placed the number of his homicides at four and 
counting. 


DANIELS, 
ROBERT WAYNE, Jr. 


A native of Lowell, Oregon, Daniels was convicted 
of manslaughter in 1970, winning parole from his 
sentence in 1981. Within a year, he had stopped 
checking in with his parole officer at Eugene, and new 
Oregon warrants charged him with parole violation, 
passing bad checks, and driving with a suspended 
license. Along the way, more serious charges began to 
surface, making Daniels a suspect in at least six 
homicides and two attempted murders. 


The first to die, on December 10, 1981, were 60- 
year-old Harold Pratt and his wife Betty, 55. The 
Tucson residents were camping out on Arizona’s desert, 
75 miles southeast of Phoenix, when they were robbed 
and shot in the back of the head, execution-style, their 
bodies left as food for scavenging predators. 
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On June 25, 1982, 62-year-old Arthur Gray, Jr., was 
killed in similar fashion at the Twin Springs Camp- 
ground, 80 miles east of Eugene, Oregon. The following 
month, Arizona residents Benjamin and Edith Shaffer, 
both in their sixties, were robbed and shot to death in 
Mendocino County, California, their bodies lying 
undiscovered through December 1983. Ernest Corral, 
38, was the victim for November 1982, shot execution- 
style and dumped in a desert ravine near his hometown 
of Apache Junction, Arizona. 


There had also been survivors of the murder spree, 
with Edwin and Ida Davis, both 64, reporting that they 
had befriended a younger couple near El Cajon, 
California, in March of 1982. On March 22, Edwin and 
Ida were overpowered by their “friends,” injected with 
powerful horse tranquilizer and left to die, but they were 
discovered in time for physicians to save their lives. 
Recuperating from their ordeal, both identified Robert 
Danielson, from mug shots, as one of their attackers. 


On February 9, 1984, an all-points bulletin was 
issued on Danielson, accompanied by a federal warrant 
charging unlawful flight to avoid prosecution in Oregon. 
Formally charged in the Gray and Shaffer homicides, he 
remained a suspect in several other cases while investi- 
gations were continuing. Two months after federal 
warrants were issued, on April 7, FBI agents traced 
Danielson to his job with a traveling carnival, then 
playing in Odessa, Texas. He was arrested without 
incident and returned to Oregon for trial, facing a 
maximum sentence of life imprisonment in a state where 
the death penalty had been abolished. 


DANKS, JOSEPH 


In January 1987, transients in Los Angeles were 
falling prey to yet another random slayer — the fifth to 
prey on homeless men within a decade. Like his 
predecessors in the latter 1970s, this stalker favored 
knives, which he employed with speed and deadly skill. 
His victims were selected from among the drifters in 
Koreatown and its immediate vicinity, invariably cut 
down from behind. According to police, the killer struck 
“with such force that it’s almost instant death. He’s 
vicious and he’s fast.” 


The first known victim was Christopher Forsblade, 
age 40, found dead on January 6. Eight days later, the 
slasher killed Isaac Davis at high noon, rebounding with 
the murder of 55-year-old John Coble less than three 


hours later. A “John Doe” victim in his early forties, 
unidentified, was slain on January 16, but the killer 
missed his mark the next day, leaving Almond Lord 
alive. Another near-miss, with 58-year-old James 
Lyons, marred the stalker’s record on January 20, but 
he struck back with a vengeance that afternoon, 
claiming his second “John Doe” in a downtown alley. 


This time, there were witnesses, and they pursued the 
killer for five blocks, finally hailing a patrol car. 
Cornered by police, the suspect dropped his knife, 
submitting to arrest without resistance. A drifter from 
Michigan, 26-year-old Joseph Danks confessed to the 
series of stabbings after his knife blade was matched to 
the wounds of his victims. 


DAUGHERTY, 
JEFFREY JOSEPH 


In February 1976, at age 21, Daugherty left Michigan 
with his girlfriend and a favorite uncle, bound for 
Florida. The trip consumed three weeks, and Daugherty 
slew four women on the way, for pocket money and the 
thrill of killing. His final victim was hitchhiker Lavonne 
Sailer, shot five times in Florida after Daugherty stole 
her wristwatch, clothing, and twelve dollars she had 
hidden in her shoe. Arrested in that case, he confessed 
all four murders, drawing life sentences for three 
committed outside the Sunshine State. Sentenced to die 
in Sailer’s case, Daugherty exhausted his appeals on 
November 7, 1988, when the United States Supreme 
Court rejected his case by a vote of five to four. 
Moments later, he was strapped into the chair at Raiford 
prison, loudly proclaiming himself a “sacrificial lamb of 
a system that is not just.” 


DAUGHTREY, EARL 
LLEWELLYN, Jr. 


One of the South’s most intriguing murder mysteries 
revolves around this native of Berrien County, Georgia, 
born in 1949. While Daughtrey’s long history of crimes 
against women does not include a murder conviction — 
so far — agents of the FBI and state authorities have 
publicly declared him a suspect in at least three Serial 
slayings, and their investigation is continuing with an 
eye toward prosecution. On the side, the husband of his 
first suspected murder victim — twice convicted for the 


crime himself — has filed a multi-million dollar lawsuit 
against Daughtrey, charging the Georgia suspect with 
wrongful death. At this writing, the lawsuit remains 
unresolved. 


Earl Daughtrey’s problems with violence are tracea- 
ble to high school, in the late 1960s, when a female 
classmate accused him of trying to choke her on 
campus. No charges were filed, and he dropped out of 
school in his senior year to find work. Married in March 
1971, Daughtrey moved to Anniston, Alabama, where 
he was hired by a local construction crew. Three months 
later, Daughtrey’s team was landscaping the home of 
Harvie and Betty Renfroe, at nearby Lincoln, when 
Harvie found his wife dead in their kitchen, partially 
clothed and strangled, one of his own shirts double- 
knotted around her neck. 


Convicted of murder on the testimony of a local 
sheriff — later impeached and removed from office for 
embezzlement and violent, irrational behavior — 
Harvie Renfroe won his appeal for a new trial in 1972. 
Twelve years later, a report from state investigators 
named Earl Daughtrey as a “possible suspect” in the 
slaying, but prosecutors suppressed the document and 
Renfroe was convicted again in 1980, of first-degree 
manslaughter, ultimately serving 17 months of a five- 
year prison term. He emerged from the lockup embit- 
tered and determined to clear his name. 


Daughtrey, meanwhile, had moved back to Ray City, 
Georgia, in September 1971. That same month, he was 
charged with assault after choking Jo Ann Peters in her 
Ray City home, the assault interrupted when her parents 
arrived and chased Daughtrey away. In lieu of criminal 
prosecution, Earl was sent to the state hospital at 
Milledgeville, where he was diagnosed as an hysterical 
neurotic with a “good” prognosis for recovery. He was 
released as “cured” on April 19, 1972. 


On August 3, 1973, 27-year-old Emma Rogers was 
forced off the road and shot six times while driving 
through Madison County, Florida, just over the Georgia 
state line. Nine months pregnant at the time, Rogers 
survived to provide a description of the man who shot 
her and then stole her purse from the car. Earl Daugh- 
trey was named as a suspect, but no charges were filed 
at the time. 


Four months later, in Cook County, Georgia, Doris 
Register was chased down in her car and wounded by 
a shotgun blast to the head. She, too, would survive after 
facing the gunman who peered through a window and 
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laughed in her face. More to the point, she saw his 
license number, traceable to Earl Daughtrey, and paint 
samples from his car matched specimens recovered in 
the Rogers case. Conviction for attempted murder 
earned Daughtrey a life sentence in Florida, plus fifteen 
years for robbery and aggravated assault with intent to 
kill. A second trial, in Georgia, added ten more years, 
to run consecutively with the time Earl owed to Florida. 
Confined in the Sunshine State from September 16, 
1974, through February 19, 1980, he was then delivered 
to Georgia authorities. Three and a half years later, 
Daughtrey was released by a parole board that “hon- 
estly believed he had gotten his act together.” 


His act looked much the same on January 7, 1984, 
when police found him trying to strangle 34-year-old 
Brenda Debruhal at a public park, in Tift County, 
Georgia. Captured after ramming two patrol cars in a 
high-speed chase, Daughtrey was charged with aggra- 
vated assault, reckless driving, and attempting to evade 
arrest. He failed to notify his parole officer of the case, 
and so his parole was revoked on January 23, landing 
Earl back behind bars until his ultimate release on 
February 24, 1985. (While still in prison, he was 
convicted of simple assault in the Tift case, receiving a 
one-year term of probation.) 


On October 29, 1985, Cheryl Fletcher was found 
dead in her home at Ocilla, Georgia, northeast of Tifton; 
she had been strangled with a lamp cord, tied with 
double knots around her neck. Investigators learned that 
she had advertised some articles for sale through a local 
newspaper, the 7iftarea Shopper, receiving at least one 
call from an unidentified male “customer.” And there, 
for the moment, the trail went cold. 


A second “want-ad” murder was recorded on March 
12, 1987, when Beverly Kaster was killed in her Lenox, 
Georgia, home, strangled with a blouse double-knotted 
around her neck. Again, the victim had placed ads in the 
Shopper, receiving several calls from an unidentified 
man who expressed interest in visiting her home. 


Two months later, Louise Spotanski grew suspicious 
of the man who phoned in response to her Shopper ad 
offering a pair of recliner chairs for sale. She alerted the 
sheriff, then invited the “buyer” to drop by on May 13, 
1987. Officers arrived to find Earl Daughtrey advancing 
on the woman in menacing fashion, a towel wrapped 
around his fists, and he compounded the problem by 
giving them an alias when asked his name. Sentenced 
to thirty days for making false statements to police, 
Daughtrey served a week in jail before he was released. 
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Meanwhile, state authorities had taken a look at his 
telephone records, discovering a call from Daughtrey’s 
phone to Cheryl Fletcher’s number on October 22, 
1985 — a week before she died. 


The double knots employed in three known murders 
rang a bell, and in November 1987 state investigators 
sought a warrant to search Daughtrey’s home, filing an 
affidavit that read in part: “Careful analysis by Special 
Agents of the FBI Behavioral Science Unit and the 
Georgia Bureau of Investigation of crimes known and 
suspected to have been committed by Earl L. Daugh- 
trey, Jr., strongly suggest that Daughtrey exhibits the 
behavioral traits and tendencies of a serial killer.” One 
incident cited had taken place since the Kaster slaying 
in March. The female organist at a Tift County church 
service had turned around to find Daughtrey standing 
behind her, grinning, his hands curled in a “choking 
posture.” As she turned to face him, Daughtrey backed 
away and said, “I could have killed you easy.” 


A search of Daughtrey’s home revealed no solid 
evidence, but the investigation is continuing. Mean- 
while, in December 1987, Harvie Renfroe filed suit 
against Daughtrey for the wrongful death of Betty 
Renfroe, seeking $32.5 million in punitive damages. 
Daughtrey responded with a countersuit in January 
1988, asserting that Alabama’s statute of limitations had 
run out on the charge, denouncing Renfroe’s suit as a 
“frivolous” example of harassment. At this writing, both 
lawsuits are still before the courts. 


DAVIES, 
GEORGE J. 


On May 14, 1960, eight-year-old Brenda Doucette 
was reported missing en route to her neighborhood 
school, in Bristol, Connecticut. Found dead the same 
day, she had been stabbed 22 times with a screwdriver 
and strangled with a man’s sweater. Police arrested 38- 
year-old George Davies, a paroled sex offender, and he 
surprised them with his instant confession in two 
murders. The first victim, 16-year-old Gaetane Boivin, 
had been kidnapped and killed in identical fashion at 
Waterbury, Connecticut, on May 9, her body recovered 
by searchers twelve days later. 


DAVIS, BRUCE A. 


Born in 1948 at Toledo, Ohio, and raised in rural, 
Fayette County, Davis dropped out of high school in the 
mid-1960s and moved to Manhattan, in hopes of 
pursuing a singing career. He earned a diploma from 
night school, in 1968, but success in show business 
eluded him, leaving the young man embittered, strug- 
gling to make ends meet. A sexual assault at age thirteen 
left Davis hating homosexuals, and when his cash ran 
short he hatched a plan to prey upon his childhood 
enemies, seducing gays and robbing them of cash and 
other valuables. 


In February 1972, Davis was arrested in Washington, 
D.C., and charged with the murder of a local business- 
man, James Earl Hammer. Convicted of manslaughter, 
he drew a sentence of five to fifteen years imprisonment 
before Illinois authorities linked him with the strangu- 
lation of Rev. Carlo Barlassina, murdered in a Chicago 
hotel on June 29, 1971. Extradited to Chicago in 
December 1972, Davis was convicted of murder, his 
25-to-45-year prison term consecutive with his existing 
sentence. 


Serving his federal time first, Davis logged eight and 
a half years in the lockup at Terre Haute, Indiana, with 
side trips to the prison hospital at Springfield, Missouri. 
In 1979, he was transferred to the Illinois state prison 
at Menard, where he remained until October 1982. On 
the afternoon of October 24, Davis armed himself with 
an ax, fatally wounding Joe Cushman, a guard, before 
fleeing in Cushman’s car. The vehicle was recovered 
next day, near Christopher, Illinois, but Davis remained 
at large until Halloween, when deputies picked him up 
for attempted auto theft in Smithers, West Virginia. 


Back in custody, the homicidal drifter launched into 
rambling confessions, claiming 32 murders between 
1969 and 1971. With a few exceptions, his victims were 
described as wealthy professional men, seduced with 
promises of sex, then killed for profit and amusement. 
The body-count included eight victims in Washington, 
D.C. and more in the suburbs, five in New York, with 
others in Baltimore, Boston, Fort Lauderdale, Reno, Las 
Vegas, New Orleans, Los Angeles, and San Juan, Puerto 
Rico. Authorities in Illinois confirmed at least four 
slayings, based on Davis’s intimate knowledge of the 
crime scenes, and New York police “feel certain” of his 


guilt in the May 1970 strangulation of voice teacher Eric 
Tcherkezian. Returned to Illinois in mid-November 
1982, Davis was convicted of Joe Cushman’s murder 
ten months later and sentenced to life. 


DAVIS, FRANK 


On June 3, 1971, 13-year-old Duane Bush was 
reported missing from his home in Union Mills, Indiana. 
Suspected as a runaway, in light of recent confrontations 
with the local juvenile authorities, Duane had actually 
been kidnapped, sodomized, and strangled. Three 
months elapsed before a hunter found his scattered 
skeletal remains on wooded ground, five miles northeast 
of town. The dead boy was identified from dental charts. 


The terror had begun, but it was quickly interrupted. 
Shortly after Duane Bush died, Frank Davis was 
convicted on a charge of burglary and sentenced to a 
term of one to ten years in the penitentiary. Three 
months after his release, he joined a friend in sticking 
up a grocery store for forty dollars. Once again, the 
sentence bore a ten-year maximum. Davis escaped 
briefly, in 1975, but was swiftly recaptured. Parole put 
him back on the street in 1982, and he was hunting even 
as the prison gates swung shut behind him. 


On January 10, 1983, a 15-year-old victim was 
assaulted in Laporte, Indiana, ten miles northeast of 
Union Mills. Choked semi-conscious and clubbed with 
a pistol, the boy survived his injuries and staggered to 
the police station, where he filed a report of the incident. 


On June 16, young Darrin Reed, 14, abruptly 
vanished on the short walk to his girlfriend’s house. His 
body, sodomized and strangled, was recovered three 
days later, in the afternoon. By that time, other victims 
had been added to the list. 


On June 18, Jeff Lopez, age 15, had set up camp with 
friends at Kingsbury Fish and Wildlife Park, between 
LaPorte and Union Mills. That afternoon, a man who 
called himself Frank Davis offered Lopez and another 
boy free motorcycle rides. A friend recalled that Jeff had 
briefly bogged the cycle down in mud, but Davis did not 
seem to mind. He was a friendly sort, all smiles. 


At 3:00 a.m. on June 19, the “friendly” man 
abducted Lopez from his camp and dragged him 
through the woods until they reached a clearing where 
the boy was sodomized, then murdered in an ax-and- 
knife assault which left him nearly headless. Doubling 
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back, the killer seized a sleeping friend of Jeffs, 
repeating the assault and leaving victim number two for 
dead. The boy was still alive, however, when a team of 
searchers found him in the afternoon and rushed him to 
a local hospital. Upon regaining consciousness, he 
offered homicide detectives a description of the killer — 
and he offered them a name, as well. 


The body of Jeff Lopez was recovered on June 21, 
and officers arrested Davis later in the day. The murder 
weapon was an ax belonging to the dead boy’s father, 
picked up at the camp site at the time of the abduction. 
Tests revealed no fingerprints, but they would not be 
necessary. From his cell, Frank Davis made a full 
confession in the deaths of Lopez, Reed, and Bush, along 
with two counts of attempted murder for the victims 
who survived. 


Scheduled for trial in January 1984, Davis opted for 
a guilty plea on two counts of felony murder (Reed and 
Lopez) and two counts of attempted murder. The latter 
charges earned him prison terms of fifty years apiece; on 
the murder charges, Davis was condemned to die. 


DAVIS, GREGORY 


The son of a Baptist minister, born in Jackson, 
Mississippi, during 1966, Davis had developed a sexual 
fixation on older women by the time he reached his 
teens. His special hangout was the Jackson public 
library, where he would sit by the hour, staring at 
women, sometimes reaching through the stacks to 
fondle unsuspecting victims as they browsed for books. 
In January 1985, librarians called police on a patron’s 
complaint that Davis was crawling around on the floor, 
peeking up her skirt and touching her legs. Arrested for 
disorderly conduct, he was also carrying two stolen 
credit cards when police checked his pockets for 
weapons, 


The Jackson charges added up to misdemeanor time, 
but it was still humiliating, and Davis was packed off 
to Georgia shortly after his arrest, enrolling in the Job 
Corps program at Albany. The change of scene made 
no apparent difference, and Davis was soon up to his 
old tricks, dropping his pencil in class as an excuse to 
wriggle under desks and fondle women’s legs. On at 
least one occasion, he reportedly exposed himself in the 
classroom, and Albany police later accused Job Corps 
leaders of covering up his escapades, in order to spare 
themselves embarrassment. 
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On October 17, 1986, 59-year-old Lucy Spillers was 
killed in her Albany home, one block from the ware- 
house occupied by Job Corps trainees. On discovery, 
Spillers was tied to the foot of her bed with a rope tight 
around her neck. She had been sexually mutilated with 
a butcher knife. 


By November 1986, Davis was back home in 
Jackson, and the murders followed him like a brooding 
shadow. On November 18, 81-year-old Mary Dewitt 
was sexually assaulted and beaten to death in her home. 
Bertha Tanner, 83, met a similar fate on December 11, 
and 80-year-old Addie Reid joined the list on March 31, 
1987. A 74-year-old survivor, attacked on March 25, 
provided police with a vague description of the suspect, 
but another month would pass before they ran him 
down. 


On April 17, 1987, Davis got careless with a home 
burglary, leaving behind evidence that led to his arrest 
three days later. By May 1, he was facing three counts 
of murder and one of assault in his native Jackson, with 
police from Albany preparing further charges in the 
Spillers case. Conviction, when it came, would take him 
off the streets for life. 


DAY, WILLIAM SCOTT 


An habitual criminal and three-time escapee from the 
Michigan state prison at Jackson, by autumn 1986, at 
age 35, Day was serving a seven-year term for attemp- 
ted rape and prison escape. Transferred from Jackson to 
Ypsilanti’s Center for Forensic Psychiatry in November, 
Day befriended Thomas Fortunato, a prison guard with 
fourteen years of service and a perfect record on the job. 
A short time later, Day asked Fortunato to assist him 
in escaping from the penitentiary; the guard, for reasons 
still unclear, agreed. 


On December 3, 1986, Fortunato smuggled Day out 
of prison in a laundry cart, withdrawing $5,000 from his 
personal bank account and driving the fugitive to 
Louisville, Kentucky, for a wild night of touring singles 
bars and porno shops. The odd couple checked into a 
Louisville motel on the night of December 5, and 
Fortunato woke next morning to find Day missing, 
along with all but fifty dollars of his money. The 
bewildered officer turned himself in on December 12, 
and five months later pled guilty to aiding escape, 
receiving a sentence of two to seven years in prison. 


William Day, meanwhile, was living on the highway, 
stopping only long enough to rob and kill. On 
December 9, elderly Mary Strobel, matriarch of a 
prominent Nashville, Tennessee family, was found dead 
in the trunk of her car, outside the local bus depot. She 
had been strangled, with her throat slit for good 
measure. 


Day rolled on across country, leaving a trail of bodies 
behind him. On December 23, Robert Arzabalo- 
Alcoser, a Mexican national, was beaten to death near 
the bus station in Tucson, Arizona. Ten days later, in 
Marianna, Florida, 55-year-old Evans Johnson was 
killed in his jewelry store, his throat cut from ear to ear. 
Fort Stockton, Texas, was the scene of mayhem on 
January 6, with tavern owner Billie Taylor murdered 
north of town; she was stabbed in the back, one side of 
her skull crushed by heavy blows. 


On January 12, 1987, Day was stopped for speeding 
near Van Horn, Texas. Driving a pickup truck registered 
to Stanley Robertson, of nearby Valentine, the fugitive 
carried Robertson’s I.D. but gave his name as “Thomas 
Wilkins,” of Portland, Oregon. Jailed on suspicion of 
auto theft, “Wilkins” saw the charges revised after 
officers visited Robertson’s home and discovered his 
corpse, his throat slashed, skull crushed with a claw 
hammer found at the scene. Confronted with the 
evidence, Day finally confessed his true identity, 
regaling officers with a recital of his crimes and tacking 
on a murder in New Orleans, for a final score of six 
dead in as many weeks. 


Formally charged with Robertson’s murder on 
January 14, Day was held in lieu of $200,000 bond. 
Eight days later, he was formally indicted in the Taylor 
case, while Nashville officers reported that a speeding 
ticket, written on December 9, linked Day with victim 
Mary Strobel. Physical evidence and eyewitness testim- 
ony also confirmed Day’s connection with the murders 
in Arizona and Florida, while investigation continues in 
New Orleans. 


“DEATH ANGELS,” THE 


A fanatical off-shoot of the Black Muslim movement, 
the Death Angels cult was apparently founded in 
California around late 1969 or early 1970. Members 
adhere to the standard Black Muslim philosophy — that 
whites are “beasts” and “grafted devils” spawned from 
an ancient genetic experiment — but members of the 


cult carried their beliefs into action, actively striving to 
exterminate Caucasians. On joining the Death Angels, 
recruits were normally photographed, earning their 
“wings” — drawn on the snapshot with a ballpoint pen 
after killing a specified number of whites. Based on 
4 point system geared to emotional difficulty, candidates 
were required to kill four white children, five women, 
or nine men. Murders were verified through media 
reports, eyewitness accounts by fellow Angels, or the 
collection of Polaroid snapshots. v0 


(As reported by author Clark Howard, in Zebra, one 
Death Angel candidate flew to Chicago — “New 
Mecca” in Muslim parlance — with a collection of 
photographs, seeking promotion to the non-existent 
rank of lieutenant in the cult. His unexpected visit 
puzzled members of the headquarters staff and might 
have been disastrous, if he had not been intercepted by 
a leader of the secret group, who “counseled” him and 
sent him home.) 


By October 1973, the killer cult had at least fifteen 
accredited members, their winged photographs dis- 
played on an easel at covert gatherings. Together, these 
fifteen were theoretically responsible for killing 135 
men, 75 women, 60 children, or some combination of 
victims sufficient to earn their “wings.” The California 
State Attorney General’s office had compiled a list of 45 
similar murders, committed at random with cleavers, 
machetes, or close-range gunshots, involving white 
victims and black assailants, with known suspects 
invariably linked to the Muslim church. Attacks had 
been recorded in San Francisco, Oakland, Berkeley, 
Long Beach, Signal Hill, Santa Barbara, Palo Alto, 
Pacifica, Los Angeles, and San Diego, plus rural areas 
in the counties of Alameda, Contra Costa, Los Angeles, 
San Mateo, Santa Clara, and Ventura. 


By January 28, 1974, when California law enforce- 
ment personnel convened a secret conference on the 
problem, 64 persons were known to have died in 
ritualistic racial attacks, and three more deaths were 
recorded by late March. A rare survivor, Thomas Bates, 
was thumbing rides near the Bay Bridge at Emeryville, 
north of Oakland, when two black men pulled up in an 
old model Cadillac. Rolling down his window, the 
passenger grinned at Bates, said, “Hello, devil,” and then 
opened fire with a pistol at point-blank range, wounding 
Bates in the hip, stomach, and arm. Bleeding profusely, 
Bates managed to reach a nearby motel, where 
employees phoned for police and an ambulance. 


By early 1974, San Francisco was paralyzed with fear 
at the sudden rash of “Zebra” murders, committed on 
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random white targets by black assailants, claiming 
fifteen dead and eight wounded over a six-month 
period. Four Death Angel candidates were sentenced to 
life imprisonment in that case, but the cult’s present 
Status remains uncertain, the question of continuing 
murders side-stepped by law enforcement and Muslim 
leaders alike. (See also: “Zebra Murders”) 


DECAPITATION MURDERS 
— TEXAS 


Residents of Houston, Texas, are accustomed to 
reports of violent death, but nothing in their past 
experience prepared them for the string of crimes which 
dominated headlines in the latter part of 1979. Between 
the last week of July and first week of October, four 
lives were extinguished by a killer who seemed bent on 
claiming human heads as trophies of the hunt. Despite 
sensational publicity surrounding the attacks, the case 
remains unsolved today. 


The first attack took place in southwest Houston, 
with a female victim cornered and beheaded in her own 
apartment, on the twenty-seventh of July. Investigators 
had not found her head by August 10, when yet another 
victim was discovered, spared complete decapitation 
when her killer was disturbed and frightened off. 


Five blocks away, the residents around Freed Park 
were roused from sleep by screams and gunshots in the 
late-night hours of October 3. Police responded to the 
call but found no evidence of any crime in progress. 
Daylight on October 4 would lead them to the body of 
16-year-old Joann Huffman, shot to death and dumped 
beside a picnic table with her jeans unzipped. Nearby, 
her boyfriend’s car was found abandoned on a used-car 
lot, the headless body of its driver — 18-year-old Robert 
Spangenberger — locked inside the trunk. 


To date, no trace of either missing head has been 
discovered, and police in Houston hesitate to link the 
several homicides, despite the geographic and forensic 
similarities. The killer’s motive and identity remain 
unknown. 


DeJESUS, CARMELLO 


On September 8, 1973, two boys reported discovery 
of a man’s corpse, lying in a field at Perinton, New 
York, near Rochester. The victim was identified as 
Carmello DeJesus, age 39, and a coroner’s report 
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described the cause of death as suicide, a single gunshot 
through one lung. 


A Spanish Bible was discovered near the body, with 
a note inside. It read: “I have killed four persons and I 
don’t want to kill anyone else. That’s why I want to end 
my life.” Three victims were named in the note, 
including: Octavia Ford, 42, shot in Bridgeton, New 
Jersey, on September 17, 1971; Sandra Postell, 30, 
murdered at a cheap motel in Palm Beach County, 
Florida, on January 5, 1973; and Milagro Tena, stabbed 
to death in Camden, New Jersey, on September 2, 
1973. No details were provided on the fourth murder, 
which remains a mystery. 


DELAGE, RICHARD TOBIAS 


Described by defense attorneys as a man at war with 
himself, Richard Delage committed his first murder in 
1960, two weeks shy of his fifteenth birthday. His 
victim, slain on July 29 of that year, was Carole 
Segretta, a 23-year-old schoolteacher from Poughkeep- 
sie, New York, found shot to death in her car, in 
Westchester County. Her killer used rare Swedish 
ammunition in his .32-caliber pistol, but police had no 
other leads, and the case was still open when Delage 
claimed his second victim nine years later. 


On November 15, 1969, the corpse of 23-year-old 
Paget Weatherley, a recent graduate from the University 
of Connecticut, was found in a wooded culvert near 
Bolton. She had been shot three times in the chest, with 
the same pistol and rare ammunition used to kill Carole 
Segretta in 1960. The cases were obviously connected, 
but police still had no suspects, nothing in the way of 
solid evidence. 


Delage may have waited six years for his next victim, 
selecting a female hitchhiker near Mansfield, Connecti- 
cut, on October 3, 1975. In that case, however, the 
young woman talked her way out of the trap and was 
set free, unharmed, while Delage drove to Norwich and 
signed himself into a mental hospital. He was still at the 
admission desk, held up by paperwork, when officers 
arrived and took him into custody on kidnapping 
charges. Two months later, on December 10, he was 
formally charged with the murders of Carole Segretta 
and Paget Weatherly, while police in Massachusetts and 
Pennsylvania compared his technique to their own 
unsolved cases. One likely “possible” involved two 
student nurses, dumped beside a lonely road in Fulton 


County, Pennsylvania, in November 1970, but no 
charges were filed in that case. 


Delage initially pled innocent to killing Paget 
Weatherly, but changed his mind on September 9, 
1976, entering a negotiated guilty plea to manslaughter, 
receiving a sentence of 14 to 15 years in prison. A 
second guilty plea, on charges of kidnapping the 
hitchhiker, earned him a concurrent term of 10 to 20 
years. 


DELAWARE 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


A late-breaking case from New Castle County, in 
northern Delaware, involves the murder of four women 
and the disappearance of another along U.S. Highway 
13, near St. Georges, during 1987 and ’88. The fourth 
confirmed victim of Delaware’s serial slayer was found, 
by deer hunters, on November 12, 1988. At this writing, 
a fifth victim remains missing and presumed dead, while 
police have no leads to the killer’s identity. 


“DE MAU MAU” 
MURDERS 


Four years after San Francisco had been terrorized by 
random “Zebra” murders, residents of the Chicago area 
were confronted with a similar nightmare. In a four- 
month period of 1978, at least ten persons were shot and 
killed in random, racially-motivated attacks. As in San 
Francisco, all the victims were white, their killers black. 
Unlike the “Zebra” case, however, the attackers claimed 
no trappings of religion. Chosen from the ranks of bitter, 
disaffected military veterans, they called themselves De 
Mau Mau — after terrorists who slaughtered whites in 
Kenya, during 1952-56 — and racism alone was ample 
motive for their crimes. 


The gang’s first victim was 19-year-old Michael 
Gerschenson, a college student, shot in Highland Park 
on May 3, 1978. On June 20, Kathleen Fiene, 16, was 
murdered by gunmen who invaded her Chicago home. 
The invasion technique was repeated on August 4, in 
Barrington Hills, where gunmen massacred Paul 
Corbett, his wife and daughter, and an elderly house- 
guest. One of the weapons used in Barrington Hills, a 
.30-caliber carbine, had also killed Michael Gerschen- 
son on May 3. 


William Richter, a soldier home on leave, was sitting 
in a pickup truck, in Highland Park, when several blacks 
attacked him on the evening of September 2. Wounded 
with two separate pistols — including the same weapon 
used to kill Kathleen Fiene — Richter lived long enough 
to describe his assailants for police. James Davis, a truck 
driver, was fired on the same night, also in Highland 
Park, but managed to escape unharmed. 


The killers moved south on September 3, invading 
the home of Stephen Hawtree and family, at Monee, in 
Will County. As in the Barrington Hills massacre, 
Hawtree, his wife and teenaged son were herded into 
one room, then shot execution-style. One of the 
weapons employed was the same .25-caliber pistol used 
on Kathleen Fiene and William Richter. 


Working through informants, homicide detectives 
had their suspects in the bag by mid-October. Several 
members of De Mau Mau had defected as the group 
progressed from angry rhetoric to violence, and now 
they spoke freely about the group’s original intent “to 
combat racial persecution.” In addition to the ten 
Illinois murders, authorities speculated on possible 
connections with a home invasion at Grand Island, 
Nebraska, which left two victims dead and one 
wounded on September 9. 


Confined and charged with homicides in Illinois were 
eight reputed Mau Maus: Nathaniel Burse, 23; Michael 
Clark, 21; Garland Jackson, 22; Edward Moran, Jr., 23; 
Darrell Patry, 20; Donald Taylor, 21; his brother 
Reuben Taylor, 22; and Robert Wilson, age 18. The 
Taylor brothers, Burse, and Clark all boasted records of 
arrests for auto theft, assault, armed robbery and 
weapons charges in Chicago. Burse and Moran were 
found strangled by persons unknown in their Lake 
County jail cells, on June 13, 1979. Conviction on 
outstanding charges sent the other Mau Mau trigger men 
to prison for life. (See also: “Death Angels;” “Zebra” 
Murders). 


DE MELKER, DAISY 
LOUISA COWLE 


Thrice married, South African Daisy de Melker lost 
her first two husbands under mysterious circumstances, 
but homicide detectives were not prone to stirring up a 
widow’s grief in the chivalrous 1920s. It took the death 
of Daisy’s 20-year-old son, Rhodes Cowle, on March 5, 
1932, to set tongues wagging, and de Melker soon found 
herself behind bars. 
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An autopsy performed on Rhodes Cowle revealed 
lethal doses of arsenic in his system, and a pharmacist 
in Germiston, a Johannesburg suburb, recalled selling 
some of the poison to Daisy. Increasingly suspicious, the 
authorities exhumed late husbands William Cowle and 
Robert Sproat — deceased in 1923 and 1927, respec- 
tively — with traces of poison revealed in both corpses. 


Confronted with the damning evidence, Daisy 
confessed. She had dispatched her husbands for insu- 
rance money, killing off her son when he began to 
blackmail her, threatening to tip the police unless she 
parted with her savings. Convicted of triple murder in 
a speedy trial, Daisy de Melker was hanged in Johan- 
nesburg on December 30, 1932. 


DENKE, KARL 


A native of Munsterberg, Silesia — now Ziebice, 
Poland — Denke operated a rooming house in his 
hometown between 1918 and 1924. His tenants 
affectionately called him “Papa,” and Denke was also 
well-liked in the community at large, serving as the 
organ-blower for his local church. On the side, in three 
years time, he also murdered and devoured a minimum 
of thirty victims. 

On December 21, 1924, one of Denke’s tenants, a 
coachman by the name of Gabriel, heard cries for help 
which seemed to emanate from Denke’s flat, downstairs. 
Afraid the landlord might be injured, Gabriel rushed 
down to help... and found a young man staggering along 
the corridor, blood streaming from his open scalp. 
Before he fell unconscious on the floor, the victim 
blurted out that “Papa” Denke had attacked him with 
an ax. 


Police were summoned and arrested Denke, scouring 
his flat for evidence. They turned up identification 
papers for twelve traveling journeymen, plus assorted 
items of male clothing. In the kitchen, two large tubs 
held meat pickled in brine; with the assorted bones and 
pots of fat, detectives reckoned that it added up to thirty 
victims, more or less. In Denke’s ledger, they found 
listed names and dates, with the respective weights of 
bodies he had pickled dating back to 1921. 


According to the record, he had specialized in slaying 
beggars, tramps, and journeymen who seemed unlikely 
to be missed around the neighborhood. 

No evidence of sexual assault was ever publicized in 
Denke’s case, and homicide investigators were unable to 
explain his actions. Shortly after his arrest, the killer 
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hanged himself with his suspenders, in his cell, permit- 
ting generations of historians to speculate in vain about 
his motives. 


DENVER 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


A puzzling case from Colorado made the headlines 
during August 1912, when music teacher Signe Carlzen 
was reported slain in Denver. On the night of August 
9, the victim left a student’s home at nine o’clock, 
prepared to hike across a lonely, open field to reach the 
street car that would take her home. When she had not 
arrived by 2 a.m., her family launched a search, but 
seven hours passed before a farmer found her body in 
the field. 


According to reports, the victim was discovered with 
a scarf wound tight around her neck, skull fractured by 
at least six heavy blows. Some of the head wounds 
measured three inches across, and local newsmen 
reported that, “The blows caused her eyes to bulge from 
their sockets.” One article reported that her body had 
been mutilated with a knife. 


Confusion still surrounds the other victims in this 
case, with Signe Carlzen seemingly the last to die. On 
August 11, the New York Times reported that police 
were checking out “a half-dozen similar crimes” in 
Denver and its suburbs through the past six months. 
Local reports, meanwhile, linked Carlzen’s death with a 
triple murder reported from Colorado Springs on 
September 17, 1911, the victims named as Mr. and Mrs. 
H.F. Wayne, together with a female houseguest, Mrs. 
A.J. Burnham. Homicide investigators labored long and 
hard to name a suspect, but their search was fruitless and 
the case remains unsolved. 


DeSALVO, ALBERT HENRY 


Born in Chelsea, Massachusetts, during 1931, 
DeSalvo was another product of a violent and abusive 
home. Frank DeSalvo beat his wife and children 
regularly, and was thrown in jail on two occasions prior 
to the divorce that split the family in 1944. Fleeing a 
record of teenage arrests for breaking and entering, 
Albert joined the army at age 17 and was stationed in 
Germany. He married a German girl and brought her 
back to the United States when he was transferred 
home. 


Posted to Fort Dix, New Jersey, DeSalvo was 
charged with molesting a nine-year-old girl in January 
1955, but the child’s mother declined to press charges, 
and so he received an honorable discharge in 1956. At 
the same time, he experienced sexual problems with his 
wife, demanding intercourse five or six times a day, 
regarding her as “frigid” when she turned him down. 
Matters grew worse with the birth of their first child, in 
1958, with the new shortage of cash driving DeSalvo 
back to a life of petty crime. Arrested twice for breaking 
and entering, he received suspended sentences each 
time. 


During this same period, Massachusetts women 
began falling prey to the “Measuring Man,” a smooth- 
talking impostor who posed as a talent scout for a 
modeling agency, wandering door-to-door in an endless 
search for “new talent.” Once inside an apartment, the 
man would produce a measuring tape and proceed to 
record the tenant’s “vital statistics,” often fondling her 
intimately in the process. Some complained to the 
police, but many others didn’t, and detectives noted the 
absence of any violent assault, ranking the case near the 
bottom of their priority list. 


On March 17, 1960, Cambridge police arrested 
DeSalvo on suspicion of burglary, and he swiftly 
confessed to his role as the “Measuring Man.” Charged 
with assault and battery, lewd conduct, and attempted 
breaking and entering, he was convicted only on the 
latter charge, sentenced to two years in prison. Paroled 
after eleven months, he was driven by sexual frustration 
to adopt a more aggressive, violent role. As the “Green 
Man” — so-called for his green work clothes — 
DeSalvo launched a two-year campaign of sexual 
assaults that claimed victims in Massachusetts, Connec- 
ticut, New Hampshire and Rhode Island. Police would 
later estimate that he had raped at least 300 women, 
while DeSalvo placed the total closer to 2,000. He once 
claimed a half-dozen victims in one day, spread over 
four towns, with two of the rapes unreported prior to 
his confession. 


While police throughout New England sought the 
“Green Man,” Boston homicide detectives were stalking 
an elusive killer, blamed for the deaths of eleven women 
between June 1962 and July 1964. In every case, the 
victims had been raped — sometimes with foreign 
objects — and their bodies laid out nude, as if on display 
for a pornographic snapshot. Death was always due to 
strangulation, though the killer sometimes also used a 
knife. The ligature — a stocking, pillow case, whatever 


— was inevitably left around the victim’s neck, tied with 
an exaggerated, ornamental bow. 


Anna Slessers, 55, had been the first to die, strangled 
with the cord of her bathrobe on June 14, 1962. A 
nylon stocking was used to kill 68-year-old Nina 
Nichols on June 30, and Helen Blake, age 65, was found 
the same day, a stocking and bra knotted around her 
neck. On August 19, 75-year-old Ida Irga was manually 
strangled in her home, “decorated” with a knotted 
pillow case, and 67-year-old Jane Sullivan had been 
dead a week when she was found on August 20, 
strangled with her own stockings, slumped over the edge 
of the bathtub with her face submerged. 


The killer seemed to break his pattern on December 
5, 1962, murdering a 20-year-old black, Sophie Clark. 
Another shift was seen with 23-year-old Patricia 
Bissette, strangled on her bed and covered with a 
blanket to her chin, in place of the usual graphic display. 
With 23-year-old Beverly Samans, killed on May 6, 
1963, the slayer used a knife for the first time, stabbing 
his victim 22 times before looping the traditional nylon 
stocking around her neck. Evelyn Corbin, 58, seemed to 
restore the pattern on September 8, strangled and 
violated by an “unnatural” assault, but the killer went 
back to young victims on November 23, strangling 23- 
year-old Joann Graff, leaving teethmarks in her breast. 
The final victim, 19-year-old Mary Sullivan, was found 
on January 4, 1964, strangled with a scarf, the shaft of 
a broomstick protruding from her vagina. 


Ten months later, on November 3, DeSalvo was 
hauled in for questioning on rape charges, after one of 
the “Green Man’s” victims gave police a description 
strongly resembling the “Measuring Man.” DeSalvo’s 
confession to a long series of rapes landed him in the 
Bridgewater State Hospital, committed for observation, 
and where he was befriended by George Nassar, a 
convicted murderer facing trial in his second robbery- 
slaying since 1948. Their private discussions were 
interspersed with visits from police, ultimately leading to 
DeSalvo’s full confession in the “Boston strangler” 
crimes. 


In his confession, Albert even tacked on two “new” 
victims, never previously linked by the authorities. One, 
85-year-old Mary Mullen, was found dead at her home 
on June 28, 1962, her passing attributed to heart failure. 
DeSalvo claimed that Mullen had collapsed from shock 
when he invaded her apartment, whereupon he left her 
body on the couch without continuing the usual assault. 
Mary Brown, age 69, was stabbed and beaten in her 
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home on March 9, 1963, again without a showing of the 
“strangler’s knot.” 


It seemed like an open-and-shut case, but numerous 
problems remained. The strangler’s sole surviving 
victim, assaulted in February 1963, couldn’t pick Albert 
out of a lineup, and neither could witnesses who sighted 
a suspect near the Graff and Sullivan murder scenes. 
Several detectives had focused their aim on another 
“prime suspect,” fingered by psychic Peter Hurkos, but 
their man had voluntarily committed himself to an 
asylum soon after the last murder. And if Albert 
DeSalvo was driven by a mother-fixation, as psychia- ° 
trists claamed, why had he chosen young women as five 
of his last seven victims? 


Some students of the case believe the answer may be 
found in Bridgewater, where killer George Nassar 
conferred with DeSalvo through long days and nights. 
It is possible, critics maintain, that Nassar might have 
been the strangler, briefing Albert on the details of his 
crimes in hope of sending authorities off on a wild goose 
chase. DeSalvo, already facing life imprisonment for 
countless rapes, admittedly struck a cash bargain with 
Nassar, whereby Nassar would pocket part of the 
outstanding reward for turning DeSalvo in, afterward 
passing on most of the cash to DeSalvo’s wife. As a 
“clincher,” the strangler’s lone survivor favored Nassar 
as a suspect, rather than DeSalvo. 


Be that as it may, DeSalvo never came to trial for 
homicide in Boston. Lawyer F. Lee Bailey managed to 
negotiate a deal in 1967, whereby Albert drew a term 
of life imprisonment for crimes committed as the “Green 
Man.” Never charged in the Boston stranglings, he was 
stabbed to death by a fellow inmate at Walpole prison, 
in November 1973. 


DETROIT 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


Detroit has seen its share of violence, from the 
bootleg wars of Prohibition to the catastrophic riots of 
the latter 1960s, fueled by street gangs, racist groups and 
drug rings, yet by any estimation 1980 was a “special” 
year. From January through December, eighteen 
women were dispatched in brutal fashion, twelve of 
them strangled, all but one discarded outdoors, with 
little or no effort made to conceal their remains. Their 
murders spanned Detroit, without apparent pattern, but 
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when plotted on a map they formed a narrow corridor 
of death, running northwest from the Detroit River at 
Belle Isle to Eight Mile Road, then westward to the city 
limits. Despite the arrest of two separate suspects — and 
the ultimate conviction of one — at least thirteen of the 
slayings remain unsolved today. 


Lois Johnson, a 31-year-old alcoholic barmaid, was 
the first to die, on January 12. Her frozen body was 
discovered by a trucker in the early morning hours, torn 
by a total of 26 stab wounds in the neck, chest, and 
abdomen. An autopsy proved she was falling-down 
drunk when she died. 


A month later, on February 16, 26-year-old Patricia 
Real joined the list. A known prostitute and heroin 
addict, she had been shot to death on the street, her 
death scarcely causing a ripple in greater Detroit. Helen 
Conniff was a different story. At age 23, she was a 
devout “born-again” Christian and a student at Oakland 
University, determined to succeed on her own terms. On 
the night of March 10, she left her class early to visit her 
boyfriend, but Helen never arrived. When the man’s 
roommate arrived home at 10:30 p.m., he spotted 
Conniffs body hanging from a nearby fence, strangled 
with a dog leash. 


Twenty-year-old Cecilia Jacobs was next, found 
strangled in a Detroit alley, fully clothed, with no 
apparent effort made at sexual assault. The same lack of 
motive was evident on March 31, when 26-year-old 
Denise Dunmore was strangled in the parking lot of her 
apartment complex with no sign of rape, her expensive 
jewelry undisturbed. Arlette McQueen, 21, had been 
working the night shift at an Oak Park supermarket 
over four months, but April 9 marked the first night she 
had taken the bus home. Her strangled body was found 
the next morning, dumped between houses a block from 
her destination. 


A known prostitute, Jeanette Woods was twice 
hospitalized by beatings in the months before she met 
her killer. Nothing kept her off the streets, but she would 
sometimes take a break from “business,” and on April 
18 she was scheduled to meet her boyfriend around nine 
o’clock. She failed to keep the rendezvous, and it was 
1:30 a.m. before a pedestrian found her body — 
battered, raped and strangled, with her throat slashed in 
an ugly coup de grace. 


Two weeks later, 20-year-old Etta Frazier was 
discovered in an old garage behind a burned-out house. 
Nude, bound hand and foot, she had been beaten about 


the face, tortured with lit cigarettes, and sexually abused 
before she was finally strangled to death. While not a 
prostitute, the victim had a record of arrests for 
disorderly conduct and neglecting her young son. 


Rosemary Frazier was no relation to Etta, but the 28- 
year-old’s death bore striking similarities to that of her 
immediate predecessor. An epileptic and long-time 
mental patient, Frazier was found nude, battered and 
strangled on a grassy slope near the Rosedale Park 
Community House. In the wake of her death, relatives 
staunchly denied police reports characterizing Rosemary 
as a streetwalker. 


On May 31, Linda Monteiro was murdered four 
blocks from the Conniff crime scene, in almost identical 
style, strangled in her own driveway as she returned 
home from a nightclub. Two weeks later, Diane Burks 
made the list, found with hands tied behind her back, 
nude but for panties and slacks that had been lowered 
to her knees. The 22-year-old prostitute and drug addict 
had been strangled to death with an intertwined chain 
and telephone wire. 


Cassandra Johnson was the victim for July, described 
by police as a 17-year-old prostitute; her bludgeoned 
body was discovered shortly before noon on July 2. 
Another working girl, 23-year-old Delores Willis, was 
last seen with a “trick” on the night of August 26, found 
strangled the next morning, her scalp laid open to the 
bone. 


On September 29, 19-year-old Paulette Woodward 
phoned her mother from business school, around five 
o’clock, to say she was on her way home. Anxious 
relatives were still waiting the next morning, when 
police reported the discovery of Paulette’s body. Beaten 
and strangled to death, she had not been sexually 
assaulted by her killer. 


Betty Rembert, age 26, was found beneath a hedge 
October 8, her legs protruding toward the sidewalk. 
Cause of death would be a toss-up, with a stab wound 
in the victim’s neck and crushing injuries inflicted to her 
skull. Two months later, on December 17, 30-year-old 
prostitute Diane Carter rounded off the list. Last seen 
around 3 a.m., she was found eight hours later, lying in 
some bushes on a vacant lot, a single bullet wound in 
the base of her skull. 


By that time, police had two suspects in custody, 
charged with a total of five homicides. David Payton, 
age 23, was locally famous for high school athletics, 
employed since graduation from college as a girl’s 


basketball coach. Arrested on November 17, he was 
grilled by police for 84 hours prior to arraignment, 
ultimately signing confessions in four of the slayings. 
According to Payton’s statements, he had murdered 
Jeanette Woods, Rosemary Frazier, Diane Burks, and 
Betty Rembert in arguments over the price of oral sex, 
beating, strangling, or slashing each in turn as they 
rejected his paltry offers. 


It appeared to be a solid case, but problems soon 
developed. On December 15, homicide detectives 
bagged another suspect, Donald Murphy, charged with 
murdering two Detroit prostitutes in October and 
November. Confessing those crimes, Murphy also 
copped to the slayings of Woods, Burks, and Rembert, 
providing enough details that several investigators found 
themselves “absolutely convinced” of his guilt. 


Despite the flagrant contradicting evidence, prosecu- 
tion continued in both cases, Payton charged in four 
murders, Murphy facing trial on the original two. On 
March 20, 1981, a judge dismissed the murder charges 
in Payton’s case, finding that a previous magistrate had 
“abused judicial discretion” by admitting Payton’s 
confessions as evidence. (Payton still faced charges of 
rape and armed robbery in unrelated cases.) Prosecutors 
vowed to appeal the decision, but some authorities 
seemed quietly relieved. A source close to the investi- 
gation told newsmen that police were “convinced 
Payton was the wrong guy after Murphy came along,” 
using the recent dismissal as a means of “saving face.” 
Advised of the reports, Prosecutor William Cahalan 
replied, ““That’s interesting. All I can say is we have the 
right man (Payton) charged with the right crimes.” 


However that may be, Dave Payton never went to 
trial for any of the murders in Detroit, while Donald 
Murphy was convicted only in the two originally 
charged. Assuming Murphy’s guilt in other crimes that 
he confessed, we find ourselves with thirteen victims 
unaccounted for, their killer(s) still at large. (See also: 
Murphy, Donald) 


DIAZ, ROBERT R. 


One of thirteen children, born and raised in the 
Midwest, Robert Diaz was frequently ill during child- 
hood, completing only ten years of formal education. He 
joined the Marine Corps at age eighteen, then went 
AWOL for six weeks and was discharged soon after his 
return to duty. Married in Jacksonville, Florida, during 
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1961, he was divorced in 1972. By that time, Diaz had 
decided to act on his long-standing desire for a medical 
career, and after the divorce he enrolled in a school for 
vocational nurses. At family gatherings thereafter, he 
insisted that the children introduce him to their friends 
as “Dr. Diaz.” 


By early 1981, Diaz was working his way through a 
series of temporary nursing jobs in several Southern 
California hospitals. Coincidentally administrators 
noted that their older patients had begun to die in record 
numbers; by the end of April, there were 30 suspicious 
deaths on file in Los Angeles County, with an equal 
number spread over Riverside and San Bernadino 
Counties. Autopsies revealed high levels of lidocaine — 
a drug used to control irregular heartbeats — in most 
of the corpses. While normal readings should have 
indicated 50 to 100 milligrams of lidocaine, the recent 
dead showed levels of 1,000 milligrams and more — 
enough to bring on cardiac arrests instead of saving 
lives. 


A search for common links between the victims 
demonstrated that a single nurse — Diaz — had worked 
at each and every institution where abnormal death 
rates were recorded. Attention focused on Diaz after the 
death of Estel Jones, age 62, at Chino Community 
Hospital. First ascribed to “natural causes,” her death 
was later ruled a homicide, and officers began examin- 
ing the high mortality rate on Diaz’s graveyard shift. A 
search of the suspect’s home turned up bottles of 
lidocaine, but charges of illegal drug possession were 
later dismissed. Diaz fired back with multimillion-dollar 
lawsuits charging defamation of character and civil 
rights violations, but skeptical judges dismissed each in 
turn. 


The investigation rolled on, detectives examining fifty 
deaths, finally narrowing their sights to a dozen where 
evidence seemed incontrovertible. On November 24, 
1981, Robert Diaz was arrested on twelve counts of 
first-degree murder: eleven victims, ranging in age from 
52 to 89, were killed at Community Hospital of the 
Valleys, in Perris, California, between March 30 and 
April 22, 1981; the twelfth, a 79-year-old man, died of 
a lidocaine overdose at San Gorgonio Pass Memorial 
Hospital, in Banning, on April 25. 


Diaz entered his formal plea, innocent on all counts, 


at the end of September 1982. His trial was scheduled 


to open in March 1983, but various postponements 
delayed the event until Halloween. Waiving his right to 
a jury trial, Diaz placed his fate in the hands of a judge, 
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who convicted him on all counts on March 29, 1984. 
Two weeks later, on April 11, Diaz was sentenced to 
die in the gas chamber at San Quentin. 


DOBBERT, 
ERNEST JOHN, Jr. 


A Florida child abuser, Dobbert was arrested in 1972 
for beating and choking his nine-year-old daughter to 
death. Subsequent evidence also linked him with the 
murder of his seven-year-old son and the torture of two 
other children, ages five and eleven. A jury convicted 
Dobbert on all counts, but recommended life imprison- 
ment instead of death, jurors voicing uncertainty over 
Dobbert’s alleged intent to kill the children. The 
presiding judge used his option to override the jury’s 
recommendation, and Dobbert was sentenced to die. 
His appeals exhausted, the child killer was executed in 
the electric chair on September 7, 1984. Governor Bob 
Graham told the press, “Ernest Dobbert has been 
executed because of his brutal actions toward his own 
children. I hope that this indication of the seriousness of 
child abuse will be an example of the value which the 
people of Florida place upon the lives of infants and 
young people in our state.” 


DOSS, 
NANNY HAZEL 


A daughter of Dixie, born in 1905, Nanny Doss had 
been molested by a string of local men before she 
reached her middle teens. At age 16, she married 
Charles Braggs, bearing him four children in rapid 
succession. Braggs was mystified when two of them died 
suddenly, a few months apart, but Nanny could offer no 
explanation. Each child had seemed healthy when 
Charles left for work, but they cried at his leaving and 
died in convulsions not long after breakfast. 


Small insurance payments eased the pain, but Braggs 
became increasingly suspicious of his wife. One 
afternoon, he took their oldest living child and struck off 
for parts unknown, leaving Nanny behind with their 
daughter, Florine. Packing up their meager belongings, 
Nanny moved to Cedar Town, Georgia, where she met 
and subsequently married Frank Harrelson. Florine was 
barely two years old when Harrelson and Nanny hit the 
road, leaving the child alone in their abandoned house. 


Neighbors managed to track down Charles Braggs and 
he came for the child, but Nanny would not see her 
daughter again for nine years. 


Their reunion evidently smoothed things over, and by 
1945, Florine now married — felt secure enough to 
leave her infant son at Nanny’s home in Jacksonville, 
Alabama, while Florine took off to see her father. Baby 
Lee survived three days in Nanny’s care, his death 
producing anguished speculation that he accidentally 
“sot hold of some rat poison.” Three months later, 
Frank Harrelson fell suddenly ill and died within the 
week. Nanny used the insurance money to buy ten acres 
of land and build a small house for herself outside 
Jacksonville. 


The early 1950s were a lethal time for Nanny’s 
relatives. Her third husband, Arlie Lanning, died at 
Lexington, North Carolina, in 1952. A few months 
later, in January 1953, her mother died while Nanny 
nursed the woman for a broken hip. Two of her sisters 
died the same year, in different towns; each collapsed 
while Nanny was visiting, each with the same myste- 
rious symptoms of stomach cramps and convulsions. In 
1953, it was husband number four — Richard Morton 
— laid to rest at Emporia, Kansas. 


Nanny married her fifth and last husband, Samuel 
Doss, in Tulsa, Oklahoma, during July 1954. He died 
a month later, and the obligatory autopsy revealed 
enough arsenic to kill twenty men. Confronted with the 
evidence of guilt, Nanny Doss issued confessions 
spanning three decades and at least ten murders, 
drawing a term of life imprisonment for the Tulsa case 
in 1955. She served ten years before succumbing to 
leukemia in 1965S. 


Throughout her various confessions and the years in 
jail, Nanny insisted that money played no significant 
role in her crimes. Despite various insurance payments, 
her murders were actually motivated by marital 
boredom, a dream of discovering the ideal husband, as 
described in her favorite “True Romance” magazines. 
“That’s about it,” Nanny told her interrogators. “I was 
searching for the perfect mate, the real romance of life.” 


DOWLER, DAVID A. 


Raised in Albuquerque, New Mexico, the son of an 
Air Force colonel and his Japanese wife, David Dowler 
seemed to be a well-adjusted child. In school, he 
maintained a B-average while holding up his end on the 


wrestling team, dabbling in electronics and operating a 
ham radio. He spent three years in college without 
graduating, and picked up a black belt in karate along 
the way. Moving to Odessa, Texas, in 1981, he quickly 
found work as a sales representative for a local oil 
company. 


Beneath the polished surface, though, there was 
another side to David Dowler. He regaled selected 
friends with tales of contract killings, posing as a former 
secret agent who had “taken out six guys” on Various 
assignments for the government. Acquaintances took 
Dowler’s stories with a grain of salt, but there was no 
denying that he seemed to have a sixth sense for 
predicting danger. 


On the morning of August 16, 1983, Dowler tele- 
phoned the father of Lisa Krieg, a 26-year-old co- 
worker, to say that Lisa was late for work. Dowler was 
worried, and he could think of no one else to call. 
Stopping by his daughter’s flat, the man found Lisa 
dead, stretched out across her bed and partially 
undressed. Her death was attributed to long-standing 
anorexia nervosa, but Dowler had a different story for 
his intimates, involving spies who had, for no apparent 
reason, tried to kill the woman several times before. In 
Dowler’s version of events, he found the victim nude 
and partly dressed the corpse, to make her death “look 
natural,” before he called her father to investigate. 


Dowler had his next premonition of doom on 
February 12, 1986. It concerned Juan Casillas, 
Dowler’s partner in a one-hour photo developing 
service, and he called Leza Chandler, Casillas’ ex-wife, 
to say he was “worried about Juan.” Stopping by her 
ex-husband’s apartment, Chandler found him dead on 
the kitchen floor. An autopsy revealed traces of drugs 
in his system, but they were not identified. 


Leza Chandler, herself, was the target of Dowler’s 
next “premonition,” on June 28, 1987. Phoning up 
another female friend, he asked if she would check on 
Chandler, “just in case.” The woman found Leza dead 
in bed, her infant daughter crawling aimlessly around 
her mother’s body on the mattress. Medical examiners 
ascribed her death to acute chloroform poisoning, and 
the search for a killer began. 


By this time, friends and homicide investigators were 
becoming curious about Dowler’s “sixth sense.” His 
lady friend agreed to wear a microphone to several 
meetings with the suspect, in July, taping hours of 
conversation on espionage, assassination... and the 
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various uses of chloroform. Dowler was arrested for 
Leza Chandler’s murder on August 20, a search of his 
apartment netting chloroform bottles, a .22-caliber 
pistol, and two homemade silencers. Held in lieu of 
$100,000 bond, he was formally indicted on September 
8. 


While Dowler cooled his heels in jail, renewed 
forensic tests on Lisa Krieg and Juan Casillas turned up 
lethal dosages of cyanide in both. Dowler was indicted 
for their murders in December 1987, while police 
examined circumstances in the death of Dorothy 
Nesbitt, another Dowler acquaintance who died 
mysteriously in November 1986. (No charges have been 
filed in Nesbitt’s death.) 


At trial, in January 1988, the prosecutor described 
Dowler as someone who “likes to be the power that 
snuffs out life. He likes that supreme power.” The jury 
agreed, convicting Dowler of first-degree murder on 
January 27. With two trials pending, he was sentenced 
to a term of life imprisonment. 


DRENTH, HERMAN 


A used furniture dealer from Clarksburg, West 
Virginia, Herman Drenth earned his real money through 
operation of a deadly matrimonial racket, spanning the 
United States in the 1920s and early ’30s. Though 
legally married in Clarksburg, Drenth traveled widely in 
search of his victims, consoling his wife with reports of 
his “business trips” from Boston to Spokane, and all 
points in between. 


The “business,” as police discovered during 1931, 
was bigamy and murder. Drenth attached himself to 
wealthy widows, married them, and brought them back 
to his “scientific laboratory,” in the woods adjoining 
Clarksburg. There, his aging brides were gassed to death, 
with Herman pocketing their cash and selling off their 
other property. 


A farmer living in the same vicinity complained to 
local officers about the noxious odors emanating from 
the “lab.” Their search revealed two rooms: a killing 
chamber, where Drenth’s victims had been bound, with 
lethal gas piped in; and an adjoining “operations room,” 
where Drenth sat safe behind a plate glass window, 
gloating on their final agony. The killing chamber’s floor 
was caked with blood, as Drenth had used a hammer 
on the three young children of his latest victim, Asta 
Buick Eicher, prior to gassing her as usual. 
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Arrested for the Eicher slayings and the murder of 
another widow, Dorothy Lemke of Worcester, Massa- 
chusetts, Drenth confessed after corpses were found in 
a ditch near the lab. He admitted deriving sexual 
pleasure from watching his victims die, commenting 
that, “It beat any cat house I was ever in.” 


The local press christened Drenth “America’s worst 
bluebeard,” and police speculated that he may have 
killed over fifty women, but the prisoner was uncoop- 
erative when it came to hunting corpses. “You got me 
on five,” he reminded his jailers. “What good would 
fifty more do?” Taking his secret to the gallows, Drenth 
was hanged on March 18, 1932. 


DREW, CARL H. 


A Massachusetts pimp and self-styled Satanist, Drew 
used the trappings of his twisted religion to keep 
prostitutes in line, compelling their participation in cult 
rituals and threatening savage violence if they tried to 
reject his “protection.” At his murder trial, in March 
1981, several witnesses described Drew’s role in a series 
of ritual gatherings held between October 1979 and 
February 1980. Declaring himself to be Satan, Drew 
would reportedly chant and pray in “a different 
language,” leading his flock through the grisly steps of 
human sacrifice on at least two occasions. 


The first victim was Donna Levesque, of Fall River, 
her mutilated body discovered on October 13, 1979. 
Witnesses to that ritual murder included prostitutes 
Karen Marsden, 20, and Robin Murphy, 18. While 
Murphy was able to tolerate the sadistic violence, 
gradually moving from the role of an observer to that 
of a participant, Marsden was repulsed and sought to 
break away from Drew’s control. On February 8, 1980, 
she was sacrificed at a cult gathering outside Westport, 
tortured by having her hair and fingernails ripped out, 
beaten over the head with stones before Drew manually 
snapped her neck. Unsatisfied, the pimp persuaded 
Robin Murphy to slash Marsden’s throat, after which he 
removed her head and the cultists kicked it around like 
a football. Marsden’s fingers were lopped off in an effort 
to steal her rings, and Drew finished by raping the 
headless corpse, carving an “X” on the chest and 
smearing Marsden’s blood on Murphy’s forehead. 


Fragments of Marsden’s skull and scraps of her 
clothing were found in the woods on April 13, 1980. No 
other trace of her body has surfaced, but authorities 


identified the meager remains by comparing bone 
fragments with skull X-rays taken in 1978, when the 
victim was treated for a sinus ailment. By that time, 
Robin Murphy had already cracked under the strain of 
concealing two murders, and she fingered Carl Drew as 
the killer. Pleading guilty to her role in the Marsden 
sacrifice, Murphy accepted a life sentence and agreed to 
testify for the state, against Drew. 


The 26-year-old Satanist’s trial opened on March 2, 
1981, and he was indicted for Donna Levesque’s 
murder the following day. In the meantime, his name 
had also been mentioned in court proceedings against 
43-year-old Andre Maltais, convicted of murdering 
prostitute Barbara Raposa, 19, in November 1979. 
Convicted of the Marsden slaying on March 13, Drew 
was sentenced to life imprisonment. The investigation 
into his other crimes continues at this writing. 


DUDLEY, KENNETH E. 
and IRENE GWYN 


On February 9, 1961, the body of a female child was 
found along Route 1, near Lawrenceville, Virginia. 
Indications of severe abuse included bruises, open sores, 
a healing fracture of the child’s right leg. The cause of 
death was listed as a combination of exposure to the 
elements and malnutrition. 


Suspicion quickly fell on Kenneth and Irene Dudley, 
stopped by a highway patrolman on February 6, not 
fifty yards from where the tiny corpse was found. The 
Dudleys had been traveling with several ragged children 
in their car, and a description was broadcast, leading to 
their arrest near Fuqua, North Carolina, on February 
10. The next day, they were back in Brunswick 
County’s jail, attempting to explain themselves to 
homicide investigators. 


Interviews with two older daughters, in New York, 
revealed that Kenneth and Irene departed Syracuse in 
July 1958, with six children in their care. At the time 
of their arrest, only one — two-year-old Christine — 
was still alive. The others had been lost along a rambling 
trek across the continent and back again. 


Authorities could chart the family’s progress with a 
string of bodies. Claude had been the first to die, on 
November 19, 1958, still three months shy of his fourth 
birthday; his body, bound in canvas and a blanket, had 
been found near Lakeland, Florida. Norman Dudley, 


ten years old, had died December 23, 1959, with eight- 
year-old Charles following on Christmas day; their 
bodies, tied together in a blanket and canvas, were 
dropped off a bridge into Lake Pontchartrain, Louisiana, 
on January 1, 1960. 


Three-year-old Deborrah Jane survived until May 
21, 1960; her small corpse was wrapped in canvas, 
wedged into a cardboard box and dumped on a rubbish 
heap outside Jenkins, Kentucky. Carol Ann, age nine, 
was the last, her blanket-wrapped body discovered in a 
patch of snow near Lawrenceville on February 9. 


Investigation demonstrated that another Dudley child 
had been unearthed near Syracuse, New York, in 1946, 
resulting in Kenneth’s imprisonment for improper 
burial. Dudley had served a year on that charge, but 
detectives never pressed the search for evidence of 
homicide. 


In custody, statements from Irene Dudley docu- 
mented a pattern of brutal abuse through the years. In 
fits of anger, Kenneth often beat the children over trivial 
offenses, sometimes binding them with ropes for a day 
or more at a time, resulting in loss of circulation to arms 
and legs. Once, Irene recalled, her husband slapped one 
of the girls for “moving a lot,” and then thrust his fingers 
down the child’s throat to silence her “hollering.” 


Above all else, the Dudley children finally fell prey 
to malnutrition and a general neglect. “Because we had 
no money,” Irene told police, “at times the children 
were denied food, as punishment for misbehavior. At 
times, my husband and I ate while the children had 
nothing. We were better off than the children.” Both 
defendants were confined for psychiatric observation 
pending trial. 


DUFFY, JOHN FRANCIS 


The case of London’s “Railway Murderer” began on 
December 29, 1985, when 19-year-old Alison Day 
disappeared en route to visit her fiancee, in Upminster. 
Discovered on January 15, 1986, the young woman had 
been raped and strangled to death with a piece of her 
own blouse, twisted around a four-inch piece of wood 
to form a crude garrote. 


Three months later, on April 19, police discovered 
the remains of 15-year-old Maartje Tamboezer at West 
Horsley, near Guilford, in Surrey. Missing for two days, 
she had been raped and beaten with a heavy weapon, 
finally strangled and her body set on fire. A commuter 
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recalled seeing a disheveled man board the train at East 
Horsley, the day of the murder, and police published 
sketches of the suspect, described as 18 to 25 years old, 
of slender build, with long, unkempt hair worn in a 
“perm.” 


Victim number three, 29-year-old Ann Lock, disap- 
peared from the Potters Bar railway station, in Hertford- 
shire, during May. By the time her remains were 
discovered, concealed in nearby undergrowth, police 
had leaked the news that they were looking at connec- 
tions in a string of twenty-seven rapes, many of them 
committed in or around railway depots. 


Detained by police on November 27, 1986, suspect 
John Duffy, age 30, was initially charged with the 
Tamboezer slaying, plus three rapes of teenaged girls 
committed between February 1985 and October 1986. 
Two more counts of murder and four additional counts 
of rape were added to the list December 2. A former 
railroad carpenter, Duffy pled not guilty to all charges 
when his trial opened on January 13, 1988. On 
February 10, a magistrate directed jurors to acquit 
Duffy of killing Ann Lock, based on lack of evidence. 
Two weeks later, convicted of murdering Alison Day 
and Maartje Tamboezer plus assorted rape charges, 
Duffy was sentenced to seven terms of life 
imprisonment. 


DUFOUR, DONALD WILLIAM 


A postman’s working days in middle-class Orlando, 
Florida, are normally as uneventful as a man could hope 
for. There is seldom any major deviation from routine. 
A snapping dog, perhaps, but nothing that a can of 
Mace won’t cure. Except, that is, for murder. 


On the afternoon of July 15, 1982, the postman 
working Henry Balch Drive noted that deliveries of mail 
at Edward Wise’s home had not been taken in for 
several days. The circumstance was curious, but not 
disturbing. Not until the carrier became aware of rancid 
odors emanating from the house itself. 


Police were summoned, and they forced the door. 
Inside, patrolmen found Ed Wise, age 47, and his live- 
in lover, 44-year-old John Stinson, shot and stabbed to 
death. The medical examiner declared they had been 
dead at least a week, perhaps ten days. Though gay, the 
men had not been known as “cruisers,” and police did 
not initially suspect them of inviting home “rough 
trade.” 
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September 6. A young man riding his motorcycle 
through an Orlando citrus grove was startled to discover 
a corpse, partially covered by an orange blanket, lying 
beside the dirt road. The victim, a male, had been shot 
twice — in the head and back — with a .25-caliber 
pistol. A gasoline receipt, recovered from his pocket, 
identified him as Zack Miller, of Boston, Georgia, 
reported missing by his family two days earlier. 
Discovery of Miller’s car, September 7, gave detectives 
in Orlando hope the killer might still be within their 
jurisdiction. 

On October 10, three gunmen tried to rob a local fast 
food restaurant, and one of them was captured near the 
scene. The clumsy stick-up artist named the “brains” 
behind the job as Don Dufour, a cocky thief who 
boasted of a recent murder in an orange grove, with the 
victim robbed of jewelry. In fact, the would-be robber 
told detectives, Don had bragged of killing something 
like a dozen people, altogether. 


Homicide investigators searching for Dufour were 
startled by the news of his arrest, in Jackson, Mississippi, 
four days after the attempted robbery. He had been 
charged with double murder in the stabbing deaths of 
Danny King, age 32, and 34-year-old Earl Peeples. Both 
men had been slain in the apartment occupied by 
Peeples and, again, there were persuasive indications 
that the victims might be gay. 


Forensic evidence proved more persuasive to a 
Jackson jury than the suspect’s feeble plea of innocence. 
Convicted of the Peeples homicide on March 31, 1983, 
Dufour was sentenced to die in Mississippi’s electric 
chair. Unmoved by published interviews suggesting that 
their prisoner was “scared to death of electricity,” 
prosecutors expressed their intention to try him again, 
for Danny King’s murder. Meanwhile, in Florida, first- 
degree murder indictments were returned against 
Dufour in January 1983, on Wise and Stinson, and in 
September, for the Miller homicide. 


DVORACEK, MRS. 


Hard on the heels of Fritz Haarmann’s arrest in 
Germany, a similar case was uncovered in the town of 
Iglau, Czechoslovakia: There, authorities declared, a 
Mrs. Dvoracek and seven male accomplices had made 
a business out of slaying Polish refugees. The victims 
were reportedly enticed to Dvoracek’s home with an 
offer of lodging, then murdered and dismembered, with 


their bones cremated in a stove. At their trial, in October 
1925, the defendants were charged with slaying four 
victims, including the brothers Policky, during 1918 and 
1919. One of those accused pled guilty on October 22, 
and all were ultimately convicted, sentenced to die. 


DYER, ALBERT 


The slayer of three Los Angeles children during 1938, 
Dyer lured his victims to a secluded ravine, there 
molesting and murdering each in turn. After each 
killing, Dyer ritually cleaned the bodies, tidied up his 
victim’s clothing, and lingered at the scene to pray over 
the corpse. Captured during an attempt to carry off his 
fourth victim, Dyer confessed the series of crimes and 
was ultimately put to death. 


EDEL, FREDERICK W. 


An ex-convict and habitual criminal, Edel was 
charged with the gunshot murder of innkeeper John 
Mastriano at Meriden, Connecticut, on December 24, 
1926. Tried and acquitted on that charge (though 
prosecutors still maintained his guilt), Edel was also a 
prime suspect in the murder of a friend, David Dudley, 
found shot to death near Meriden on March 23, 1927. 


Police were still looking for leads in that case when 
Edel claimed his next victim, on December 27. Invading 
the New York apartment of Emeline Harrington, he 
beat the divorcee to death and dumped her body in the 
bathroom before looting the flat. Discovered on 
December 29, the victim’s body was identified by her 
ex-husband two days later. 


Edel’s downfall came about on January 2, when he 
absconded from a hotel in New Haven, Connecticut, 
leaving his bill unpaid. A search of the room turned up 
Emeline Harrington’s coat, some stolen letters addressed 
to the victim, aud an iron bar identified as the murder 
weapon. An all-points bulletin was issued for Edel, and 
he was arrested on March 27 in Hopkins, Minnesota, 
charged with forging postal money orders. Two days 
later, the 38-year-old fugitive admitted possession of 
Harrington’s clothing but denied her murder, insisting 
that the dead woman “sent” her jewels and clothing to 
him as a “gift.” 


Another year elapsed before Fred Edel came to trial, 
in March of 1929. Convicted of first-degree murder on 


March 7, he was sentenced to die in the electric chair 
at Sing Sing. Appeals delayed his scheduled execution 
for eleven months, and on March 29, 1930, Governor 
Franklin Roosevelt commuted Edel’s sentence to a term 
of life imprisonment. Upon parole, he was deported to 
Germany, where he died at age 72. 


EDWARDS, MACK RAY 


A native of Arkansas, born in 1919, Edwards moved 
to Los Angeles in 1941, logging one arrest for vagrancy 
that April, prior to finding work as a heavy-equipment 
operator. In that role, he helped build the freeways that 
made L.A. famous, and by early 1970 he was a veteran 
on the job, married and a father of two, the very model 
of blue-collar propriety. If anyone suspected his 
involvement in a string of brutal murders spanning 
sixteen years, they kept the secret to themselves. 


On March 5, 1970, three girls, ages 12 to 14, were 
abducted by burglars from their home in Sylmar, a Los 
Angeles suburb. Two escaped from their captors, but 
one was still missing the next day, when Mack Edwards 
entered a Los Angeles police station, surrendering a 
loaded revolver as he informed the duty officer, “I have 
a guilt complex.” Edwards named his teenage accom- 
plice in the kidnapping, and directed police to the 
Angeles National Forest, where the missing girl was 
found, unharmed. Before authorities could take his 
statement down, the prisoner informed them there were 
“other matters” to discuss. 


As homicide detectives listened, dumb-struck, 
Edwards voluntarily confessed to half a dozen murders, 
dating from the early 1950s. Stella Nolan, eight years 
old, had been the first to die, in June of 1953. Abducted 
from her home in Compton, she had never been 
recovered, and her fate remained a mystery for sixteen 
years, until a killer’s conscience led him to confess. 
Mack’s second crime had been a double-header, 
claiming 13-year-old Don Baker and 11-year-old 
Brenda Howell, in Azusa, on August 6, 1956. Once 
again, the bodies were missing, no solution in sight 
before Edwards surrendered himself to police. 


According to the killer’s statement, he had sworn off 
murder for a dozen years, returning with a vengeance 
in the fall of 1968. Gary Rochet, age 16, had been shot 
to death at his home, in Granada Hills, on November 
26, and Roger Madison, also 16, had vanished in 
Sylmar three weeks later. The last to go was 13-year- 
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old Donald Todd, reported missing in Pacoima on May 
16, 1969. 


On March 7, 1970, Edwards led officers into the San 
Gabriel Mountains, seeking the graves of two victims, 
but altered terrain foiled the search. He had better luck 
four days later, directing his keepers to a section of the 
Santa Ana Freeway, where the skeletal remains of Stella 
Nolan were unearthed from an eight-foot-deep grave. 
Edwards maintained that Roger Madison was buried 
beneath the Ventura Freeway, but authorities declined 
to plow the highway up in search of clues. The crimes, 
Mack said, had all been motivated by an urge for sex. 


With Edwards safely under lock and key, police 
voiced skepticism at the 12-year gap in his “career,” 
suggesting that there might be other victims unac- 
counted for — a body-count of 22, in all. Responding 
from his cell, the killer adamantly stuck by his confes- 
sion. “Six is all there is,” he told reporters. “There’s not 
any more. That’s all there is.” Before his trial, he twice 
attempted suicide, slashing his stomach with a razor 
blade on March 30, and gulping an overdose of 
tranquilizers on May 7. 


Charged in three of his six confessed crimes, Edwards 
was convicted and sentenced to die after telling the jury, 
“T want the chair; that’s what I’ve always wanted,” 
Immediate execution was his goal. As Edwards told the 
court, “My lawyer told me there are a hundred of men 
waiting to die in the chair. I’m asking the judge if I can 
have the first man’s place. He’s sitting there sweating 
right now. I’m not sweating. I’m ready for it.” 


Ready or not, Edwards was faced with the prospect 
of mandatory appeals, conscious of the fact that no 
California inmate had been executed since 1967. On 
October 30, 1971, he cut the process short, using an 
electric cord to hang himself in his death row cell at San 
Quentin. 


EGYPTIAN “BLUEBEARD” | 


An unnamed resident of Tanta, Egypt, fifty miles 
northwest of Cairo, was accused by the authorities, in 
April 1920, of slaughtering a score of women whom he 
lured to his home for purposes of robbery and murder. 
According to reports released on April 28, a raiding 
party found no less than twenty severed heads inside the 
killer’s home. The corpses of his victims were apparently 
burned, their heads being retained as grisly trophies by 
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the slayer who had also robbed them of their cash and 
jewelry. 


EMORY, JOSEPH 


A Los Angeles osteopath, Emory was convicted of 
second-degree murder in 1960, after one of his female 
patients died in the course of an illegal abortion. Paroled 
in 1964, he was arrested on a new abortion charge three 
years later, jailed from 1967 to 1969, with his medical 
license revoked. Against all odds, Emory won reinstate- 
ment of his license in May 1974, opening a makeshift 
clinic — dubbed the Highland Medical Center — that 
catered mainly to pregnant Mexican aliens. Over the 
next two years, he delivered more than 700 babies at the 
clinic, charging patients roughly half the normal hospital 
fee; 


As it turned out, the cut-rate deliveries were no 
bargain, with 25 infant deaths recorded at the clinic over 
two years time. (A twenty-sixth died in the hospital, 
hours after being removed from the clinic for emergency 
treatment.) On June 8, 1976, the 55-year-old “healer” 
was arrested and booked for investigation on ten counts 
of murder, his wife held on identical charges, while son 
Alan, 32, was booked on five counts. Deputy District 
Attorney Dinko Bozanich announced that the charges 
were based on “a wanton and reckless disregard for 
life,” but other spokesmen for the prosecution reported 
their probe was “not excluding the possibility of 
intentional killing.” In the wake of Emory’s latest arrest, 
prosecutors had some pointed questions for the state 
board of osteopathic examiners. “Why was this man 
licensed?” they asked. “And why, after a murder 
conviction and the rest of his record, was his license 
reinstated?” 


ENGELMAN, GLENNON E. 


A St. Louis dentist, linked with as many as seven 
homicides spanning 22 years, Engelman was first 
charged with murder on February 24, 1980. The victim 
in that case was 26-year-old Peter Halm, cut down by 
a sniper’s bullet at Pacific, Missouri, in 1976. Engelman, 
age 53, was named as the trigger man in the slaying, 
with 47-year-old Robert Handy charged as an accom- 
plice in an apparent scheme to collect life insurance on 
Halm. Prosecutors linked the dentist’s name with other 
deaths, including the December 1958 shooting of James 


Bullock, near the St. Louis Art Museum; an “accidental” 
dynamite explosion which killed Eric Frey, employed at 
a drag strip owned by Engelman; and the January 1980 
car bomb that killed Sophie Barrera, owner of a dental 
lab where Engelman owed large sums of money. 


Tried first in the Halm case, on federal charges of 
conspiracy and fraud, Engelman and Handy were 
convicted in August 1980; on September 17, Engelman 
drew a sentence of 30 years, while his accomplice got 
off “easy” with a 20-year prison term. Another federal 
jury found Engelman guilty of causing Sophie Barrera’s 
death, and he was sentenced to a further 30 years on 
October 11. His November trial in the Barrera case, on 
state murder charges, resulted in a hung jury, but a 
month later Engelman was convicted of murdering 
Halm, sentenced to a term of 50 years without 
probation. 


ENRIQUETA, MARTI 


A self-styled witch, who made her living through the 
sale of charms and potions, Enriqueta was arrested by 
police in Barcelona, during March of 1912, on charges 
of abducting local children. Her most recent victim, a 
young girl named Angelita, was rescued alive from the 
witch’s lair, appalling police with a tale of murder and 
cannibalism. According to the girl, she had been forced 
by Enriqueta to partake of human flesh. Her “meal” had 
been the pitiful remains of yet another child, abducted 
by the murderess a short time earlier. 


As ultimately pieced together by authorities, the local 
crimes of Enriqueta had already claimed at least six 
victims. After murdering the children, she would boil 
their bodies down for use as prime ingredients in her 
expensive “love potions.” Convicted on the basis of her 
own confession, coupled with the testimony of her sole 
surviving victim, Marti Enriqueta was condemned to 
death and executed for her crimes. 


ERSKINE, KENNETH 


At age 24, Kenneth Erskine was diagnosed by court 
psychiatrists as possessing “a mental age of eleven.” A 
persistent loner, abandoned by his English mother and 
Antiguan father, he drifted through a milieu of special 
schools and flophouses, compiling a record of arrests for 
burglary in London, living on the proceeds of his thefts. 
Business was good enough for Erskine to open ten 


separate accounts for his stolen loot, but money isn’t 
everything. Somewhere along the way, the simple- 
minded youth picked up a taste for homicide. 


Eileen Emms, 78, was the first to die, strangled in her 
home during the first week of April 1987. A month 
later, Janet Crockett, age 67, was killed in identical 
fashion. The killer rebounded with a double-header on 
June 28, claiming 84-year-old Valentine Gleime and 
94-year-old Zbigniew Stabrawa in separate incidents. 
William Carmen, age 84, was strangled in early July. 
Two weeks later, William Downes, 74, and Florence 
Tisdall, 80, were discovered on successive mornings. 


By then, police were working overtime to find the 
“Stockwell Strangler,” so-called after the southwest 
London neighborhood where five of his victims were 
slain. There had been petty theft in several cases, with 
a television stolen from Crockett’s apartment and 
roughly $900 missing from Carmen’s home, but robbery 
did not appear to be the driving motive. All of the 
victims were strangled manually, left on their beds with 
the sheets pulled up to their chins. Five had been 
sexually molested, but authorities could not determine 
whether the acts were committed before or after death. 


Kenneth Erskine was arrested on July 28, at a social 
security office, for trying to conceal one of his numerous 
savings accounts. In custody, his palm print matched 
one lifted from a Stockwell murder scene, and he was 
picked from a lineup by victim Frederick Prentice, 74, 
who had survived an attempted strangulation on June 
27. Under questioning, Erskine seemed to plead 
amnesia. “I don’t remember killing anyone,” he told 
police. “I could have done it without knowing it. I am 
not sure if I did.” 

The court had little difficulty sorting out the problem. 
Charged with seven counts of murder and one count of 
attempted murder, Erskine was convicted across the 
board on January 29, 1988. (Two additional murders, 
dating from 1986, were eliminated from the list on 
grounds of insufficient evidence.) The presiding judge 
sentenced Erskine to seven life terms with an additional 
twelve years for attempted murder, recommending that 
the killer serve a minimum of 40 years before he is 
considered for parole. 


ESTRADA, ENRIQUE 


A well-known drug abuser, born in 1941, Estrada 
launched his criminal career at age eighteen, logging a 
total of twenty arrests on no less than thirty-two separate 
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felony charges. His seven convictions included counts of 
burglary, larceny, damage to property, and possession of 
dangerous drugs. In October and November 1976, Los 
Angeles authorities sought Estrada in connection with 
two residential burglaries, resulting in the deaths of 
elderly female victims. In each case, the women were 
robbed at knifepoint in their homes, then bound by their 
assailant and brutally beaten to death. 


Indicted for robbery and murder in Los Angeles, 
Estrada was declared a federal fugitive on charges of 
unlawful flight to avoid prosecution. His name was 
added to the FBI’s “Most Wanted” list on December 5, 
1977, and the resultant publicity paid off at once. In 
Bakersfield, north of Los Angeles, narcotics officers 
were following a suspect known as “Hank” Estrada 
when the federal wanted flyers rang a bell. They trailed 
him to a local filling station on December 8 and took 
him into custody, returning him to Los Angeles for trial 
and ultimate conviction on the more serious charges 
awaiting him there. 


ETHERIDGE, ELLEN 


A solid family background and religious training did 
not spare the second wife of Texas rancher J.D. 
Etheridge from pangs of jealousy. When they were 
married in the spring of 1912, she thought the wealthy 
widower admired her for herself. It soon became 
apparent though, that he was more concerned with 
finding someone who would cook his meals and clean 
his large Bosque County home, northwest of Waco. 
Ellen warmed his lonely bed and tended house, but she 
began to feel neglected as her husband showered his 
affection on the children — eight in all — who were the 
living images of her lamented predecessor. 


Jealousy gave way to envy, then to hatred. During 
June of 1913, Ellen launched her plan to thin the herd, 
employing poison to eliminate a pair of the offensive 
children. On October 2, two more died, but the 
coincidence was too extreme. Authorities were curious, 
and poison was discovered by post-mortem tests. In 
custody, the second Mrs. Etheridge confessed her crimes 
and drew a term of life imprisonment. 


EVANS, WESLEY GARETH 


Slow-witted and hyperactive, Canadian Wesley 
Evans missed long months of schooling due to erratic 
behavior which made attendance impossible. Hit by a 
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truck at age nine, he suffered severe head injuries that 
left him comatose for eight days, with temporary 
paralysis of his left side upon regaining consciousness. 
Released from the hospital after four months of therapy, 
Evans thereafter walked with a pronounced limp, 
communicating in slurred speech. Eighteen months 
later, he was burned over twenty percent of his body 
while playing with a cigarette lighter. He grew up 
obsessed with the notion that girls — and later, women 
— were laughing at his scars. In time, his hidden rage 
would reach a lethal boiling point. 


On November 24, 1984, Lavonne Willems, age 27, 
of Vancouver, was found dead in a home she was 
watching for friends, then on vacation overseas. She had 
been murdered in the bedroom, stabbed a total of 
twenty-five times, her pants unbuckled and open at the 
waist. Detectives theorized a sexual motive, but they 
had no suspect in the case. 


On March 31, 1985, realtor Beverly Seto, 39, hosted 
an open house for potential customers in Matsqui, 
British Columbia, a Vancouver suburb. When she failed 
to come home for supper, her husband dropped by the 
empty house and found her car outside, the door ajar. 
A light was burning in the kitchen, though the guests 
had long departed. Moving through the silent rooms, he 
found his wife in the bedroom, her throat slashed, skirt 
bunched up around her waist. The coroner reported 
Seto had been raped, then stabbed a minimum of twenty 
times. 


In late July, police received a tip which named a 
young man from the Matsqui neighborhood as Seto’s 
killer. He was held for questioning in early August 1985, 
but officers found nothing to connect him with the 
murder. Seeking further information on their suspect, 
they detained a friend, 21-year-old Wesley Evans, on 
marijuana charges, hoping they could pressure him for 
details of the suspect’s movements. What they got 
instead, was a surprise confession to the crime. 


In custody, their prisoner admitted killing Seto, and 
went on to offer details of the Willems murder. 
Homicide investigators checked their street maps, 
startled to discover Evans lived a short four blocks from 
the location of the Seto slaying, barely eight blocks from 
the house where Willems died. The opening remarks of 
Wesley’s trial were heard on January 16, 1986; 
convicted two weeks later, he was sentenced to a term 
of life imprisonment, required to serve a minimum of 
twenty-five years before he would be eligible for parole. 


EYLER, LARRY 


A native of Crawfordsville, Indiana, born December 
21, 1952, Eyler was the youngest of four children born 
to parents who divorced while he was young. Dropping 
out of high school in his senior year, he worked odd jobs 
for a couple of years before earning his GED. Sporadic 
enrollment in college between 1974 and ’78 left Eyler 
without a degree, and he finally pulled up stakes, 
making the move to Chicago. 


Unknown to friends and relatives, Larry Eyler was a 
young man at war within himself, struggling to cope 
with homosexual tendencies which simultaneously 
fascinated and repelled him. Like John Gacy and a host 
of others, he would learn to take his sex where he could 
find it, forcefully, and then eliminate the evidence of his 
abiding shame. 


On March 22, 1982, Jay Reynolds was found, 
stabbed to death on the outskirts of Lexington, Ken- 
tucky. Nine months later, on October 3, 14-year-old 
Delvoyd Baker was strangled, his body dumped on the 
roadside north of Indianapolis. Steven Crockett, 19, was 
the victim on October 23, stabbed 32 times with four 
wounds in the head, discarded outside Lowell, Indiana. 
The killer moved into Illinois on November 6, leaving 
Robert Foley in a field northwest of Joliet. 


Police were slow to see the pattern forming, unaware 
that they had already spoken with one survivor. 
Drugged and beaten near Lowell, Indiana, on 
November 4, 21-year-old Craig Townsend had escaped 
from the hospital before detectives completed their 
investigation of the unprovoked assault. 


The transient slayer celebrated Christmas 1982 by 
dumping 25-year-old John Johnson’s body in a field 
outside Belshaw, Indiana. Three days later, it was a 
double-header, with 21-year-old John Roach disco- 
vered near Belleville, and the trussed-up body of Steven 
Agan, a Terre Haute native, discarded north of New- 
port, Indiana. 


The grim toll continued to rise through the spring of 
1983, with most of the action shifting to Illinois. By July 
2, the body-count stood at twelve, with the latter victims 
mutilated after death, a few disemboweled. Ralph Calise 
made unlucky thirteen on August 31, dumped in a field 
near Lake Forest, Illinois. He had been dead less than 
twelve hours when he was discovered, bound with 


clothesline and surgical tape, stabbed 17 times, his pants 
pulled down around his ankles. 


On September 30, 1983, an Indiana highway patrol- 
man spotted a pickup truck parked along Interstate 65, 
with two men moving toward a nearby stand of trees. 
One appeared to be bound, and the officer went to 
investigate, identifying Larry Eyler as the owner of the 
truck. His young companion accused Eyler of making 
homosexual propositions, then asking permission to tie 
him up. A search of the pickup revealed surgical tape, 
nylon clothesline, and a hunting knife stained with 
human blood. Forensics experts noted that the blood 
type matched Ralph Calise’s, while tire tracks and 
imprints of Eyler’s boots made a fair match with tracks 
from the field where Calise was discovered. 


While the investigation continued, with Eyler still at 
liberty, the murders likewise kept pace. On October 4, 
1983, 14-year-old Derrick Hansen was found dismem- 
bered, near Kenosha, Wisconsin. Eleven days later, a 
young “John Doe” was discovered near Rensselaer, 
Indiana. October 18 yielded four bodies in Newton 
County, dumped together at an abandoned farm; one 
victim had been decapitated, and all had their pants 
pulled down, indicating sexual motives in the slayings. 
Another “John Doe” was recovered on December 5, 
near Effingham, Illinois, and the body-count jumped 
again, two days later, when Richard Wayne and an 
unidentified male were found dead near Indianapolis. 


By this time, police had focused their full attention on 
Larry Eyler. Craig Townsend had been traced to 
Chicago, after fleeing the Indiana hospital, and he 
grudgingly identified photographs of Eyler. Another 
survivor chimed in with similar testimony, but investi- 
gators wanted their man for homicide, and the circum- 
stantial case was still incomplete. 


Facing constant surveillance in Chicago, Eyler filed a 
civil suit against the Lake County sheriffs office, 
accusing officers of mounting a “psychological warfare” 
campaign to unhinge his mind. His claim for half a 
million dollars was denied, and as he left the courtroom, 
Eyler was arrested for the Ralph Calise murder, held in 
lieu of $1 million bond. Police were jubilant until a 
pretrial hearing, on February 5, 1984, led to exclusion 
of all the evidence recovered from Eyler’s truck. 
Released on bail, the killer went about his business 
while investigators scrambled to salvage their failing 
case. 


On May 7, 1984, 22-year-old David Block was found 
murdered near Zion, Illinois, his wounds conforming to 
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the pattern of his predecessors. Police got a break three 
months later, on August 21, when a janitor’s skittish dog 
led his master to examine Eyler’s garbage, in Chicago. 
Police were swiftly summoned to clain the remains of 
Danny Bridges, 15, a homosexual hustler whose 
dismembered body had been neatly bagged for disposal. 


Eyler’s arrogance had finally undone him. Experts 
noted that the Bridges mutilations were a carbon copy 
of the Derrick Hansen case, outside Kenosha, in 
October 1983. Convicted of the Bridges slaying on July 
9, 1986, Eyler was sentenced to die. Investigations of his 
other murders are continuing, but there have been no 
further charges in the case. 


FALLING, CHRISTINE 
LAVERNE SLAUGHTER 


Christine Falling 


Christine Falling was born at Perry, Florida, on 
March 12, 1963, the second child of a 65-year-old father 
and his 16-year-old wife. Reared in poverty, obese and 
dull-witted, she required regular doses of medication to 
control her epileptic seizures. As a child, she showed her 
“love” for cats by strangling them and dropping them 
from lethal heights in order to “test their nine lives.” At 
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age nine, Christine and her sister were removed for a 
year to a children’s refuge in Orlando, following 
domestic battles that resulted in police being summoned 
to their home. 


In September 1977, at age 14, Christine was married 
to a man in his twenties. Their chaotic relationship 
lasted six weeks and was punctuated by violence, 
Christine once hurling a 25-pound stereo at her husband 
in the heat of battle. With the collapse of her marriage, 
Falling lapsed into a bizarre hypochondriac phase, 
logging 50 trips to the hospital in the space of two years. 
She complained of ailments ranging from“red spots” to 
vaginal bleeding and “snakebite,” but physicians rarely 
found any treatable symptoms. 

Rendered virtually unemployable by her appearance 
and mentality, Christine picked up spending money by 
babysitting for neighbors and relatives. On February 25, 
one of her charges — two-year-old Cassidy Johnson — 

was rushed to a doctor’s office in Blountstown, 
tentatively diagnosed as suffering from encephalitis. The 
girl died on February 28, an autopsy listing cause of 
death as blunt trauma to the skull. Christine described 
the baby “passing out” and toppling from her crib, but 
she was unconvincing. One physician wrote a note to 
the police, advising them to check the babysitter out, but 
it was “lost” in transit and the case was closed. 


Christine moved on to Lakeland, and two months 
after her arrival, four-year-old Jeffrey Davis “stopped 
breathing” in her care. An autopsy revealed symptoms 
of myocarditis, a heart inflammation rarely fatal in itself. 
Three days later, while the family attended Jeffrey’s 
funeral, Falling was retained to sit with two-year-old 
Joseph Spring, a cousin of the dead boy. Joseph died 
in his crib that afternoon, while “napping,” and 
physicians noted evidence of a viral infection, suggesting 
it might have killed Jeffrey, as well. 


Christine was back in Perry — and in business — by 
July of 1981. She had received a clean bill of health 
from the doctors in Lakeland, but her bad luck was 
holding. She tried her hand at housekeeping, but 77- 
year-old William Swindle died in his kitchen her first 
day on the job. A short time later, Falling accompanied 
her stepsister to the doctor’s office, where an eight- 
month-old niece, Jennifer Daniels, received some 
standard childhood vaccinations. Stopping by the 
market on her way home, the stepsister left Christine in 
the car with her child, returning to find that the baby 
had simply “stopped breathing.” 


Thus far, local physicians had sympathized with 
Christine as an unfortunate “victim of circumstance,” 
but their view changed on July 2, 1982, when ten-week- 
old Travis Coleman died in Falling’s care. This time, an 
autopsy revealed internal ruptures, caused by suffoca- 
tion, and Christine was hauled in for questioning. In 
custody, she confessed to killing three of the children by 
means of “smotheration,” pressing a blanket over their 
faces in response to disembodied voices chanting, “Kill 
the baby.” 


“The way I done it, I seen it done on TV shows,” 
Christine explained. “I had my own way, though. 
Simple and easy. No one would hear them scream.” 
Convicted on the basis of her own confession, she was 
sentenced to a term of life imprisonment, with no parole 
for the first 25 years. 


FERNANDEZ, 
RAYMOND MARTINEZ, 
and BECK, MARTHA 


Hawaiian-born Raymond Fernandez was a self-styled 
Latin lover, who married twice and fathered an 
unknown number of children before turning to life as a 
bigamist, gigolo, and professional swindler. His targets 
were elderly spinsters and widows, selected from 
newspaper “personal” ads and the listings of various 
“lonely-hearts” clubs. One such advertisement, ans- 
wered during 1947, brought Fernandez face-to-face 
with Martha Beck, a registered nurse and matron of a 
home for crippled children in Pensacola, Florida. Five 
years his junior, tipping the scales at 280 pounds, Beck 
swept Fernandez off his feet, delighting Raymond with 
her absolute approval of his larcenous life-style. They 
devised a scheme where Beck would pose as Raymond’s 
sister, standing by to help while he bilked other women 
of their savings, joining him for kinky sex between 
engagements. Over two years time, they swindled scores 
of victims, killing off at least a dozen (some say 20) 
when confronted with resistance. 


One of those who got the treatment was a widow, 
Delphine Dowling, 28, of Grand Rapids, Michigan. 
Easily the youngest of Raymond’s victims, Mrs. 
Dowling allowed Fernandez and his “sister” to occupy 
her home, but she stalled the wedding until she was 
“sure of Raymond’s affections.” The delay blocked 
access to her cash, while making Martha jealous in her 
ring-side seat, compelled to watch as Raymond wooed 


their pigeon. Neighbors were suspicious when Mrs. 
Dowling and her two-year-old daughter vanished in 
January 1949, and police were summoned to investi- 
gate. Fernandez and Beck were still in residence when 
detectives arrived, cheerfully granting permission for a 
search of the house. Excavating a patch of fresh cement 
in the basement, officers unearthed two corpses, quickly 
arresting Fernandez and his “sister” on suspicion of 
murder. 


In custody, the lovers cracked, confessing td‘a score 
of homicides. Fernandez admitted feeding Mrs. 
Dowling an overdose of sleeping pills, shooting her in 
the head for good measure, after which Beck had 
drowned two-year-old Rainelle Dowling in the bathtub. 
Accustomed to four-figure payoffs, Fernandez was 
disappointed with the $500 he picked up from Delphine 
Dowling. The take was hardly worth his time, and as 
he told detectives, “I’m no average killer.” 


The confessions seemed to bear him out. Jane 
Thompson had accompanied Raymond on a honey- 
moon in Spain, but she had not returned. Fernandez 
sold her relatives the story of a fatal (nonexistent) train 
wreck, moving in with Thompson’s mother several 
weeks before she disappeared. Another victim, Myrtle 
Young, had joined Fernandez in Chicago during August 
1948, where she reportedly ‘croaked from over- 
exertion” after a weekend of non-stop sex. Janet Fay, 
age 66, was swindled by the pair in Albany, New York, 
after which Martha Beck brained her with a hammer, 
Fernandez finishing the job by strangulation with a 
scarf. Authorities recovered Fay’s remains from a 
suburban cottage and indictments were returned, the 
prisoners delivered to New York since Michigan had no 
provision for capital punishment. 


At their trial, beginning in July of 1949, the killers 
pled not guilty by reason of insanity. Jurors rejected the 
ploy, and on August 22 the “lonely-hearts killers” were 
sentenced to death. The Supreme Court rejected their 
appeals on January 2, 1951, and the executions were 
carried out at Sing Sing prison, on March 8. 


FIELD, FREDERICK 
HERBERT CHARLES 


On April 5, 1936, 48-year-old Beatrice Sutton was 
found dead in her London apartment, lying across the 
bed with several pillows stacked over her face. Despite 
the body’s odd posture, there were no immediate signs 
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of a struggle, and her death was first attributed to 
“natural causes,” later shifted to homicide after further 
investigation proved she had been strangled. 


Frederick Field, an airman stationed at nearby 
Hendon, was charged with the murder on April 25, 
freely confessing his crime to police. “I had not seen the 
woman before in my life,” he proclaimed, “and had not 
the least ill intentions toward her. I just murdered her 
because I wanted to murder someone.” In later inter- 
views, Field told reporters he was tired of living and had 
“put himself on the spot” with a capital crime after 
finding he lacked the courage to commit suicide. 


Convicted of murder and sentenced to death on May 
13, 1936, Field mounted the gallows on June 30. In the 
wake of his execution, he was generally acknowledged 
as the killer of Nora Upchurch, found strangled in 1931 
— a crime for which he had been previously tried and 
acquitted at the Old Bailey. 


FIGUEROA, DANNY 


Mentally, young Danny Figueroa never came of age. 
At 26, he liked to hang around with adolescent boys, 
but there was nothing sexual about his interest in the 
youths. Instead, he seemed to be in search of playmates, 
youngsters who would share his fantasies of high 
adventure and the paramilitary games he liked to play 
around his home in Perris, California, south of River- 
side. He taught the boys to camp and hunt small game 
with BB guns, but when he went out hunting on his 
own, the young man leaned toward other weapons, 
other prey. 


On May 13, 1986, Reynold Johnson was shot and 
killed at his home in Hemet, California, ten miles east 
of Perris. The single round, which struck him in the 
chest, had been fired from a high-powered rifle. 
Witnesses recalled a stranger in the neighborhood, 
attired in military green, but the police were left without 
a motive or a suspect in the crime. 


May 29. Ray Webber, age 19, was working on his 
brother’s ranch, in Riverside County, when the sniper 
struck again. Coworkers found him slumped over the 
steering wheel of his pickup truck in San Timoteo 
Canyon, skull shattered by the shotgun blast that took 
his life. Again, the victim had no enemies; there seemed 
to be no motive for his murder. 
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Five days later, an illegal alien was crossing a lettuce 
field in Imperial County, bound for El Centro and 
friends who would drive him to Los Angeles, when he 
was suddenly confronted by a man in uniform. He 
mistook the tall man for an agent of the Border Patrol, 
but instead of arresting the Mexican, his assailant raised 
a gun and shot him where he stood, leaving the victim 
for dead. He crawled to the highway, where a passing 
motorist stopped and drove him to a hospital in El 
Centro. Recovering, he offered sheriff's deputies a fair 
description of the gunman. 


Officers patrolling the vicinity found Danny Figu- 
eroa, dressed in camouflage fatigues and carrying a rifle. 
They disarmed him and recorded his denial of the 
shooting, skeptical of Figueroa’s claim that he was 
merely a survivalist, rehearsing field maneuvers in 
anticipation of society’s collapse. Surprisingly, their 
witness hedged at naming Danny as the gunman, and 
their suspect was eventually released for lack of 
evidence. 


June 8. At Indio, some forty-five miles east of Perris, 
Robert Jimenez was shot three times while barbecuing 
in his own back yard. A fourth shot struck him as he 
crawled back toward the house, to call police. By now, 
it was apparent to authorities in Southern California that 
they had a random sniper on their hands, and he was 
not afraid to kill. 


June 17. In Redlands, twenty-five miles north of 
Perris, Mary Langerich, 72, was reported missing by her 
husband when she failed to return after taking their dog 
for its morning constitutional. Three hours later, 
searchers found her body in the brush beside a gravel 
road, shot five times in the back with a small-caliber 
weapon. Witnesses reported sightings of a young man, 
dressed in paramilitary garb, close by the murder scene, 
and officers stopped by the Figueroa home to question 
Danny on June 21. His family reported that he had been 
“camping” in the desert for the past few days; they had 
no firm idea of when he might return. 


Around the neighborhood, detectives turned up 
several boys who had accompanied Figueroa on his 
forays to the desert. All thought highly of the murder 
suspect, reporting that he “wore jungle stuff like Rambo 
and acted real cool.” It was apparent that their suspect 
knew the territory, and the search became a week-long 
siege, complete with roadblocks, tracking dogs, and 
helicopters sporting infrared scopes, designed for seeking 


body heat on foreign battlefields. At every turn, the 
fugitive confounded his pursuers. 


Figueroa’s luck ran out June 28, when hikers spotted 
him in Reche Canyon, barely two miles from his home. 
Converging helicopters sighted Danny, trying to conceal 
himself in grass and brush, maintaining contact while a 
squad of twenty deputies with automatic weapons 
closed the ring on foot. Arraigned in San Jacinto on the 
second of July, for Reynold Johnson’s murder, Figueroa 
would face other charges in the days to come. Convicted 
on three counts of murder in June 1987, he drew a 
prison term of 66 years to life. 


FISCHER, JOSEPH 


Born in 1930, Joseph Fischer was a rootless transient 
who left a string of murdered women behind him as he 
wandered across America. Jailed in Dutchess County, 
New York, during 1979, Fischer was charged with 
murdering his wife — 28 years his senior — when he 
simply tired of having her around. In custody, the drifter 
confessed 32 murders in all, but authorities were 
cautious in checking his claims. By February 1980, 
homicide investigators had developed positive links in 
three other slayings, with victim Betty Jo Gibson killed 
in Oklahoma, and a pair of teenagers — Alaine 
Haperman and Veronica Tassielo — stabbed to death 
in Norwalk, Connecticut. While Fischer’s involvement 
in further cases remains unconfirmed, the charges filed 
against him were sufficient to permanently remove him 
from circulation. 


FISH, ALBERT HOWARD 


Born Hamilton Fish, in 1870, America’s most 
notorious 2Oth-century cannibal was the product of a 
respected family living in Washington, D.C. A closer 
examination, however, reveals at least seven relatives 
with severe mental disorders in the two generations 
preceding Fish’s birth, including two members of the 
family who died in institutions. Fish was five years old 
when his father died, and his mother placed him in an 
orphanage while she worked to support herself. Records 
describe young Fish as a problem child who “ran away 
every Saturday,” persistently wetting the bed until his 
eleventh year. Graduating from public school at age 15, 


he began to call himself “Albert,” discarding the hated 
first name which led classmates to tease him, calling him 
“Ham and Eggs.” 


As an adult, Fish worked odd jobs, making his way 
across country as an itinerant house painter and 
decorator. In 1898 he married a woman nine years his 
junior fathering six children before his wife ran away 
with a boarder named John Straube, in January 1917. 
She came back once, with Straube in tow, and Fish took 
her back on the condition that she send her lover away. 
Later, he discovered that his wife was keeping Straube 
in the attic, and she departed after a stormy argument, 
never to return. 


By his own account, Fish committed his first murder 
in 1910, killing a man in Wilmington, Delaware, but his 
children marked the obvious change in Fish’s behavior 
from the date of his wife’s first departure. Apparently 
subject to hallucinations, he would shake his fist at the 
sky and repeatedly scream, “I am Christ!” Obsessed 
with sin, sacrifice, and atonement through pain, Fish 
encouraged his children and their friends to paddle him 
until his buttocks bled. On his own, he inserted 
numerous needles in his groin, losing track of some as 
they sank out of sight. (A prison X-ray revealed at least 
29 separate needles, some eroded with time to mere 
fragments.) On other occasions, Fish would soak cotton 
balls in alcohol, insert them in his anus, and set them 
on fire. Frustrated by agony when he began slipping 
needles under his own fingernails, Fish lamented, “If 
only pain were not so painful!” 


Though never divorced from his first wife, Fish 
married three more times, enjoying a sex life which 
court psychiatrists would describe as one of “unparal- 
leled perversity.” (In jail, authorities compiled a list of 
eighteen sexual perversions practiced by Fish, including 
coprophagia — the consumption of human excrement.) 
Tracing his sado-masochism back to the age of five or 
six, when he began to relish bare-bottom paddlings in 
the orphanage, Fish’s obsession with pain was focused 
primarily on children. Ordered “by God” to castrate 
young boys, he impartially molested children of both 
sexes as he traveled around the country. Prosecutors 
confidently linked him with “at least 100” sexual attacks 
in 23 states, from New York to Wyoming, but Fish felt 
slighted by their estimate. “I have had children in every 
state,” he declared, placing his own tally of victims 
closer to 400. 
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For all that, Fish was careless in his crimes, frequently 
losing jobs “because things about these children came 
out.” Arrested eight times over the years, he served time 
for grand larceny, passing bad checks and violating 
parole or probation. Obscene letters were another of his 
passions, and Fish mailed off countless examples to 
strangers, their addresses obtained from matrimonial 
agencies or newspaper “lonely-hearts” columns. 


In 1928, posing as “Mr. Howard,” Fish befriended 
the Budd family in White Plains, New York. On June 
3, while escorting 12-year-old Grace Budd to a mythical 
children’s party, he took the child to an isolated cottage 
and there dismembered her body, saving several pieces 
for a stew which he consumed. 


Two years later, with the Budd case still unsolved, 
Fish was confined to a psychitriac hospital for the first 
time. After two months of observation, he was dis- 
charged with a note reading: “Not insane; psychopathic 
personality; sexual type.” In 1931, arresting Fish once 
more on a charge of mailing obscene letters, police 
found a well-used cat-o’-nine-tails in his room. He was 
released after two more weeks of observation in a 
psychiatric ward. 


Compelled to gloat about his crimes, Fish sent a letter 
to the Budd family in 1934, breaking the news that 
Grace was dead, oddly emphasizing the fact that “she 
died a virgin.” Traced by police through the letter, Fish 
readily confessed to other homicides, including children 
killed in 1919, 1927, and 1934. 


Authorities disagreed on his ultimate body-count, 
detectives listing at least three more victims in New 
York City. Arrested for questioning in one case, Fish 
had been released because he “looked so innocent.” On 
another occasion, a trolley conductor identified Fish as 
the man he saw with a small, sobbing boy on the day 
of the child’s disappearance. A court psychiatrist 
suspected Albert of at least five murders, with New 
York detectives adding three more, and a justice of the 
New York Supreme Court was “reliably informed” of 
the killer’s involvement in fifteen homicides. 


At trial, the state was desperate to win a death 
penalty, overriding Fish’s insanity defense with laugha- 
ble psychiatric testimony. Speaking for the state, a 
battery of doctors declared, straight-faced, that “Copro- 
phagia is a common sort of thing. We don’t call people 
who do that mentally sick. A man who does that is 
socially perfectly all right. As far as his social status is 


‘concerned, he is supposed to be normal, because the 
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State of New York Mental Hygiene Department also 
approves of that.” 


With Fish’s rambling, obscene confessions in hand, 
the jury found him sane and guilty of premeditated 
murder. Sentenced to die, Fish was electrocuted at Sing 
Sing prison on January 16, 1936. It took two jolts 
before the chair, short-circuited by all the needles Fish 
had planted in his body, could complete its work. 


FLORIDA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


On August 29, 1975, Dade County’s assistant 
medical examiner announced his belief that one man 
was responsible for five recent murders of South Florida 
women. Homicide detectives were convinced of a 
connection in the July slayings of Ronnie Gorlin, 27, 
and Elyse Napp, 21, while the medical examiner’s 
report named three other victims. Barbara Stephens, 23, 
had been abducted from a South Dade shopping mall 
and stabbed to death in February, while a pair of 14- 
year-old high school classmates, Barbara Schreiber and 
Belinda Zeterower, had been killed at Hollywood in 
June. 


At this point, Sgt. Erwin Carlstedt of Sonoma 
County, California, chimed in with his theory of a single 
killer, moving coast-to-coast with more than 30 
unsolved homicides behind him. Florida investigators 
had no public comment on the theory, concentrating on 
their search for an elusive killer who deflates his victims’ 
tires in parking lots, then charms them with an offer of 
assistance. At this writing, the Florida cases remain 
unsolved. (See also: “Occult” Murders) 


FLOYD, CHARLES 


On July 10, 1942, the 20-year-old wife of William 
Brown, a Tulsa trucker, was strangled and raped in her 
Main Street apartment, on Tulsa’s north side. Pregnant 
at the time of the attack, the victim had been six days 
from delivery of her child, who also died in what 
authorities would call a double homicide. 


Six months went by before the next attack. Clara 
Stewart and her married daughter, Georgina Green, 
were sharing an apartment in the general neighborhood 
of the July attack, while Georgina’s husband served in 


the army. Police suspected that the man who beat them 
both to death and raped their corpses one December 
night was drawn by the naturally red hair of his victims, 
a trait they shared in common with the wife of William 
Brown. 


Another redhead, Panta Lou Niles, became the next 
victim on May 15, 1945. Bludgeoned in her sleep, by 
a man who entered through her open bedroom window, 
she was also raped after death. The killer was still in her 
room hours later, when a friend phoned to wake her for 
work. Alarmed at the sound of a man’s voice on the line, 
the friend hung up and called police, but they arrived 
too late to bag their man. 


A simple-minded drifter, Henry Owens, was arrested 
on suspicion in the latest homicide. Previously booked 
on charges of sexual assault, Owens agreed to a 
polygraph test but the results were inconclusive. He was 
still in custody when the killer struck again, on July 1, 
1948. 


Breaking into an apartment, the attacker clubbed the 
female tenant, her 12-year-old daughter, and a teenage 
girl who was sleeping over. Police reported that the girls 
were partially undressed and an “unnatural sex act” was 
performed on the woman before a neighbor arrived, 
drawn by their screaming, and put their assailant to 
flight. Two blocks away, he invaded the home of Ruth 
Norton — another redhead — fatally beating his last 
victim before raping her unconscious body. 


This time, a witness came forward and offered police 
a description of Norton’s attacker, including the piece of 
advice that he “looked like a truck driver.” A survey of 
local trucking companies revealed that Charles Floyd, a 
driver known for his obsession with redheads, had quit 
his job on the morning of July 2. Police broadcast 
descriptions, leading to his ultimate arrest in Dallas, on 
November 22, 1949. 


Despite assertions of “confusion,” Floyd supplied 
detectives with substantial details of the crime known 
only to the killer and police. A lifelong “Peeping Tom,” 
Floyd said that voyeurism sometimes failed to satisfy his 
cravings, and on those occasions he was moved to 
violence. Panta Niles had been a special target, fond of 
stripping down before an open window; Floyd had 
watched her for a period of weeks before lust exploded 
into rape and murder. 


Psychiatric testing and the subject’s low IQ saved 
Floyd from the electric chair in Oklahoma. On confes- 


sion to the string of rapes and murders, he was packed 
off to a mental institution, where he subsequently died. 


FORT LAUDERDALE, FL 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


On February 17, 1981, the body of a young, uniden- 
tified black woman was found on the outskirts’of Fort 
Lauderdale’s ghetto. The medical examiner’s report 
described her death as a homicide committed by 
“unspecified means.” On June 1 of that year, the 
skeletal remains of a black girl, roughly thirteen years 
old, were discovered in the same vacant field; once 
again, authorities had no I.D. and no cause of death for 
the victim. 


Number three was identified — as Eloise Coleman, 
age 30, a neighborhood resident. Her corpse was found 
on June 10, 1981, again in the same field, 100 yards 
from the site of the original murder. Cause of death was 
described as blunt trauma to the victim’s skull, produced 
by a powerful blow. Coleman was last seen alive — 
except by her killer — when she left the family home 
on Sunday evening, June 7. 


At this writing, police remain baffled by the slayings 
of three black females in Fort Lauderdale. Unwilling to 
call the crimes “a series,” homicide investigators have 
acknowledged the remarkable similarities and apparent 
geographical connections. The killer (or killers) remains 
at large. 


FORT WORTH, TX 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


Between September 1984 and January 1985, a string 
of brutal homicides and disappearances spread fear 
among the female residents of Tarrant County, Texas. 
Four young women and a teenage girl would lose their 
lives before the crime spree ended, as mysteriously as it 
had begun. Police have yet to name a suspect in the case, 
which still remains unsolved. 


On the night of September 30, 1984, firefighters were 
called out to an apartment occupied by Cindy Davis, on 
the city’s southwest side. They extinguished a small fire, 
traced to a cigarette dropped on the bed, but there was 
no sign of the 23-year-old aspiring model. Neighbors 
reported the sound of loud voices, raised in anger, and 
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a car squealing away from the scene shortly before the 
blaze erupted. 


Three weeks later, on October 22, 23-year-old Cindy 
Heller stopped to help stranded motorist Kazumi 
Gillespie on the southwestern side of Fort Worth. 
Though strangers, the women spent two hours together 
in a tavern, while Gillespie tried in vain to phone a 
friend. When they split up, Gillespie remaining at the 
bar, Heller agreed to drive by the friend’s apartment and 
leave a note on his door. It was there when he came 
home at midnight, but Cindy Heller had vanished. Her 
car was found nearby, next morning, the interior gutted 
by fire, dry blood smeared on one door handle. No trace 
could be found of the two-time entrant in local beauty 
contests. 


Police noted striking similarities in the apparent 
abductions — victims of identical age and given names, 
missing in circumstances that included suspicious fires 
— but they were not prepared to link the cases yet. 
Shortly before midnight on December 10, Angela Ewart 
left her fiancee’s home in the Wedgewood section of 
southwest Fort Worth, stopping for gas at a station 
nearby. From there, the 21-year-old model and one- 
time beauty contestant vanished into limbo, her car 
discovered the next morning, doors locked, with a 
broken knife lying nearby. A flat tire, reported to police 
by passing motorists, had been switched with a spare by 
the time patrolmen arrived on the scene. 


On December 30, 1984, 15-year-old Sarah Kashka 
left her home in Denton for a party in Fort Worth, 
arriving to find the festivities cancelled. Sarah’s date 
dropped her off at a Wedgewood apartment, not far 
from the station where Angela Ewart was last seen alive, 
but her bad luck was holding. The friends she intended 
to visit were out for the evening, and Sarah had 
vanished before they came home. Two days later, her 
body was found in a marshy area near Mountain Creek, 
in southwest Dallas, torn by stab wounds that had 
caused her death. Police initially divorced her murder 
from the disappearances, citing “a difference we really 
can’t talk about,” but they later hedged their bets. As 
Detective Ben Dumas told newsmen, “‘We can’t 
establish any thread, because we only have one girl 
found.” 


That changed on January 5, when children playing 
on the campus of Texas Christian University stumbled 
over Cindy Heller’s decomposing corpse. She had been 
tortured, strangled, and beheaded, with her skull 
recovered from a nearby lake on January 9. That same 
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day, 20-year-old Lisa Griffin was found, shot to death 
execution-style, in southwestern Fort Worth. Sheriff's 
deputies charged a former mental patient with that 
slaying, but he was released when his fingerprints failed 
to match others lifted from Griffin’s abandoned car. 


A final, grisly twist was added to the case on January 
23, 1985, when construction workers uncovered human 
bones beside some railroad tracks, ten miles south of the 
Wedgewood “murder zone.” Forensic tests identified 
the skeletal remains as those of Cindy Davis, missing 
since September, but the evidence would bring author- 
ities no closer to a suspect in the case. 


“FOUR PI MOVEMENT, THE” 


In 1969, while gathering material for a book on the 
Charles Manson case, journalist Ed Sanders encoun- 
tered reports of a sinister Satanic cult alleged to practice 
human sacrifice in several parts of California, luring 
youthful members from college campuses throughout 
the western half of the United States. Calling itself the 
“Four Pi” or “Four P” movement, the cult originally 
boasted 55 members, of whom fifteen were middle- 
aged, the rest consisting of young men and women in 
their early twenties. The group’s leader — dubbed the 
“Grand Chingon” or “Head Devil” — was said to be 
a wealthy California businessman of middle years, who 
exercised his power by compelling younger members of 
the cult to act as slaves and murder random targets on 
command. The central object of the cult was to promote 
“the total worship of evil.” 


Organized in Northern California during 1967, the 
Four Pi movement held its secret gatherings in the Santa 
Cruz mountains, south of San Francisco. Rituals were 
conducted on the basis of a stellar timetable, including 
the sacrifice of Doberman and German shepherd dogs. 
Beginning in June 1968, authorities in San Jose, Santa 
Cruz, and Los Gatos began recording discovery of 
canines, skinned and drained of blood without apparent 
motive. As the director of the Santa Cruz animal shelter 
told Sanders, “Whoever is doing this is a real expert 
with a knife. The skin is cut away without even marking 
the flesh. The really strange thing is that these dogs have 
been drained of blood.” 


If we accept the word of isolated witnesses, the 
missing blood was drunk by cultists in their ceremonies. 
So, according to reports, was human blood, obtained 
from sacrificial victims murdered on a dragon-festooned 


altar. Death was the result of stabbing with a custom- 
made six-bladed knife, designed with blades of varied 
length to penetrate a victim’s stomach first, before the 
heart was skewered, causing death. Each sacrifice 
allegedly was climaxed by removal of the heart, which 
cultists then divided up among themselves to eat. The 
evidence of murder was incinerated in a portable 
crematorium, mounted in the back of a truck. 


According to reports from self-styled members of the 
Four Pi cult, its victims were mainly hitchhikers, drifters 
and runaways, with an occasional volunteer from the 
ranks. One such, a young woman, reportedly went to 
her death with a smile in November 1968, near Boulder 
Creek, but even sacrifice of willing victims is a risky 
business, and the cult was said to mount patrols around 
its rural meeting places, using guards with automatic 
weapons and attack-trained dogs to guarantee privacy. 


In early 1969, the cult reportedly moved southward, 
shifting operations to the O’Neil Park region of the 
Santa Ana Mountains, below Los Angeles. The move 
produced — or was occasioned by — a factional 
dispute within the group, one segment striving to 
deemphasize Satanic ritual and concentrate wholeheart- 
edly on kinky sex, while more traditional adherents 
clung to Lucifer and human sacrifice. The group 
apparently survived its schism and expanded nation- 
wide, with author Maury Terry citing evidence of a 
thousand or more members across the country by 1979. 
One hotbed of activity appears to be New York, where 
85 German shepherds and Dobermans were found 
skinned in the year between October 1976 and October 
LST 7. 


Along the way, the “Four Pi” movement has appar- 
ently rubbed shoulders with a number of notorious 
killers, feeding — or, perhaps, inspiring — their sadistic 
fantasies. Serial slayer Stanley Baker, jailed in Montana 
for eating the heart of one victim, confessed to other 
murders perpetrated on orders from the “Grand 
Chingon.” Recruited from a college campus in Wyom- 
ing, Baker remained unrepentant in confinement, 
organizing fellow inmates into a Satanic coven of his 
own, but his testimony brought lawmen no closer to 
cracking the cult. 


Charles Manson and his “family” reportedly had 
contact with the Four Pi movement, prior to making 
headlines in Los Angeles. Ed Sanders reports that some 
of Manson’s followers referred to him — in Sanders’ 
presence — as the “Grand Chingon,” distinguished from 
the original article by his age and the fact that Manson 


was jailed while the real “Chingon” remains at large. 
Likewise, “family” hacker Susan Atkins has described 
the sacrifice of dogs by Manson’s group, and searchers 
digging for the last remains of Manson victim Shorty 
Shea reported finding large numbers of chicken and 
animal bones at the family’s campsite — a peculiar form 
of garbage for a group reputedly comprised of 
vegetarians. 


Convicted killer David Berkowitz — more famous as 
the “Son of Sam” who terrorized New York in 1976 
and *77 — has also professed membership in the Four 
Pi cult, revealing inside knowledge of a California 
homicide allegedly committed by the group. In 1979, 
Berkowitz smuggled a book on witchcraft out of his 
prison cell, with passages on Manson and the Four Pi 
movement underlined. One page bore a cryptic notation 
in the killer’s own handwriting: “Arlis Perry. Hunted, 
stalked, and slain. Followed to California.” As 
researched by Maury Terry, the Berkowitz note points 
directly to an unsolved murder committed at Stanford 
University in mid-October 1974. 


On October 11 of that year, co-ed Arlis Perry was 
found in the campus chapel at Stanford, nude from the 
waist down, a long candle protruding from her vagina. 
Her blouse had been ripped open, and another candle 
stood between her breasts. Beaten and choked uncons- 
cious by her assailant, she was finally killed with an ice 
pick, buried in her skull behind the left ear. In subse- 
quent conversations and correspondence, Berkowitz 
alleged that Perry was killed by Four Pi members as “a 
favor’ to cultists in her hometown Bismarck, North 
Dakota, whom she had apparently offended in some 
way. Her slayer was named by Berkowitz as “Manson 
II,” a professional killer “involved with the original 
Manson and the cult there in L.A.” 


Aside from participation in human and canine 
sacrifice, with the occasional gang-rape of teenage girls, 
Four Pi cultists also reportedly share a fascination with 
Nazi racist doctrines. One alleged member, named by 
Berkowitz, was Frederick Cowan, a neo-fascist from 
New Rochelle, New York, who was suspended from 
work after quarreling with his Jewish boss in February 
1977. Turning up at the plant with a small arsenal on 
February 14, Cowan killed five persons and wounded 
two others before turning a gun on himself. Maury 
Terry has also linked cult activity with the unsolved case 
of the “Westchester Dart man,” who wounded 23 
women in New York’s Westchester and Rockland 
Counties, between February 1975 and May 1976. 
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Despite the testimony of reputed Four Pi members, 
authorities have yet to build a case against the cult. 
Some suspects, named by witnesses, have died in 
“accidents” or “suicides” before they could be questi- 
oned by police. Another obstacle appears to be the use 
of code names, which prevent the cultists from identi- 
fying one another under questioning. The group itself 
relies on different names from place to place, with New 
York members meeting as “The Children,” while 
Alabama hosts “The Children of the Light” (suspected 
of involvement in 25 murders since 1987). A faction 
called the “Black Cross” is said to operate as a kind of 
Satanic Murder Incorporated, fielding anonymous hit 
teams for cultists nationwide, disposing of defectors and 
offering pointers on the fine art of human sacrifice. If 
law enforcement spokesmen are correct, the cult is also 
deeply involved in white slavery, child pornography, 


‘and the international narcotics trade. (See also: Baker, 


Stanley; Kogut, John; Manson, Charles; “Son of Sam”). 


FRANKLIN, JOSEPH PAUL 


Born James Clayton Vaughn, Jr., in Mobile Ala- 
bama, Franklin was the eldest son of an alcoholic drifter 
who often abandoned his family for months or years at 
a stretch. Siblings remember that James Vaughn, Sr., 
would celebrate infrequent homecomings by beating his 
children, with James, Jr., absorbing the worst punish- 
ment. As a youth, Franklin went in for food fads and 
fringe religions, dropping out of high school after an 
accident left him with severely impaired eyesight. 


The injury was a two-edged sword, exempting 
Franklin from military conscription, and he married in 
1968, at an age when many young men were sweating 
out the draft lottery, fearful of the war in Vietnam. Soon 
after their wedding, Franklin’s bride noted a change in 
his personality “like night and day.” He began to beat 
her, emulating the father he hated, and on other 
occasions she would find him inexplicably weeping. 
Around the same time, their all-white neighborhood 
was racially integrated, and Franklin began to veer hard 
right, into the realm of pathological bigotry. 


The next few years were marked by ugly racial 
incidents and sporadic arrests for carrying concealed 
weapons. Franklin was increasingly drawn to the 
American Nazi Party, lapsing into the segregationist 
movement full-time after his mother’s death, in 1972. 
Moving to Atlanta, he joined the neo-fascist National 
States Rights Party, simultaneously holding membership 
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in the local Ku Klux Klan. Franklin began insulting 
interracial couples in public, and on Labor Day 1976, 
he trailed one such couple to a dead-end street in 
Atlanta, spraying them with chemical Mace. 


Around this time, Franklin legally changed his name, 
shedding the last links with his “normal” life. Federal 
prosecutors allege — and jurors have agreed — that he 
spent the years 1977 to 1980 wandering across the 
South and Midwest, employing 18 pseudonyms, chang- 
ing cars and weapons frequently, dying his hair so often 
that it came close to falling out. Along the way, he killed 
some thirteen persons in a frenzied, one-man war 
against minorities. 


According to the FBI, Franklin launched his cam- 
paign in the summer of 1977, bombing a Chattanooga 
synagogue on July 29. Nine days later, investigators say, 
he shot and killed Alphonse Manning and Toni 
Schwenn, an interracial couple, in Madison, Wisconsin. 
On October 8, Gerald Gordon was killed by sniper fire 
as he left a bar mitzvah in the St. Louis suburb of 
Richmond Heights. 


Harold Mclver, the black manager of a fast-food 
restaurant in Doraville, Georgia, was working the night 
shift when a sniper took his life on July 22, 1979. Three 
months later, in Oklahoma City, another interracial 
couple came under attack from the itinerant gunman. 
Jesse Taylor was hit three times with a high-powered 
rifle before he expired; a single round through the chest 
killed Marian Bresette as she ran to the aide of her 
common-law husband. 


Franklin struck twice in Indianapolis during January 
1980, killing black men with long-distance rifle fire in 
two separate attacks. On May 3, he allegedly killed a 
young white woman, Rebecca Bergstrom, dumping her 
body near Tomah, in central Wisconsin. On June 8 he 
surfaced in Cincinnati, bagging cousins Darrell Lane 
and Dante Brown from his sniper’s perch on a nearby 
railroad trestle. A week later, in Johnstown, Pennsylva- 
nia, Franklin shotgunned a black couple — Arthur 
Smothers and Kathleen Mikula — as they crossed a 
downtown bridge. On August 20, joggers Ted Fields 
and David Martin were cut down by rifle fire in Salt 
Lake City, Utah. 


Arrested in September 1980 (and recaptured a month 
later, after escaping to Florida), Franklin faced a 
marathon series of state and federal trials, with mixed 
results. He was acquitted of the shooting which left civil 
rights leader Vernon Jordan critically injured in May 


1980, but Utah juries found him guilty of murder and 
civil rights violations, handing down a sentence of life 
imprisonment. He also stands convicted of the 
Chattanooga bombing and the double murder in 
Wisconsin, described by prosecutors as “the closest 
thing to killing for sport.” 


“FREEWAY MURDERS” 
— CALIFORNIA 


Between December 1972 and June 1980, authorities 
in seven Southern California counties recorded the 
violent deaths of at least 44 young men and boys, 
attributing their murders to an unknown “Freeway 
Killer.” Of eleven victims slaughtered prior to 1976, 
most were known or suspected homosexuals, their 
deaths lending credence to the notion that the murderer 
himself was gay. While strangulation was the favored 
mode of death, some victims had been stabbed with 
knives or ice picks, and their bodies bore the earmarks 
of sadistic torture. Homicide investigators noted 
different hands at work in several of the murders, but 
they finally agreed that 21 were almost certainly 
connected. (Sixteen others would be solved in 1983, 
with the arrest of “Scorecard Killer” Randy Kraft.) 


The first “definite” victim was 14-year-old Thomas 
Lundgren, abducted from Reseda on May 28, 1979, and 
discarded the same day, near Malibu. Mark Shelton, 17, 
was next, reported missing from Westminster on August 
4, his body recovered a week later at Cajon Pass. The 
day after Shelton’s disappearance, 17-year-old Marcus 
Grabs was kidnapped in Newport Beach, his violated 
corpse discovered at Agoura on August 6. Donald 
Hyden, 15, was also found in Agoura, on August 27 — 
the same day he disappeared from Hollywood. On 
September 7, 17-year-old David Murillo vanished from 
La Mirada, his body found in Ventura five days later. 
The remains of Robert Wirostek were found off 
Interstate 10, between Banning and Palm Springs, on 
September 27, but eleven months would pass before he 
was identified. Another “John Doe” was discovered in 
Kern County, on November 30, with 18-year-old Frank 
Fox murdered at Long Beach two days later. The killer’s 
last victim for 1979 was another unidentified male, aged 
15 to 20, his violated body found on December 13. 


The new year began badly in Southern California, 
with 16-year-old Michael McDonald abducted from 
Ontario on January 1, 1980, found dead two days later 


in San Bernadino County. Charles Miranda, 14, 
disappeared from Los Angeles on February 3, his body 
discarded in Hollywood later that day. On February 5, 
12-year-old James McCabe was kidnapped in Hunting- 
ton Beach, his body recovered three days later in Garden 
Grove. Ronald Gatlin, 18, disappeared from Van Nuys 
on March 14, found dead the next day in Duarte. 
Fifteen-year-old Russell Pugh was reported missing 
from Huntington Beach March 21, his body found next 
day at the Lower San Juan Campground, along with the 
corpse of 14-year-old victim Glen Barker. Three days 
later, police found 15-year-old Harry Turner slain in Los 
Angeles proper. 


The killer claimed two victims on April 10, 1980, 
abducting 16-year-old Steven Wood from Bellflower, 
rebounding to snatch 18-year-old Lawrence Sharp from 
Long Beach hours later. Wood’s body was found April 
11, at Long Beach, but Sharp remained missing until 
May 18, when his remains were discovered in West- 
minster. Meanwhile, on April 29, 19-year-old Daren 
Kendrick was reported missing in Stanton, his body 
recovered from Carson on May 10, with traces of 
chloral hydrate (“knockout drops”) in his system. On 
May 19, 14-year-old Sean King vanished without a 
trace in South Gate; he remains among the missing. 
Eighteen-year-old Stephen Wells, the last to die, was 
kidnapped in Los Angeles June 2, his body discovered 
the next day at Huntington Beach. 


Police got their break on June 10, when 18-year-old 
William Ray Pugh confessed “inside” knowledge of the 
murder series. Pugh identified the killer as William 
George Bonin, a 32-year-old Vietnam veteran and truck 
driver residing in Downey. A glance at the record 
revealed Bonin’s 1969 conviction, in Torrance, on 
counts of kidnapping, sodomy, child molestation and 
forcible oral copulation. The charges stemmed from four 
separate attacks, between November 1968 and January 
1969, with Bonin diagnosed as a mentally disordered 
sex offender, committed to Atascadero State Hospital. 
He was released in May 1974, on the recommendation 
of psychiatrists who found him “no longer dangerous.” 
Two years later, he was back in prison, convicted of 
kidnapping and raping a 14-year-old boy. Bonin had 
been paroled in October 1978, seven months before the 
death of Thomas Lundgren. 


Officers established round-the-clock surveillance on 
Bonin, striking paydirt after 24 hours. On the night of 
June 11, 1980, their suspect was arrested while 
sodomizing a young man in his van, booked on 
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suspicion of murder and various sex charges. Held in 
lieu of $250,000 bond, Bonin was still in jail when 
police picked up 22-year-old Vernon Butts on July 25, 
charging him as an accomplice in six of the “freeway” 
murders. Between July 26 and 29, Bonin was formally 
charged with 14 counts of murder, eleven counts of 
robbery, plus one count each of sodomy and mayhem. 
Butts, facing six counts of murder and three counts of 
robbery, quickly began “singing” to police, naming 
more alleged accomplices in the murder ring. James 
Michael Munro, 19, was arrested in Michigan on July 
31, returned to California for trial on charges of killing 
Stephen Wells. Three weeks later, on August 22, 19- 
year-old Gregory M. Miley was arrested in Texas, 
waiving extradition on charges of murdering Charles 
Miranda and James McCabe, plus two counts of 
robbery and one count of sodomy. 


Orange County raised the ante on October 29, 1980, 
charging Vernon Butts with the murders of Mark 
Shelton, Robert Wirostek, and Darin Kendrick, plus 17 
other felony counts including conspiracy, kidnapping, 
robbery, sodomy, oral copulation and sex perversion. 
Greg Miley was also charged with another Orange 
County murder, plus seven related felony counts. By 
December 8, suspect Eric Marten Wijnaendts — a 20- 
year-old Dutch immigrant — had been added to the 
roster, charged with complicity in the murder of Harry 
Turner. 


Under California law, a murder committed under 
“special circumstances” — accompanied by robbery, 
torture, or rape — may be punished by death. In 
December, Bonin’s playmates began cracking, pleading 
guilty on various felony charges and drawing life 
sentences in return for their promise of testimony against 
Bonin. They spelled out details of the torture suffered by 
assorted “freeway” victims, and the glee with which 
Bonin inflicted pain. As one remarked, “Bill said he 
loved those sounds of screams.” On January 11, after 
telling police of Bonin’s “hypnotic” control, Vernon 
Butts hanged himself in his cell, finally successful in the 
fifth suicide attempt since his arrest. With the new 
testimony in hand, Orange County indicted Bonin on 
eight more counts of murder, with 25 related counts of 
robbery and sexual assault. 


William Bonin’s trial on twelve counts of murder 
opened November 4, 1981, in Los Angeles. Greg Miley 
and James Munro testified for the prosecution, describ- 
ing how Bonin — following his arrest — had urged 
them to “start going around grabbing anyone off the 
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street and killing them,” in a bid to convince authorities 
that the “Freeway Killer” was still at large. A television 
reporter divulged contents of a jailhouse interview, in 
which Bonin admitted participation in 21 murders. “I 
couldn’t stop killing,” the trucker had said. “It got easier 
with each one we did.” On January 5, 1982, after eight 
days of deliberation, jurors convicted Bonin on ten 
counts of murder and ten of robbery. (He was acquitted 
in the deaths of Thomas Lundgren and Sean King.) Two 
weeks ae, he was formally sentenced to death. 


“FREEWAY PHANTOM, THE” 


A puzzling case recorded from the nation’s capital, 
this murder series stands officially unsolved despite 
conviction of two defendants in one of seven similar 
homicides. Authorities have speculated on solutions in 
the case, asserting that “justice was served” by the 
round-up of suspects on unrelated charges, but their 
faith was shaken by an outbreak of look-alike murders 
in Maryland, during 1987. At this writing, some 
students of the case believe the “Phantom” has eluded 
homicide detectives altogether, shifting his field of 
operations to a more fertile hunting ground. 


The stalker’s first victim was 13-year-old Carole 
Denise Sparks, abducted on April 25, 1971, while en 
route to a neighborhood store in Southeast Washington. 
Her strangled, ravaged body was recovered six days 
later, a mile and a half from home, lying on the shoulder 
of Interstate Highway 295, one of several freeways 
passing through Washington east of the Anacostia 
River. 


Ten weeks passed before 16-year-old Darlenia 
Denise Johnson disappeared, on July 8, from the same 
street where Carole Sparks was kidnapped. Strangled to 
death, she was found on July 19, within fifteen feet of 
the spot where Sparks was discovered on May 1. In the 
meantime, a third victim, 14-year-old Angela Denise 
Barnes, had been abducted from Southeast Washington 
on July 13, shot to death and dumped the same day at 
Waldorf, Maryland. Brenda Crockett, age ten, disap- 
peared two weeks later, her strangled corpse recovered 
on July 28 near an underpass on U.S. Highway 50. 


The killer took a two-month break in August and 
September, returning with a vengeance to abduct 12- 
year-old Nenomoshia Yates on October 1. Familiar 
marks of strangulation were apparent when her body 
was found six days later, discarded on Pennsylvania 


Avenue, near the Maryland state line. At eighteen, 
Brenda Denise Woodward was the oldest victim, 
kidnapped from a Washington bus stop November 15, 
stabbed to death and dumped the next day on an access 
road leading to Prince George’s County Hospital. A 
mocking note, its contents still unpublished, was 
discovered with the body, signed “The Freeway 
Phantom” in accordance with a nickname coined by 
journalists. In a macabre twist, FBI experts reported that 
Woodward had written the note herself, in a steady 
hand, betraying no hint of tension or fear. 


For once, police had ample evidence of pattern, from 
the victims’ race — all black — to the peculiar fact that 
four were named Denise. There seemed to be a 
geographical connection, both in the abductions and 
disposal of remains, but speculation brought authorities 
no closer to their goal of an arrest. Black Washington 
was up in arms, demanding a solution to the case, intent 
on proving that a white man was to blame, but angry 
rhetoric did nothing to advance the murder probe. 


Ten months elapsed before the Phantom claimed his 
final victim, abducting 17-year-old Diane Williams on 
September 5, 1972. Her body was found the next day 
along I-295, five miles from the point where Carole 
Spinks as discovered in May 1971. Again, police noted 
striking similarities with the other crimes — and again, 
they found no evidence that would identify a suspect in 
the case. 


In late March, Maryland state police arrested two 
black suspects — 30-year-old Edward Leon Sellman 
and 26-year-old Tommie Bernard Simmons — on 
charges of murdering Angela Barnes. Both suspects were 
ex-policemen from Washington, and both had resigned 
in early 1971, before completion of their mandatory 
probation periods. Investigators now divorced the 
Barnes murder from other crimes in the Phantom series, 
filing additional charges against both suspects in the 
February 1971 abduction and rape of a Maryland 
waitress. Convicted of murder in 1974, both defendants 
were sentenced to life. 


Meanwhile, a federal grand jury probing the Phantom 
murders focused its spotlight on “a loosely-knit group of 
persons” suspected of luring girls and young women into 
cars — sometimes rented for the hunt — then raping 
and/or murdering their victims for sport. Suspects John 
N. Davis, 28, and Morris Warren, 27, were already 
serving life on conviction for previous rapes when a 
series of new indictments were handed down in 
December 1974. Turning state’s evidence, Warren 


received a grant of limited immunity in return for 
testimony against Davis and another defendant, 27- 
year-old Melvyn Sylvester Gray. As a government 
spokesman explained, “The ends of justice can be served 
just as well if a person is convicted and sentenced to life 
for kidnapping, than if he is jailed for the same term for 
murder.” 


Critics questioned the wisdom of that advice, thirteen 
years later, when a new series of unsolved murders was 
reported from neighboring Maryland. Again, the female 
victims were young and black, abducted and discarded 
in a manner reminiscent of the Freeway Phantom’s 
style. Authorities refuse to speculate upon a link 
between the crimes, and so both cases are considered 
“open,” with the killers still at large. (See also: Maryland 
— Unsolved Murders) 


FRENCH, JAMES DONALD 


Hitchhiking across Texas in 1958, French kidnapped 
one of the motorists who gave him a lift, killing his 
hostage near Stroud, Oklahoma. Following his arrest on 
that charge, the prisoner strangled a cellmate in jail, 
resulting in his conviction and eventual execution on 
two counts of first-degree murder. 


GACY, JOHN WAYNE, Jr. 


John Gacy, Sr., was an alcoholic tyrant in his home, 
a crude exaggeration of the famous “Archie Bunker” 
character with every trace of humor wiped away. He 
took no pains to hide his disappointment with the son 
who bore his name, inflicting brutal beatings for the 
least offense, occasionally picking up the boy and 
hurling him across a room. In more pacific moments, he 
was Satisfied to damn John, Jr., as a “sissy” who was 
“dumb and stupid,” useless in the scheme of things. In 
time, the “sissy” portion of his groundless accusations 
would appear to be a self-fulfilling prophecy. 


Chicago born in March 1942, Gacy grew up doubt- 
ing his own masculinity, taking refuge from sports and 
other “manly” activities through precocious hypochon- 
dria. Struck on the head by a swing at age eleven, he 
suffered periodic blackouts for the next five years until 
their cause — a blood clot on his brain — was finally 
dissolved with medication. Deprived of one affliction, 
he developed — or imagined — another, settling on the 
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symptoms of a heart ailment that seemed to come and 
go, depending on his mood. 


John Gacy 


After graduation from business college, Gacy became 
a shoe salesman, but he had his sights on better things. 
He married a coworker, whose parents owned a fried 
chicken restaurant in Waterloo, Iowa, and Gacy stepped 
into a ready-made role as the restaurant’s manager. He 
was a whiz kid on the job, belying everything his father 
had to say about his intellect and drive, ascending to a 
post of admiration and respect among the local Jaycees. 
His wife and friends were absolutely unprepared for 
John’s arrest, in May of 1968, on charges of coercing 
a young employee into homosexual acts spanning a 
period of months. Those accusations were still pending 
when Gacy hired a teenage thug to beat the prosecu- 
tion’s witness, and more charges were filed. Striking a 
bargain, Gacy pled guilty to sodomy, and the other 
felony counts were dismissed. Sentenced to ten years in 
prison, he proved himself a “model prisoner” and was 
released in eighteen months. 


With the state’s permission, Gacy moved back to 
Chicago, where he established himself as a successful 
building contractor. Divorced while in prison, he soon 
remarried, settling in a middle-class neighborhood 
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where he was popular with his neighbors, the host of 
elaborate holiday theme parties. On the side, he was 
active in Democratic politics — once posing for photos 
with the wife of President Jimmy Carter — and as 
“Pogo the Clown,” performing in full makeup at 
children’s parties and charity benefits. Few of his new 
acquaintances knew anything about the Iowa arrest, and 
those who heard a rumor were assured that John had 
merely done some time for “dealing in a little porn.” 


On February 12, 1971, Gacy was charged with 
disorderly conduct in Chicago, on the complaint of a 
boy he attempted to rape. The accuser, a known 
homosexual, failed to appear in court for Gacy’s 
hearing, and the charges were dismissed. Parole officers 
in Iowa were never notified of the arrest or accusations, 
and Gacy was formally discharged from parole on 
October 18, 1971. 


By his own estimate, the first murder occurred less 
than three months later, on January 3, 1972. The victim, 
picked up at a bus terminal, remains unidentified, but 
his death was typical of Gacy’s future approach. In 
searching for prey, Gacy sometimes fell back on young 
friends and employees, more often trolling the streets of 
Chicago for hustlers and runaways. Like the Hillside 
Strangler, he would sometimes flash a badge and gun, 
“arresting” his intended victim. Others were invited to 
the Gacy home for drinks, a game of pool, and John 
would show them “tricks” with “magic handcuffs,” later 
hauling out the dildo and garrote. When he was 
finished, John would do the “rope trick” — strangula- 
tion — and his victim would be buried in a crawlspace 
underneath the house. In later years, as he ran out of 
space downstairs, he started dumping bodies in a nearby 
river. 


Planting corpses in the crawlspace had its drawbacks, 
notably a rank, pervasive odor that the killer blamed on 
“sewer problems.” Gacy’s second wife was also in the 
way, her presence limiting his playtime to occasions 
when she left the house or traveled out of town, but 
when their marriage fell apart, in 1976, Gacy was able 
to accelerate his program of annihilation. Between April 
6 and June 13, 1976, at least five boys were slaughtered 
at Gacy’s home, and there seemed to be no end in sight. 
On October 25 of that year, he killed two victims at 
once, dumping their bodies into a common grave. As 
time went on, his targets ranged in age from nine to 
twenty, covering the social spectrum from middle-class 
teens to jailbirds and prostitutes. 


Not all of Gacy’s victims died. In December 1977, 
Robert Donnelly was abducted at gunpoint, tortured 


and sodomized with a dildo in Gacy’s house of horror, 
then released. Three months later, 27-year-old Jeffrey 
Rignall was having a drink at Gacy’s home when he was 
chloroformed and fastened to “the rack,” a homemade 
torture device similar to one used by Dean Corll in 
Houston. Gacy spent several hours raping and whipping 
Rignall, applying the chloroform with such frequency 
that Rignall’s liver suffered permanent damage. Regain- 
ing consciousness beside a lake in Lincoln Park, Rignall 
called police at once, but it was mid-July before they 
got around to charging Gacy with a misdemeanor. The 
case was still dragging on five months later, when Gacy 
was picked up on charges of multiple murder. 


On December 12, 1978, Robert Piest disappeared 
from his job at a Chicago pharmacy. Gacy’s construc- 
tion firm had lately remodeled the store, and Piest had 
been offered a job with the crew, informing coworkers 
of his intention to meet “a contractor” on the night of 
his disappearance. Police dropped by to question Gacy 
at his home, and they immediately recognized the odor 
emanating from his crawlspace. Before they finished 
digging, Gacy’s lot would yield 28 bodies, with five 
more recovered from rivers nearby. Of the 33 victims, 
nine would remain forever unidentified. 


In custody, Gacy tried to blame his murderous 
activities on “Jack,” an alter-ego (and, coincidentally, 
the alias he used when posing as a cop). Psychiatrists 
dismissed the ruse, and the defendant was convicted on 
all counts at his 1980 murder trial. Life sentences were 
handed down on 21 counts of murder, covering deaths 
that occurred before June 21, 1977, when [Illinois 
reinstated capital punishment. In the case of twelve 
victims murdered between July 1977 and December 
1978, Gacy was sentenced to die. 


GALLEGO, 
GERALD ARMAND, Jr. 


Gerald Gallego never met his father, but he had the 
old man’s temper, all the same. Gerald, Sr., was serving 
time in San Quentin when his son was born, in 1946, 
and nine years later he became the first man to die in 
Mississippi’s gas chamber, condemned for the murder of 
two police officers. Gerald, Jr., didn’t know the 
difference, accepting his mother’s fiction of an accidental 
death, but he would start to log his own arrests before 
the year was out. Minor scrapes climaxed with his 
incarceration, at age 13, for having sex with a six-year- 
old neighbor girl. By age 32, he had been married seven 


times — twice to the same woman — with several 
bigamous unions along the way. Outstanding warrants 
called for his arrest on charges that included incest, rape, 
and sodomy. 


Gallego’s latest wife, Charlene, would stand in 
striking contrast to her husband. A Sacramento native 
and the product of a solid, caring home, she somehow 
fell head-over-heels in love with Gerald, learning to 
accept his quirks and falling into line with fantasies that 
called for him to build a secret hideaway where’hostage 
“sex slaves” would be kept to do his bidding. 


On September 11, 1978, 17-year-old Rhonda 
Scheffler and a friend, 16-year-old Kippi Vaught, 
disappeared from Sacramento, on the short walk to a 
local shopping center. Two days passed before their 
ravaged, battered bodies were recovered outside Baxter, 
15 miles away. Both girls had been molested, bound and 
beaten with a tire iron, after which a single bullet had 
been fired through each one’s skull. 


On June 24, 1979, 14-year-old Brenda Judd and 13- 
year-old Sandra Colley vanished from the Washoe 
County fairgrounds, in Reno, Nevada. Neither girl was 
seen again, and both were listed as runaways until 1982, 
when Charlene Gallego’s confession linked her husband 
with their abduction and murder. 


Ten months later, on April 24, 1980, Karen Chipman 
and Stacey Redican disappeared from a Reno shopping 
mall, their remains discovered near Lovelock, Nevada, 
on July 27. Both girls had been sexually abused, then 
beaten to death with a blunt instrument. 


Linda Aguilar, age 21, was four months pregnant 
when she disappeared from Port Orford, Oregon, on 
June 8, 1980. Relatives reported her missing on June 
20, and her body was found two days later, in a shallow 
grave located south of Gold Beach. The victim’s skull 
was shattered, her wrists and ankles bound with nylon 
cord, but an autopsy revealed sand in her nose, mouth, 
and throat, indicating that she was buried alive. 


On July 17, 1980, 34-year-old Virginia Mochel was 
abducted from the parking lot of a West Sacramento 
tavern, where she worked as a barmaid. Her skeletal 
remains, still bound with nylon fishing line, were found 
outside of Clarksburg, California, on October 30. In the 
absence of other evidence, loops of cord around the 
neck were seen as proof of death by strangulation. ~ 


Craig Miller, 22, left a Sacramento fraternity dance 
with his date, 21-year-old Beth Sowers, around 1:30 
a.m. on November 2, 1980. Moments later, friends 
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observed them seated in a car outside, a rough-looking 
stranger sitting up front, on the passenger’s side. One of 
Craig’s friends was sliding behind the wheel, to make 
small talk, when Charlene Gallego appeared, slapping 
his face as she ordered him out of the car and sped away. 
Miller’s frat brothers memorized the license plate, telling 
their story to police when Miller was found dead the 
next day, near Bass Lake. (Beth Sowers would not be 
found until November 22, shot three times and dumped 
in a Placer County ditch.) 


Officers traced the vehicle to Charlene’s parents, 
recording her flat denial of the incident. She also gave 
her name as “Mrs. Stephen Styles,” a false identity 
Gallego had secured by stealing a policeman’s I.D. card, 
using the vital information to request a “duplicate” birth 
certificate and driver’s license for himself. Identified by 
Charlene’s parents, Gallego skipped town with his wife, 
using Charlene to phone home for money on November 
3. The next call came from Omaha, two weeks later, 
and federal agents were waiting when the suspects called 
for their money at Western Union, on November 17. 


The killer team of man and wife hung tough for 18 
months, but Charlene gave it up in mid-1982, turning 
state’s evidence in return for a maximum sentence of 
sixteen and a half years in prison. Gallego’s four-month 
trial in Sacramento, on charges of murdering Miller and 
Sowers, ended with his conviction and sentence of death 
in April 1983. Transferred to Nevada for trial in the 
Chipman and Redican murders, Gallego became the 
target of an unprecedented public subscription cam- 
paign, with California residents donating $23,000 to 
help defray the cost of his prosecution. Convicted on 
two more counts of murder, plus two of kidnapping, 
Gallego was sentenced to death a second time. At this 
writing, he awaits execution in Nevada. 


GARY, CARLTON 


A native of Columbus, Georgia, born December 15, 
1952, Gary was blessed with a near-genius IQ, but that 
gift of nature was cruelly balanced by the rigors of 
childhood and adolescence. Rejected by his father at an 
early age, Gary was malnourished as a child, and he 
suffered at least one serious head trauma in elementary 
school, knocked cold in an accident that left him 
unconscious on the playground. A heavy drug abuser in 
his teens, he began logging arrests in 1966, his rap sheet 
listing charges of robbery, arson, and assault before he 
reached his eighteenth birthday. 
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Carlton Gary 


Gary surfaced in Albany, New York, during the 
spring of 1970, in time for a series of rape-murders 
targeting elderly women. In May, Marion Brewer was 
strangled with a pillow case in her Albany hotel room, 
followed two months later by 85-year-old Nellie 
Farmer, slain in a nearby apartment. Gary was arrested 
as a suspect in the latter case, and he admitted being on 
the scene, but he fingered an accomplice — John Lee 
Williams — as the killer. Williams was convicted and 
sentenced to prison on the basis of Gary’s testimony, his 
verdict subsequently overturned after Gary recanted. 
Escaping prosecution for the murder, Gary was con- 
victed of burglary, receiving stolen property, and 
possession of drugs, drawing a term in the Onondaga 
County Correctional Institution at Janesville, New 
York. He escaped from custody on August 22, 1977, 
and headed home to launch a one-man reign of terror. 


On September 16, 60-year-old Ferne Jackson was 
raped, beaten and strangled to death at her home in the 
Wynnton district of Columbus, Georgia, found with a 
nylon stocking knotted tight around her neck. The same 
M.0. was demonstrated nine days later and a few blocks 
distant, in the slaying of 71-year-old Jean Dimenstein. 
Florence Scheible, age 89, was killed in identical fashion 
on October 21, and 69-year-old Martha Thurmond died 
the same way, two days later. On October 28, 74-year- 


old Kathleen Woodruff was raped, beaten, and manu- 
ally strangled at home, her slayer forgetting the 
traditional stocking in his haste to escape. Ruth Schwob 
survived the “Stocking Strangler’s” attack on February 
12, 1978, triggering a bedside alarm, but the killer was 
determined, traveling a mere two blocks before he raped 
and strangled 78-year-old Mildred Borom the same 
morning. By early March, police knew they were 
searching for a black man in the string of homicides, and 
since his victims had been white, a threat of mounting 
racial violence dogged investigators on the job. They 
were distracted, later in the month, by threatening 
communications from another killer — self-styled 
“Chairman of the Forces of Evil” — who threatened to 
murder selected black women if the strangler was not 
swiftly apprehended. Three deaths would be traced to 
the “chairman” before his arrest on April 4, but 
prosecution of the Stocking Strangler’s competition 
brought police no closer to their man. On April 20, the 
killer claimed his final victim in Columbus, strangling 
61-year-old Janet Cofer in her home, leaving the usual 
stocking knotted around her neck. 


A week later, on April 27, 1978, Greenville, South 
Carolina experienced the first in a series of armed 
robberies by the “Steakhouse Bandit,” a gunman who 
invaded restaurants near closing time. Eight months 
passed before Carlton Gary was arrested in nearby 
Gaffney, following a similar holdup, and he confessed 
to the entire series, drawing a sentence of 21 years in 
prison for armed robbery. Transferred to a minimum- 
security prison at Columbia, four years later, he escaped 
from custody on March 15, 1983. 


Another fourteen months would pass before Gary’s 
ultimate arrest, on May 3, 1984, at a motel in Albany, 
Georgia. Held as a fugitive from South Carolina, and 
linked with an October 1977 burglary in Columbus, 
Gary was charged with the Scheible, Thurmond, and 
Woodruff murders on May 4. A jury convicted him of 
all counts in August 1986, deliberating for three hours 
before his penalty was fixed at death. (See also: Hance, 
William) 

GASKINS, DONALD H. 


Known as “Pee Wee” to his friends, South Carolina’s 
premier serial killer liked to mix business with pleasure. 
Authorities believe that some of his nine victims were 
killed to cover the tracks of an auto theft ring, but others 
— including the girl whose disappearance led to Pee 
Wee’s downfall — were slain for the pure thrill of it. 
Even behind prison walls, he could not be restrained. 


Born in 1937, Gaskins earned his nickname from the 
fact that he stood only five-feet-two in stocking feet. 
Ferocity cannot be judged by size, however, and where 
Pee Wee was concerned, sheer bloodlust made up for 
a lack of altitude. Convicted of ten murders so far, he 
has hinted at other victims, yet unnamed, their identities 
held in reserve against the day when he may need to 
bargain for a stay of execution. 


Pee Wee’s world began unraveling with the disap- 
pearance of 13-year-old Kim Ghelkins, in’1975. 
Investigation led authorities to property owned by 
Gaskins in a remote portion of northeastern South 
Carolina. By the time Ghelkins was unearthed, in 
January 1976, eight other victims had been discovered 
and Gaskins was facing trial on capital charges. The 
dead included Doreen Geddings and her two-year-old 
daughter, drowned together in 1973; Johnny Sellers, 
missing since June 1974; Kim Ghelkins and Dennis 
Bellamy, murdered in 1975; and Barnwell Yates, 
brutally knifed to death in an altercation with Gaskins. 


Sentenced to die at his trial in May 1976, Gaskins 
later won commutation of his sentence, settling for ten 
life terms on nine counts of murder and one of burglary. 
Technically eligible for parole in 1985, Pee Wee never 
got the chance to bring his case before the board. On 
September 12, 1982, he booby-trapped a radio belong- 
ing to a death row inmate, Rudolph Tyner, killing his 
target with a homemade explosive charge. Gaskins 
denied the murder, but convict eyewitnesses testified 
against him, and authorities produced tapes of telephone 
conversations between Gaskins and relatives of a Tyner 
victim who commissioned the murder. Convicted of yet 
another slaying, Gaskins was once again sentenced to 
die. 


GATES, ANNE 


When sheriffs officers in Rushville, Indiana, talked 
about the death of David Plue, they came up empty in 
their search for motives. The proverbial man without 
enemies, Plue had been shot in the head, execution-style, 
his body discarded alongside a rural highway in 1978. 
No one suspected his widow of playing a role in the 
crime, although in retrospect, Sheriff David Clevenger 
recalls that the 29-year-old woman “told us a lot of lies.” 


Nine years later, in Arabi, Louisiana, 65-year-old 
Raymond Gates was found dead in his home, skull 
crushed by a dozen blows from something resembling 
a poker. Raymond’s estranged wife, 38-year-old Anne 
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Gates, “discovered” the body and phoned for police. A 
former nurse, residing at her mother’s home in Missis- 
sippi since the break-up of her May-December mar- 
riage, Anne seemed stricken by her husband’s death, but 
homicide detectives weren’t convinced. 


For openers, police had found a cigarette — Anne’s 
brand — still smoldering in Raymond’s living room 
when they arrived, and they were told the victim did not 
smoke. A set of fireplace tools was missing from the 
murder scene, and officers believed they’d found their 
motive in the form of an insurance policy, scheduled to 
pay Anne Gates $82,000 in the event of her aging 
husband’s death. Forensics experts noted that the 
suspect, five full inches taller than the victim, could have 
easily inflicted wounds which cracked his skull. 


A conversation with authorities in Indiana led to 
Anne’s arrest on December 9, 1987, two months after 
the murder. Released on $40,000 bond, she also faced 
the prospect of another charge in Indiana, where Rush 
County authorities have reopened their investigation of 
her first husband’s murder. 


GAY MURDERS 
— NEW YORK (1973) 


In January 1973, a series of brutal, stabbings cast a 
pall over New York City’s free-wheeling homosexual 
community, sparking angry demands for police protec- 
tion in quarters where officers are normally viewed as 
the enemy. Targeting denizens of the gay “leather” 
scene, a faceless butcher mutilated seven victims in a 
little over three weeks’ time, ending the murder spree as 
suddenly and mysteriously as it began. 


The first slaying was recorded on January 4, when 
neigbors found 29-year-old Ronald Cabo knifed to 
death in his apartment, laid out on a burning sofa. Four 
days later, on the Lower East Side, 40-year-old Donald 
MacNiven and his next-door neighbor, 53-year-old 
John Beardsley, were slaughtered in MacNiven’s 
apartment, discovered by firemen called out to extin- 
guish an arson fire at the scene. Police confirmed that 
all three victims were “leather boys,” well-known in 
sado-masochistic circles, but rumors of other mutilation 
deaths were dismissed as “grossly exaggerated.” 


On January 18, victim Robben Borrero, 23, was 
pulled from the Hudson River off Greenwich Village, 
along with the body of a young “John Doe.” Nine days 
later, the killer scored his last double-header in Brooklyn 
Heights invading the apartment that schoolteacher 
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Nelson Roberts shared with his male lover. Neighbors 
used a pass key to investigate a blaring radio and 
stumbled on a scene of carnage. In the living room, 
hands bound behind his back, Roberts lay covered with 
a blanket, killed by multiple stab wounds in the back. 
His roommate was discovered in the bedroom, hog-tied, 
with a broken neck. The couple’s pet, a miniature 
poodle, had been drowned in the sink. 


The slayer’s premature “retirement” after seven 
murders left police without a single piece of valid 
evidence. An undercover officer was fitted out with 
leather gear to infiltrate the seamy world of S&M, and 
while his exploits helped inspire the movie Cruising, 
they did not result in apprehension of the killer. (See 
also: Bateson, Paul) 


GAY MURDERS 
— NEW YORK (1986) 


On March 21, 1986, Pedro Gonzalez, a 43-year-old 
restaurant worker, was found tied up and strangled in 
his Corona, Queens, apartment. Six days later, homicide 
detectives told the press his death bore similarities to 
two other homicides in Queens, committed since July 
of 1985. All three victims were dark-skinned Hispanic 
homosexuals, known to frequent the same two bars in 
Queens and Manhattan. Each victim was beaten to 
death or asphyxiated in his own apartment, with the 
lights left on and a radio blaring loud music. Objects 
stolen by the killer included two videocassette recorders 
and a portable radio. At this writing, the case remains 
unsolved, the killer still at large. 


GAY MURDERS 
— WASHINGTON, D.C. 


On March 3, 1972, police in the District of Columbia 
announced that ten of 1971’s thirty-eight unsolved 
murders were “homosexually motivated or related.” 
Hesitant to speculate about connections in the crimes, 
investigators did report that they were searching for a 
single suspect, pictured in a photograph with victim 
James Williams, 55, found stabbed to death in his 
northwest apartment on April 13, 1971. The snapshot 
had been taken by a photographer known only as “Bill,” 
who ignored official pleas for help in solving the case. 
At this writing, the murders remain unsolved, the killer 
(or killers) still at large. 


GBRUREK, TILLIE 


Born in 1865, in Chicago’s “Little Poland,” Tillie 
Gbrurek went to work in a sweatshop as a child. She 
grew up beefy, muscular, and unattractive, but she was 
a wizard in the kitchen, and her specialty was hearty 
stew. In 1885, a marriage broker paired her off with one 
John Mitkiewitz, a shiftless lay-about whom she 
supported, fed, and pampered for a quarter of a century 
before the tables finally turned. 


One afternoon, in 1911, Tillie was working her usual 
job in the sweatshop when she observed her employer 
bullying a child. Fed up at last, she crossed the room and 
decked the foreman with a single punch. From there, 
with the applause still ringing in her ears, she turned for 
home and gave her worthless spouse a thrashing which 
induced him to evacuate the house and find a steady job. 


Around the time of Tillie’s sudden turn-around, she 
also started having “visions” which allowed her to 
“predict the future” with amazing accuracy. Staring at 
a mongrel dog one afternoon, she solemnly predicted it 
would die within a set amount of time. The mutt fell 
dead on cue, and others followed. Tillie Mitkiewitz was 
building up a reputation as a “seer.” 


In 1914, Tillie’s ‘ancient powers’’ led her to 
announce that husband John had only three more 
weeks to live. Her prophecy was accurate, and with a 
thousand dollars from his life insurance in her purse, she 
paid another visit to the marriage broker. Soon, she was 
the blushing bride of John Ruskowski, but again the 
“powers” brought bad news. Three months after the 
wedding, Tillie began dropping hints that her husband 
would die in two weeks. Again, her reputation as a 
visionary was upheld — and more insurance money 
came her way. 


Creeping up on fifty now, the portly widow had no 
time to spare for mourning. John was barely in the 
ground before she married Joe Guszkowski, but her 
luck was running true to form. The “powers” spoke. Joe 
died. His life insurance paid. In 1916, Tillie married 
husband number four, Frank Kupczyk. She seemed 
happier with Frank — he managed to survive four 
anniversaries — but in the meantime, Tillie’s extrasen- 
sory perception found another target. Neighbor Rose 
Chudzinsky made no secret of the fact that she regarded 
Tillie’s miserable luck — and her predictions of disaster 
— with extreme suspicion. Tillie huddled with the 


spirits, and they told her that Chudzinsky’s days were 
numbered. Neighbors waited patiently for yet another 
funeral, and no one seemed surprised when Rose 
collapsed on schedule. 


Shortly after the removal of her neighbor, Tillie 
visited a fabric store and purchased black material to 
make a dress in preparation for her husband’s funeral. 
The clerk was sympathetic. When had Mr. Kupczyk 
died? “Ten days from now,” came the reply. 


Frank kept his schedule, to the day, and Tillie 
married Anton Klimek, husband number five, in 1921. 
By now, Chicago’s finest had become suspicious of the 
high mortality in Tillie’s household. When detectives 
paid a visit, on October 27, they discovered Anton 
Klimek sick in bed, his wife beside him, feeding him his 
stew. A stomach pump saved Anton’s life, and lab 
analysis discovered arsenic in Tillie’s winning recipe. 
She grappled with police, and sent a couple of patrol- 
men to emergency receiving as they dragged her to a 
cell, but Tillie’s run was over. On conviction, she was 
sentenced to a term of life imprisonment, with the 
express condition that she never be allowed to cook for 
other inmates. 


GEIN, EDWARD 


Ed Gein may be America’s most famous murderer, 
although his name is seldom heard and barely recog- 
nized today. Three decades have passed since he first 
made the headlines, but Gein is still with us, in spirit. 
His crimes inspired the movie Psycho and its sequels, 
spinning off in later years to terrify another generation 
as The Texas Chainsaw Massacre. (The latter film, 
billed as “a true story,” changed literally everything 
except the grim decor of Gein’s peculiar residence.) 
While other slayers have surpassed Gein’s body-count 
and notoriety, America has never seen his equal in the 
field of mental aberration. 


Gein was born August 8, 1906, at LaCrosse, Wiscon- 
sin, but his family soon moved to a farm outside 
Plainfield. His father held jobs as a tanner and carpenter 
when he wasn’t working the farm, and Gein’s mother 
emerged as the dominant parent, settling most family 
decisions on her own. Devoutly religious, she warned 
her two sons against premarital sex, but Gein recalled 
that she was “not as strong” in her opposition to 
masturbation. Ed’s father died in 1940, and his brother 
Henry was lost four years later, while fighting a marsh 
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fire. His mother suffered a stroke that same year, and a 
second one killed her in 1945, following an argument 
with one of her neighbors. Alone at last, Gein nailed her 
bedroom shut and set about “redecorating” in his own 
inimitable style. 


From childhood, Gein had been ambiguous about his 
masculinity, considering amputation of his penis on 
several occasions. With Christine Jorgenson much in 
the headlines, Gein considered transsexual surgery, but 
the process was costly and frightening. There must be 
other ways, he thought, of “turning female” on a part- 
time basis. 


Between 1950 and 1954, Gein haunted three local 
cemeteries, opening an estimated nine or ten graves in 
his nocturnal raids. He might remove whole corpses or 
settle for choice bits and pieces; a few bodies were later 
returned to their resting place, but Ed recalled that there 
were “not too many.” Aided in the early days by “Gus,” 
a simple-minded neighbor, Gein continued excavations 
on his own when his assistant died. At home, he used 
the ghoulish relics as domestic decorations. Skulls were 
mounted on the bedposts, severed skullcaps serving 
Gein as bowls. He fashioned hanging mobiles out of 
noses, lips, and labia, sporting a belt of nipples around 
the house. Human skin was variously utilized for lamp 
shades, the construction of waste baskets, and the 
upholstery of chairs. 


The choicer bits were specially preserved for Gein to 
wear at home. For ceremonial occasions, such as 
dancing underneath the moon, he wore a human’s scalp 
and face, a skinned-out “vest” complete with breasts, 
and female genitalia strapped above his own. By 
“putting on” another sex and personality, Gein seemed 
to find a measure of contentment, but his resurrection 
raids eventually failed to satisfy a deeper need. 


On December 8, 1954, 51-year-old Mary Hogan 
disappeared from the tavern she managed in Pine 
Grove, Wisconsin. Authorities found a pool of blood on 
the floor, an overturned chair, and one spent cartridge 
from a .32-caliber pistol. Foul play was the obvious 
answer, and while deputies recall Ed Gein as a suspect 
in the case, no charges were filed at the time. (Three 
years later, the shell casing would be matched to a pistol 
found in Gein’s home.) 


On November 16, 1957, 58-year-old Bernice 
Worden disappeared from her Plainfield hardware store 
under strikingly similar circumstances. There was blood 
on the floor, a thin trail of it leading out back, where 
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the victim’s truck had last been seen. Worden’s son 
recalled that Gein had asked his mother for a date, and 
on the day before she disappeared, Ed mentioned that 
he needed anti-freeze. A sales receipt for anti-freeze was 
found inside the store, and deputies went looking for 
their suspect. What they found would haunt them all for 
the remainder of their lives. 


Inside a shed, behind Gein’s house, the headless body 
of Bernice Worden hung from the rafters, gutted like a 
deer, the genitals carved out along with sundry bits of 
viscera. A tour of the cluttered house left searchers 
stunned. Worden’s heart was found in a saucepan, on 
the stove, while her head had been turned into a 
macabre ornament, with twine attached to nails inserted 
in both ears. Her other organs occupied a box, shoved 
off to moulder in a corner. Deputies surveyed Gein’s 
decorations and his “costumes,” counting skins from ten 
skulls in one cardboard drum, taking hasty inventory of 
implements fashioned from human bones. 


In custody, Gein readily confessed the Hogan and 
Worden murders, along with a series of unreported 
grave robberies. Confirmation of the latter was obtained 
by opening three graves: in one, the corpse was 
mutilated as described by Gein; the second held no 
corpse at all; a casket in the third showed pry-marks, but 
the body was intact, as Gein remembered. 


On January 16, 1958, a judge found Gein insane and 
packed him off to Central State Hospital, at Waupun, 
Wisconsin. A decade later, Ed was ordered up for trial, 
with the proceedings held in mid-November 1968. 
Judge Robert Gollmar found Gein innocent by reason 
of insanity, and he returned to Waupun, where he died 
in 1984. 


Gein willingly confessed the murders and was tried 
for one, but were there others? And, if so, how many? 


Brother Henry was suggested, by Judge Gollmar, as 
a likely victim, inasmuch as there was no autopsy or 
investigation of his death. However that may be, there 
is a stronger case for murder in the disappearance of a 
man named Travis and his unnamed male companion, 
last seen at the time they hired Ed Gein to be their 
hunting guide. One victim’s jacket was recovered from 
the woods near Plainfield, and while Gein professed to 
know the whereabouts of Travis’s body — blaming his 
death on “a neighbor” — police never followed up on 
the case. 


The search of Gein’s home turned up two “fresh” 
vaginas, removed from young women, that could not be 


matched to existing cemetery records. Judge Gollmar 
suggests that one likely victim was Evelyn Hartley, 
abducted from LaCrosse on a night when Gein was 
visiting relatives, two blocks from her home. A pool of 
blood was found in the family garage after she vanished, 
with the trail disappearing at curbside. Mary Weckler 
was reported missing a short time later, from Jefferson, 
Wisconsin, with a white Ford seen in the area. When 
searchers scoured Gein’s property, they found a white 
Ford sedan on the premises, though no one in Plainfield 
could ever recall Ed driving such a car. No other 
evidence exists to name Gein’s victims, but if he did not 
dispose of Hartley and Weckler, he must have killed 
two other women, their names still unknown. 


GIBBS, JANIE LOU 


Married at the tender age of fifteen, Janie Gibbs was 
a grandmother at thirty-four. Soft-spoken and bespec- 
tacled, she was renowned for her religious fervor in 
Cordele, Georgia, where she taught Sunday school, 
served on numerous Church committees, and worked 
incessantly to be a “witness for the Lord.” When not 
engaged in church work, Janie’s special joy was cooking 
for her family. 


Unfortunately, some of Janie’s dishes did not set well 
with her husband Charles, or with their younger sons. 
Within a two-year period, farmer Gibbs and two of his 
boys died in identical circumstances, writhing in 
gruesome convulsions. Their passing enriched Janie 
Gibbs to the tune of $31,000, from life insurance 
policies, and she dutifully tithed ten percent of the 
income to her church. Insurance adjustors were openly 
suspicious, but Janie Lou rejected any suggestion of an 
autopsy, refusing to have her loved ones “all cut open.” 


Finally, when sudden death dispatched her eldest son 
and infant grandson, Janie’s daughter-in-law fought 
back, exercising her right as next of kin to authorize 
autopsies. Arsenic was found in both bodies — and in 
the first three victims, finally exhumed under court 
orders. Arrested on Christmas Eve 1967, Janie Gibbs 
was charged with five counts of first-degree murder. 


GILLIGAN, AMY 


Born in 1869, little is known of Amy Gilligan’s life 
before 1901, when she opened a “home” for the elderly 


in Windsor, Connecticut. Over the next thirteen years, 
she married five of her elderly patients, insuring each 
new husband heavily before poisoning them in turn. At 
least four female patients met similar fates, after 
changing their wills to make Gilligan their beneficiary. 
The final victim, Mrs. Amy Hosmer, was dispatched in 
November 1914, her family calling for an autopsy 
which revealed traces of poison. Other exhumations 
followed, with similar result, and Gilligan was promptly 
arrested. Sentenced to life on conviction of murder, she 
was later removed to a state asylum, where she died in 
1928. 


GIRARD, HENRI 


A French killer-for-profit, Girard insured his victims’ 
lives before poisoning them with home-grown germ 
cultures and collecting the cash. Arrested in 1921 and 
charged with two homicides — committed in 1912 and 
1918, respectively — Girard was awaiting trial on 
capital charges when he committed suicide by means of 
swallowing a germ culture. 


GLATMAN, 
HARVEY MURRAY 


Harvey Glatman was another random killer who 
selected victims from the want-ads.. As a child, obsessed 
with ropes and bondage, Glatman had engaged in 
masochistic sessions where he hanged himself from 
rafters in the attic, gaining sexual release when he was 
on the verge of blacking out. A family physician 
counseled Harvey’s parents that he would undoubtedly 
“grow out of it” if they could only find a way to “keep 
him busy.” As an adolescent, Glatman turned to 
snatching purses from attractive girls, laughing at the 
“joke” before he gave their handbags back. In 1945, he 
tried to make a girl disrobe by threatening her with a 
cap gun; he was picked up by police, but fled imme- 
diately to New York when he was freed on bail. A 
robbery conviction there resulted in a five-year prison 
sentence. He was still receiving psychiatric treatment at 
the time of his release in 1951. 


Apparently reformed, he settled in Los Angeles and 
opened up a small TV repairshop, with a sideline 
interest in photography. The former convict led a quiet 
bachelor life, avoiding social contact with the opposite 
sex for six long years, while inwardly he seethed with 
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morbid lust. In late July of 1957, Glatman made a 
fateful house call and encountered model Judy Dull, 
nineteen. Explaining that he did some free-lance work 
for pulp detective magazines — “the typical bound and 
gagged stuff’ — he persuaded Judy to accept a 
modeling assignment, at a fee of fifty dollars. 


On the evening of August 1, Judy Dull arrived at 
Glatman’s home prepared to model for the cover of a 
magazine, but Harvey had a rather different spread in 
mind. At gunpoint, Glatman raped his victim several 
times, then drove her to a lonely stretch of desert near 
the town of Indio, 125 miles east of Los Angeles. There, 
he photographed the sobbing woman in her underwear, 
strangled her with rope, and dug a shallow grave to hide 
her corpse. 


Enlisting with a “lonely hearts” club, Glatman found 
his second victim, Shirley Bridgeford, during March of 
1958. On their first and only date, he drove her to the 
desert east of San Diego, all the while attempting to 
impress her with his fabled skills as a photographer. 
Although she had come dressed for dinner in a formal 
supper club, Shirley let herself be talked into a set of 
bondage photographs, presumably for a detective 
magazine. When she was bound and helpless to resist, 
Glatman dropped his act, assaulting her repeatedly and 
forcing her to pose for photographs before he choked 
her with a length of rope and left her corpse to rot 
behind a clump of cactus. 


On July 23, Glatman read an advertisement placed 
by Ruth Mercado, part-time stripper, who was seeking 
modeling assignments. Glatman summoned her to his 
apartment, where he met her with a pistol, raped her 
several times, then drove her to the desert for a photo 
session and the usual strangulation with his favorite 
rope. 


Convinced that he had found a steady source of 
victims in the classifieds, Glatman started placing 
advertisements on his own. A number of young women 
telephoned or met with Harvey, but became suspicious 
of his mannerisms and declined to take the jobs he 
offered them. A fraction less perceptive than the others, 
28-year-old Loraine Vigil was in Glatman’s car, desert- 
bound along the Santa Ana Freeway, when he pulled 
a pistol and demanded that she shed her clothes. When 
she resisted, Harvey shot her in the thigh, but then his 
would-be victim seized the pistol, holding Glatman and 
his rope at bay until a lawman on patrol drove by and 
noticed her predicament. 
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In custody, the want-ad killer readily confessed his 
crimes, deriving pleasure from a recitation of the 
gruesome details. Glatman was convicted in a three-day 
trial, condemned to die, and he rejected every effort of 
his lawyers to initiate appeals. “It’s better this way,” he 
explained. “I knew this is the way it would be.” In 
August 1959, securely bound for one last time, Glatman 
breathed the lethal fumes of cyanide in California’s gas 
chamber, at San Quentin. 


GOEBBELS, PETER 


A weekend rapist who eliminated witnesses by 
strangling his victims, Peter Goebbels took to violent sex 
as a diversion from the daily grind of working in a 
factory. At twenty-three, he never let his pleasures 
interfere with earning money, but the ease with which 
he claimed his victims fostered over-confidence, and he 
grew careless in the end. 


On Saturday, July 6, 1985, a teenage boy observed 
a man and woman grappling in an alley, in the 
Lichterfelde neighborhood of West Berlin. A lover’s 
quarrel, perhaps. He thought no more about it at the 
time, until pedestrians discovered the body of Marion 
Bormann, 17, raped and strangled near the scene of the 
remembered altercation. 


Frightened now, the boy approached police and 
offered them a fair description of the suspect. Mean- 
while, homicide detectives had been paging through 
their files, compiling records of attacks that seemed to 
fit the killer’s profile. Three more cases from the 
Lichterfelde district caught their eye. 


On Sunday night, the twenty-sixth of August, 1984, 
Helga Kousdoerfer, age 22, had been strangled and 
raped in the area. Seven months later, on March 24 — 

another Sunday — 19-year-old Liselotte Mohn had 

suffered an identical fate. On Saturday, June 1, the 
victim was Karola Eisenstein, age 20, raped and 
strangled like the others. 


In their search for likely suspects, the authorities 
examined one more case. A 20-year-old woman from 
the Lichterfelde neighborhood had been attacked in 
mid-July of 1984, her rapist startled into flight at the 
appearance of pedestrians. The suspect, Peter Goebbels, 
23, had dropped his identification card at the scene, 
making conviction a virtual certainty, but there were 
problems with the case. That rape had taken place on 
Wednesday, and detectives in the string of homicides 


were searching for a killer who invariably struck on 
weekends. 


Simple homework finally revealed the link. While 
suspect Goebbels worked a normal five-day week on the 
assembly line, his plant had been closed down the 
retooling of machinery one Wednesday in July of 1984. 
Convicted of the rape, he drew a year’s suspended 
sentence from the court, but homicide investigators kept 
the pressure on, including Goebbels in a lineup where 
the teenage witness in the Bormann case selected Peter 
as the girl’s assailant. Goebbels broke down and 
confessed, denying all involvement in the other crimes 
while claiming he was “sick,” in need of “help.” A term 
of life in prison was prescribed as treatment for his 
“illness,” while Berlin authorities continue seeking 
evidence to link him with three other identical 
homicides. 


GOHL, BILLY 


Nothing of substance is known about Billy Gohl’s first 
forty years, and the stories he told in response to 
occasional questions were riddled with holes, contradic- 
tions, and some outright lies. By his own reckoning, 
Gohl was born around 1860, spending most of the next 
four decades as a laborer, sailor, or both. In 1903, he 
surfaced in Aberdeen, Washington, as a delegate for the 
Sailors’ Union of the Pacific. Gohl’s stocky build and 
clean-shaven scalp made him memorable, but his tales 
about previous lives scarcely set him apart from the 
seamen he served. 


The union office, in those days, functioned as a 
combination mail drop, bank, and general employment 
office for its members. Sailors new in Port might check 
for letters, scan the list of vessels needing crewmen, or 
deposit valuables before they made the rounds of 
various saloons. In many cases, sailors back from 
months at sea had large amounts of cash on hand. An 
honest union delegate would hold the money in a safe 
until it was reclaimed. In Aberdeen, the spoils belonged 
to Billy Gohl. 


His method was simplicity itself. When sailors turned 
up individually, Gohl checked the street for witnesses. 
If it was clear, and something of substantial value was 
entrusted to his care, he drew a pistol from his drawer 
and shot his victim in the head. That done, he paused 
to clean the weapon, stripped his prey of any extra cash 
and all identifying documents. Gohl’s building had a 


trapdoor, with a chute extending to the Wishkah River, 
Just outside, with currents flowing toward Gray’s 
Harbor and the sea beyond. 


Within a few years after Billy Gohl’s arrival, Aber- 
deen acquired a reputation as a “port of missing men.” 
No records exist for his first six years of operation, but 
authorities pulled 41 “floaters” out of the water between 
1909 and 1912, suggesting a prodigious body-count. 
Most of the nameless dead were presumed to be 
merchant seamen, and Billy Gohl was among the most 
vocal critics of Aberdeen law enforcement, demanding 
apprehension of the killers, more protection for his men. 


Gohl’s downfall was precipitated by a timepiece and 
his own attempt at cleverness. While rifling the pockets 
of his latest victim, Billy came upon a watch bearing the 
engraved name of August Schleuter, from Hamburg, 
Germany. Alert to the potential for incrimination, he 
replaced the watch and dumped the corpse as always. 
When the “floater” came ashore, Gohl was on hand to 
identify Schleuter as one of his sailors, renewing 
demands for a thorough investigation of the murders. 


This time, Billy got his wish. It took some time, but 
homicide investigators learned the victim was, in fact, a 
Danish sailor named Fred Nielssen. He had bought the 
watch in Hamburg, from a craftsman who identified 
each piece he made with an engraving of his name. 
Gohl’s effort to identify the corpse as August Schleuter 
smacked of guilty knowledge, and detectives finally 
built a case that brought him into court, in 1913, on a 
double charge of murder. 


Gohl was rescued from the gallows by Washington’s 
repeal of the death penalty, in 1912. Convicted of two 
slayings, he rebuffed all efforts to compile a comprehen- 
sive list of victims. Even so, publicity surrounding Billy’s 
case was adequate to win restoration of the death 
penalty in 1914. Safe in his prison cell, with no evidence 
to support further trials and possible execution, Gohl 
counted the years until his death, of natural causes, in 
1928. 


GOODE, 
ARTHUR FREDERICK III 


A native of Hyattsville, Maryland, Arthur Goode was 
a victim of borderline retardation who still wore his hair 
in Little Lord Fauntleroy bangs at age 22. In his teens, 
Goode began making sexual advances to younger boys, 
quickly becoming notorious in his own neighborhood. 
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Arrested three times for indecent assaults upon minors, 
he was freed each time when his parents posted bail. 


In March 1975, Goode was arrested on five charges 
of sexual assault, stemming from his abuse of a 9-year- 
old boy. His parents raised $25,000 to spring him from 
jail, but Arthur wasn’t finished yet. While out on bail, 
he molested an 11-year-old, escaping with five years 
probation on the condition that he undergo voluntary 
psychiatric treatment at Spring Grove State Hospital. 
The key word was “voluntary,” and no one could stop 
him when Goode checked out of the hospital fifteen 
weeks later, catching a bus for his parents’ new home 
in St. James City, Florida. Despite warnings and the 
issuance of a bench warrant for his arrest, no one 
bothered to go after Goode and bring him back. 


On March 5, 1976, Goode lured 9-year-old Jason 
VerDow away from a school bus stop in Fort .Myers, 
asking the child to help him “find something” in the 
woods nearby. “I told him he was going to die,” Goode 
later confessed, “and described how I would kill him. 
I asked him if he had any last words, and he said, ‘I love 
you,’ and then I strangled him.” 


Police soon recovered the body, nude but for 
stockings, and Goode was twice questioned as a suspect 
in the case. Growing nervous, he bused back to Spring 
Grove and dropped in at the state hospital, spending five 
minutes there before fleeing, convinced that a reception- 
ist was calling the police. (In fact, the staff professed to 
have no knowledge of the outstanding arrest warrants.) 


Later that day, Goode picked up 10-year-old Billy 
Arthe, persuading the boy to join him in Washington, 
D.C., where they spent the next ten days touring the 
capital and sleeping in motels. Arthe was still with 
Goode, unharmed, on March 20, when they met Kenny 
Dawson, 11, and Goode talked the boy into joining 
them for a bus ride to Tysons Corner, Virginia. There, 
while hiking in the woods near town, Goode forced 
Dawson to undress, afterward strangling him with a belt 
while Billy Arthe looked on, horrified. 


Days later, a Falls Church housewife recognized Billy 
Arthe from newspaper photographs and summoned 
police. As he was handcuffed, Goode complained, “You 
can’t do nothing to me. I’m sick.” A Maryland jury 
disagreed, finding him sane and guilty of murder, 
whereupon the court imposed a life sentence. Packed off 
to Florida after his trial, Goode was there convicted on 
a second murder count and sentenced to die in the 
electric chair. 
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GOODIN, ANTHONY 


A lethal drifter, Goodin was first connected with 
homicide in the death of Marlin Carpenter, a school- 
teacher found with his throat slashed in Valdosta, 
Georgia, on April 29, 1987. Police were still seeking 
him three months later, when Goodin was picked up in 
Columbus, Indiana, on charges of assaulting and trying 
to rob his live-in girlfriend. Preliminary charges of 
battery were filed in Columbus, along with an earlier 
trespassing count, resulting from an incident in which 
the woman’s seven-year-old son was also beaten. 


Living on the road since 1984, Goodin had left tracks 
in Alabama, Florida, and Georgia before trying his luck 
in the Midwest. Indicted for the Carpenter slaying on 
December 11, 1987, Goodin was suspected of slaying 
additional victims — gay men — in Florence, Alabama, 
and in Lowndes County, Georgia. Florida officials had 
an open case on file that seemed to fit the drifter’s modus 
operandi, and officers in Oklahoma suspect his involve- 
ment with Tuan Nguyen, a burglar convicted of a 1982 
triple murder. 


Waiving extradition proceedings, Goodin declared 
that “To me, death is better than serving time in 
Indiana.” On June 11, 1988, he was convicted of first- 
degree murder in Valdosta and sentenced to a term of 
life imprisonment. Investigation into other homicides 
continues at this writing. 


GORE, DAVID ALAN, 
and WATERFIELD, FRED 


A Florida native, born in 1951, David Gore 
resembled the stereotypical Southern “redneck,” tipping 
the scales at 275 pounds, so enamored of firearms that 
he studied gunsmithing in his free time. He studied 
women, too, but in a different fashion, losing one job 
as a gas station attendant after the owner found a 
peephole Gore had drilled between the men’s and 
women’s restrooms. A year younger, cousin Fred 
Waterfield was another product of Florida’s Indian 
River County, a high school football star whose ugly 
temper and taste for violent sex perfectly meshed with 
Gore’s. In 1976, they put their heads together and 
decided to combine their favorite sports by stalking 
human game. 


Their early efforts were embarrassing. Trailing a 
female motorist outside Yeehaw Junction, Waterfield 


flattened her tires with rifle fire, but the intended victim 
escaped on foot. Later, they followed another woman 
from Vero Beach to Miami, giving up the pursuit when 
she parked on a busy street. Their first successful rape 
took place near Vero Beach, and while the victim 
notified police, she later dropped the charges to avoid 
embarrassment in court. 


By early 1981, Gore was working days with his 
father, as caretaker of a citrus grove, patrolling the 
streets after dark as an auxiliary sheriff's deputy. 
Waterfield had moved north to Orlando, managing an 
automotive shop, but he made frequent visits home to 
Vero Beach. Together, they recognized the potential of 
Gore’s situation — packing a badge by night, killing 
time in deserted orchards by day — and Fred offered 
to pay cousin Dave $1,000 for each pretty girl he could 
find. It was a proposition Gore could not refuse. 


In February 1981, Gore spotted 17-year-old Ying 
Hua Ling disembarking from a school bus, tricking her 
into his car with a flash of his badge. Driving her home, 
Gore “arrested” her mother and handcuffed his captives 
together, phoning Waterfield in Orlando before he 
drove out to the orchard. Killing time while waiting for 
his cousin, Gore raped both victims, but Waterfield 
proved more selective. Rejecting Mrs. Ling as too old, 
Fred tied the woman up in such a fashion that she 
choked herself to death while struggling against her 
bonds. He then raped and murdered the teenager, 
slipping Gore $400 and leaving him to dispose of the 
corpses alone, in an orchard a mile from the Ling 
residence. 


Five months later, on July 15, Gore made a tour of 
Round Island Park, seeking a blond to fill his cousin’s 
latest order. Spotting a likely candidate in 35-year-old 
Judith Daley, Gore disabled her car, then played Good 
Samaritan, offering a lift to the nearest telephone. Once 
inside his pickup, Gore produced a pistol, cuffed his 
victim, and called cousin Fred on his way to the 
orchard. Waterfield was happier with this delivery, 
writing out a check for $1,500 after both men finished 
with their victim. Two years later, Gore would spell out 
Judith Daley’s fate, describing how he “fed her to the 
alligators” in a swamp ten miles west of Interstate 
Highway 95. 

A week later, Gore fell under suspicion when a local 
man reported that a deputy had stopped his teenage 
daughter on a rural highway, attempting to hold her “for 
questioning.” Stripped of his badge, Gore was arrested 
days later, when officers found him crouched in the 
back seat of a woman’s car outside a Vero Beach clinic, 


armed with a pistol, handcuffs, and a police radio 

scanner. A jury deliberated for thirty minutes before 

convicting him of armed trespass, and he was sentenced 

to five years in prison. Rejecting psychiatric treatment 

oe eae by the court, he was paroled in March of 
O33. 


A short time after Gore’s release, his cousin moved 
back home to Vero Beach, and they resumed the hunt. 
On May 20, they tried to abduct an Orlando prostitute 
at gunpoint, but she slipped away and left them’empty- 
handed. The next day, they picked up two 14-year-old 
hitchhikers — Angelica Lavallee and Barbara Byer — 

raping both before Gore shot the girls to death. Byer’s 
body was dismembered, buried in a shallow grave, 
while Levallee’s was dumped in a nearby canal. 


On July 26, 1983, Vero Beach authorities received an 
emergency report of a nude man firing shots at a naked 
girl on a residential street. Converging on the suspect 
house — owned by relatives of Gore — officers found 
a car in the driveway with fresh blood dripping from its 
trunk. Inside, the body of 17-year-old Lynn Elliott lay 
curled in death, a bullet in her skull. Outgunned by the 
raiding party, Gore meekly surrendered, directing 
officers to the attic where a naked 14-year-old girl was 
tethered to the rafters. 


As the surviving victim told police, she had been 
thumbing rides with Lynn Elliott when Gore and 
another man picked them up, flashing a pistol and 
driving them to the house, where they were stripped and 
raped repeatedly in separate rooms. Elliott had managed 
to free herself, escaping on foot with Gore in pursuit, but 
she had not been fast enough. Gore’s companion had left 
in the meantime, and detectives turned to their suspect 
in quest of his identity. 

Gore swiftly cracked in custody, enumerating crimes 
committed with his cousin, turning state’s evidence to 
save himself from the electric chair. On January 21, 
1985, Fred Waterfield was convicted in the Byer- 
Levallee murders, receiving two consecutive life terms 
with a specified minimum stint of 50 years before 
parole. Gore received an identical term, with, charges 
dismissed in four other cases to avoid redundant 
prosecution. 


GOSSMAN, KLAUS 


German born in 1941, Klaus Gossman saw his father 
shot by American troops in the last days of World War 
II. He grew up obsessed with violence, and by age 
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nineteen he was determined to become “death’s agent.” 
Dubbed the “Midday Murderer,” Klaus planned his 
homicides meticulously, striking at noon, when the 
church bells of his native Nuremberg would cover the 
gunshots with their loud midday carillon. 


Gossman was a student of theology in 1960, when he 
launched his new career in homicide. Striking off from 
the library one afternoon, he selected a strolling couple 
at random, shot them both as the bells began chiming 
for noon, and then calmly returned to his studies. Details 
of the murders were recorded in a diary, which also 
speaks of Gossman’s strong desire to be a priest. 


In 1962, Klaus robbed a bank in Ochenbruch — 
again at midday — gunning down the bank’s director 
as he left. A few months later, in another bank, he shot 
and killed a porter picked at random. On March 29, 
1963, he invaded a Nuremberg gunshop at noon, 
murdering the elderly proprietor and her 29-year-old 
son. 


Gossman joined the army in December 1964, 
deserting four months later to escape the rigid discipline. 
His final victim was shot when he tried to snatch a 
customer’s bag, in a Nuremberg department store, and 
he was captured at the scene. The name of actress Elke 
Sommer had been scratched along the barrel of his gun, 
and Gossman’s diary detailed plans for her abduction. 
On conviction for the string of murders, he was jailed 
for life. 


GRACE, JAMES WILLIE 


A native of Durham, North Carolina, by age 31 
Grace had been charged with housebreaking and assault 
wih a deadly weapon, but the cases were not prosecuted. 
Later, after moving to New York, he drew a term of 
fifteen years in Sing Sing on conviction of burglary, 
robbery, and possession of a deadly weapon. Paroled in 
1974, he returned to Durham and soon earned a five- 
month jail sentence for assaults with a lead pipe and 
pistol. Later charged with robbery and rape (of his own 
six-year-old daughter), Grace was dispatched to a state 
hospital for observation; doctors there described him as 
a paranoid schizophrenic, pronouncing him incompe- 
tent for trial. 


It was not Grace’s first encounter with psychiatrists. 
His mother had attempted to commit him once, 
referring to his violence and threats to take her life, but 
he was released after brief examination by the doctors. 
A police detective later sought committal on the ground 
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of violent behavior and the suspect’s incoherence during 
criminal interrogation, but again he was released in 
thirty days. 

A brooding storm of violence broke in Durham on 
December 10, 1976, with the sniper shooting of a male 
car wash employee. Six days later, David Solomon, a 
gas station attendant, was hit twice while filling a 
customer’s tank. On December 17, a Durham man was 
shot in the back and killed while walking with his 
girlfriend, on the street. Next day, another man was 
gunned down in a city park. 


Police saw “no connections” in the series of attacks, 
until December 23. That morning, Herbert Bradshaw, 
editor of a local newspaper, was killed by a bullet that 
crashed through his kitchen window. Within hours, 
sniper fire had been directed at a Durham school, a 
grocery store, and an ambulance crew responding to an 
emergency call. A witness at the grocery identified 
Grace as the gunman, and the hunt was on. 


Arrested in a nearby town, December 28, Grace was 
held on charges of using a deadly weapon with intent 
to kill. He was eventually connected with the other 
incidents, and Durham’s population breathed a collec- 
tive sigh of relief as their resident sniper was packed off 
to prison. 


GRAHAM, HARRISON 


A mentally-retarded drug abuser, Harrison Graham 
was well-known in his Philadelphia ghetto neighbor- 
hood. Sometimes, he would amuse the local children 
with his “Cookie Monster” puppet; other times they 
found him digging graves — for dogs, he said — in 
nearby vacant lots. Apparently, no one suspected that 
his simple mind might hide a darker urge, compelling 
him toward homicide. 


In early August 1987, Graham quarreled with his 
landlord’s nephew, afterward evacuating his apartment, 
nailing the door shut out of spite. Police were sum- 
moned on the afternoon of August 9, when neighbors 
filed complaints of a pervasive stench that emanated 
from the room. Inside, patrolmen found two strangled 
women’s bodies, three more skeletons beneath a mound 
of garbage on the floor, another tied up in the closet. 
Graham had been living in the squalid hole since 1983, 
and he had not been idle. 

Officers began to search the neighborhood for 
Graham, house by house, while newsmen noted that the 
suspect’s dwelling stood a mere three miles from Gary 


Heidnik’s “house of horrors,” where another ghoulish 
scene had been discovered five months earlier. The roof 
of Graham’s building yielded skeletal remains of victim 
number seven, but initial warrants simply charged the 
missing suspect with abuse of corpses. Murder was not 
proven until August 11, when a medical examiner 
reported that the freshest victims had been strangled 
some time in the past ten days. 


On August 14, another skull and partial skeleton 
were excavated from the dirt floor of a row house three 
doors down from Graham’s building. He surrendered 
two days later and confessed to seven murders since the 
winter months of 1986. According to his statement, 
Graham picked up female addicts on the street, enticing 
them with offers of a fix, and brought them home where 
they were murdered after sex. On August 26, psychia- 
trists declared that he was competent for trial. 

In April 1988, dispensing with his right to trial by 
jury, Graham laid his case before a solitary judge. 
Convicted on seven counts of first-degree murder and 
seven counts of abusing a corpse, he was sentenced to 
life imprisonment, followed by six electrocutions. The 
unusual sentence — hailed by Graham’s lawyer as 
“compassionate and brilliant” — theoretically assures 
that he will never be paroled. 


GRANT, WALDO 


A Georgia native, Grant fled a failed marriage by 
migrating to New York City in 1971, settling in a 
bachelor apartment on Manhattan’s Upper West Side. 
Neighbors knew him as a quiet loner, with detectives 
furnishing descriptions of “the kind of guy who lives in 
a tenement block for years, and nobody raises an 
eyebrow.” More to the point, no one suspected that 
Grant’s secret hobby was murder. 


The first to die was 18-year-old Philip Mitchell, 
stabbed and bludgeoned with an iron bar on September 
14, 1973, then hurled from the rooftop of Grant’s 
apartment building in an effort to simulate suicide. 
Nearly two years elapsed before Grant struck again, 
stabbing 23-year-old George Muniz numerous times, 
dumping his corpse in a trash bin, a few doors down 
from Grant’s residence. Number three was Harold 
Phillips, age 30, hammered to death in his own 
apartment on October 3, 1976. On December 29 of that 
year, police found 16-year-old Harry Carrillo in Central 
Park, his body sawed into three pieces, wrapped in 
plastic bags, and left in a shopping basket. All four 


victims were described as homosexuals by homicide 
investigators. 


An acquaintance of Carrillo’s, Grant was routinely 
questioned by police as part of their investigation, later 
singled out as a suspect on the basis of evidence found 
with the body. In custody, he confessed all four murders, 
citing an “uncontrollable urge” to kill in each case. 


GRANVIEL, KENNETH 


Arrested on suspicion of rape in 1976, Kenneth 
Granviel confessed to assaulting four women, fatally 
stabbing two others, and slaughtering two children in a 
series of brutal, random attacks. Convicted of murdering 
two-year-old Natasha McLendon, Granviel was sent- 
enced to die, but the sentence was set aside by a federal 
appeals court on September 12, 1981. Finding that two 
prospective jurors had been improperly excluded from 
Granviel’s trial on the basis of their opposition to capital 
punishment, the court ordered imposition of a lighter 
sentence in the case. 


GRAY, RONALD ADRIAN 


A native of Miami, born in 1966, Gray joined the 
U.S. Army at age 18 and was trained as a cook. In 1986, 
he was posted to Fort Bragg, outside Fayetteville, North 
Carolina, and his arrival on the base unleashed a sudden 
reign of terror. 


On April 29, 1986, 24-year-old Linda Coats was 
found dead in her trailer at Fayetteville, killed by a shot 
to the head after suffering sexual abuse. A university 
student enrolled in the army’s ROTC program, Coats 
was scheduled to receive her commission the week she 
was murdered. A few days later, soldiers on the Ft. 
Bragg military reservation found the naked, battered 
corpse of Teresa Utley, a Fayetteville prostitute. 
Abducted from the streets where she plied her trade, 
Utley had been stripped and beaten, raped and knifed 
to death by her assailant. 


On November 16, 1986, two Fayetteville women 
were abducted at gunpoint by a black man who raped 
them both, while threatening their lives. Neither victim 
reported the attack to police, but one staked out the 
neighborhood with her boyfriend, fingering Ronald 
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Gray as her attacker on November 26. Still terrified, she 
kept the knowledge to herself. 


By that time, Fayetteville’s resident stalker had struck 
again, abducting a young woman on November 22, 
raping her and slashing her about the face and body, 
leaving her for dead in suburban Bonnie Doone. A 
female soldier was attacked the same night, at Fort 
Bragg, but both victims survived, and their assailant 
remained at large. He raped and stabbed another soldier 
on the base a few days later, but MPs had nothing that 
would bring them closer to a suspect. 


On December 12, a soldier’s wife, 18-year-old 
Tammy Wilson, was abducted from her home in Bonnie 
Doone. Her naked body was discovered hours later by 
her husband, in some nearby woods. She had been 
raped and shot at point-blank range. Three days later, 
Sgt. Michael Clay was called home from maneuvers to 
inspect the smoking ruins of his mobile home in 
Fayetteville. His wife, Pvt. Laura Clay, was missing 
from the scene, and five more weeks would pass before 
her body was recovered from the nearby forest. 


In the meantime, yet another female soldier was 
attacked on January 3, but she survived. Kimberly 
Ruggles, a 23-year-old Fayetteville cab driver, was less 
fortunate on January 7. Officers were still examining 
her taxi, found abandoned on a city street, when 
searchers on the Ft. Bragg reservation found her body. 
Raped and beaten, she had died when her assailant drew 
a knife across her throat. 


The latest slaying prompted two surviving victims to 
report their own attacks, and one of them identified a 
suspect for police on January 8. After six months of 
investigation, Ronald Gray was formally indicted by 
civilian authorities on 23 felony charges, including two 
counts of first-degree murder (Coats and Wilson), five 
counts of first-degree rape and first-degree sex offense, 
four counts of first-degree kidnapping, two counts each 
of first-degree burglary and armed robbery, plus one 
count each of second-degree arson, attempted first- 
degree rape, and assault with a deadly weapon with 
intent to kill. Held in lieu of $420,000 bond, he was 
subsequently charged, on August 7, with two counts of 
murder (Clay and Ruggles) and two counts of attempted 
murder on a military reservation. 


On November 5, 1987, Gray pled guilty to all charges 
in Fayetteville, receiving three consecutive terms of life 
imprisonment. Convicted on all remaining counts at his 
court-martial, on April 12, 1988, he was sentenced to 
death for the crimes committed at Ft. Bragg. 
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GREEN, ANN 


A 40-year-old nurse, once employed at the pediatric 
ward of New York Hospital, Green was indicted on 
March 3, 1986, for killing two of her own children and 
attempting to kill a third. Her first child had been 
reported dead on arrival at New York Hospital, with 
death ascribed to aortic malfunction, while number two 
had survived the trip from home, dying of unknown 
causes shortly after arrival in the emergency ward. 
When Green gave birth to her third child, in August 
1985, doctors kept the infant in hospital for two weeks, 
as a precaution, but their efforts were in vain. Within 
24 hours of going home, the baby “stopped breathing” 
and was rushed back for emergency resuscitation. In the 
wake of Green’s indictment, her newborn was placed in 
a foster home for safe keeping. Police announced that 
they were checking some 438 pediatric deaths at New 
York Hospital, spanning the fifteen years of Green’s 
employment, but thus far no other charges have been 
filed. 


“GREEN RIVER KILLER, THE” 


America’s most prolific unidentified killer is credited 
with 40 homicides around Seattle and Tacoma, 
Washington, in two years’ time; another eight suspected 
victims are officially described as missing, since remains 
have not been found. Vaguely described as a white male 
in his late twenties or early thirties, the elusive killer 
draws his popular nickname from the fact that several 
victims were discarded in or near Washington’s Green 
River. All of his victims were women, and many were 
prostitutes working the infamous “Sea-Tac Strip.” At 
this writing, the slayer has claimed no new victims in 
Washington since autumn 1984, and authorities tend to 
believe that he has moved his hunting ground to 
Southern California. 


The killer’s first known victim, 16-year-old Leann 
Wilcox, from Tacoma, was found strangled in a field 
near Federal Way, eight miles south of Seattle, on 
January 21, 1982. The absence of a pattern in the case 
prevented homicide detectives from establishing connec- 
tions with the string of later deaths, and nearly two years 
would elapse before Leann was finally acknowledged as 
a “Green River” victim, in November 1983. Likewise, 
number two, 36-year-old Amina Agisheff, was simply 


a missing person when she vanished on July 7, 1982, 
her skeletal remains recovered and identified in April 
1984. 


The first “official” victim, 16-year-old Wendy 
Coffield, was reported missing from her foster home on 
July 8, 1982, her body fished out of the Green River 
seven days later. On August 12, 23-year-old Deborah 
Bonner was dragged from the water, a half-mile 
upstream from where Coffield was found. Three days 
later, the Green River yielded three more victims, 
including 31-year-old Marcia Chapman, 17-year-old 
Cynthia Hinds, and 16-year-old Opal Mills. 


Detectives realized they had a problem on their 
hands, and it was growing by the day. Two 17-year- 
olds, Karen Lee and Terri Milligan, went missing in late 
August (with Milligan’s remains identified in April 1, 
1984). Debra Estes, age 15, joined the missing list on 
September 14, followed by 19-year-old Mary Meehan 
a day later. (Their skeletal remains were found in May 
1988 and November 1983, respectively.) Gisele Lov- 
vorn, age 17, became “official” victim number six when 
she was found September 25, two months after running 
away from home. 


According to police, the six known dead had all been 
working prostitutes, but the killer also showed a taste for 
runaways and hitchhikers. Shawndra Summers, 17, 
disappeared on October 7, 1982, her remains identified 
by authorities in mid-August 1982. Becky Marrero, a 
20-year-old friend of Debra Estes, was last seen alive on 
December 2, 1982. Alma Smith, 19, picked up her last 
“John” in Seattle on March 3, 1983; her skeletal remains 
were found with Terri Milligan’s on April 2, 1984. Two 
weeks later, 16-year-old Carrie Rois vanished from 
Seattle, her remains discovered almost two years later, 
on March 10, 1985. Kimi Pitsor, 16, joined the missing 
list on April 28. 


The killer scored a double-header on May 8, 1983, 
picking off 21-year-old Carol Christenson in Seattle, 
dumping her body near Maple Valley, and then 
rebounding to snatch 16-year-old Joanne Hovland, 
shortly after her release from juvenile detention in the 
town of Everett. On May S, he killed Martina Author- 
lee, 18, hiding her remains well enough that they would 
not be found until November 1984. Yvonne Antosh, a 
19-year-old from Vancouver, British Columbia, van- 
ished in Seattle on May 30, her decomposed remains 
identified October 18, 1983. On June 8, Constance 
Naon, a 20-year-old prostitute, was reported missing, 
her bones recovered in October. Four days later, on 


June 12, the killer found 27-year-old Kimberly Reames 
on the Sea-Tac Strip, her body discovered the next 
afternoon. April Buttram, 17, left home for the last time 
on August 4, 1983, and she remains among the missing. 


Debbie Abernathy, 26, was the first victim in 
September, murdered on the fifth, her skeletal remains 
discovered on March 31, 1984. Nineteen-year-old Tracy 
Wilson was reported missing one week later, on 
September 12, and Maureen Feeney, another 19-year- 
old disappeared on September 29. (Her remains were 
found on May 3, 1986). October’s victims included 
Kelly Ware, a 24-year-old hooker, and 25-year-old 
Mary Bello, from Enumclaw, Washington. (Bello’s 
remains were discovered a year and a day after her 
disappearance, on October 12, 1984.) 


The killer took a break that autumn, returning to 
business as usual on February 6, 1984, with the murder 
of 16-year-old Mary West, abducted en route to the 
neighborhood market, her skull identified in September 
1985. Patricia Osborn, a 19-year-old prostitute, had 
been reported missing by her family on January 24, and 
her name made the “Green River” victims list on 
February 11. 


And the list kept growing, as investigators searched 
their files on missing women. Victims added with the 
benefit of hindsight included: Colleen Brockman, 15; 
Alma Smith, 18; Sandra Gabbert, 17; Cheryl Wyms, 18; 
Denise Bush, 24; Shirley Sherrill, 19; Marie Malvar, 18; 
Tammie Liles, 16; and Kelly McGuinness, 18. By April 
1984, authorities had listed 24 known dead and 13 
missing in the case, with 12 new skeletons unearthed 
since New Year’s Day. By January 1986, the list of dead 
had grown to 34; it rose to 40 in the spring of 1988, with 
new discoveries, and there were still eight women 
unaccounted for. 


If nothing else, police drew consolation from the fact 
their killer had apparently “retired,” with no new 
victims missing in the past four years. Those hopes were 
dashed in August 1988, with the announcement of a 
link between the homicides in Washington and recent 
deaths in San Diego, California, dating back to June of 
1985. Authorities could not agree upon the latest body- 
count — no less than ten; perhaps as many as 18 — but 
all agreed the killer’s move was “common knowledge.” 
Be that as it may, new cases have provided no new leads 
or suspects, and the acknowledged slayer of some 48 to 
66 women remains at large today. (See also: San Diego 
— Unsolved Murders) 
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GREENAWALT, RANDY: 
See TISON, GARY 


GREENWOOD, 
VAUGHN ORRIN 


The first of Southern California’s several “Skid Row” 
Slayers launched his one-man war in 1964, taking a 
decade off before he returned to terrorize Los Angeles 
with nine more murders, committed over the space of 
two months. Victims were ritually “posed” by the 
Slasher in death, with salt sprinkled around their bodies 
and cups of blood standing nearby, their wounds 
surrounded by markings of unknown significance. 
Police recruited psychiatric “experts” to create a profile 
of the killer, publishing assorted sketches of their 
suspect, but the case was ultimately solved by accident, 
embarrassing authorities whose “profiles” of the 
murderer were sadly off the mark. 


The “Skid Row Slasher’s” first known victim was an 
aging transient, David Russell, found on the library steps 
with his throat cut and numerous stab wounds on 
November 13, 1964. The following day, 67-year-old 
Benjamin Hornberg was killed in the second-floor 
restroom of his seedy hotel, throat slashed from ear to 
ear, numerous stab wounds marking his head and upper 
torso. 


Police saw a pattern of sorts, but it seemed to lead 
nowhere, and the early victims were forgotten by 
December 1974, when the killer returned with a 
vengeance. On December 1, he murdered 46-year-old 
Charles Jackson, an alcoholic drifter, on the spot where 
David Russell had been slain a decade earlier. Moses 
Yakanac, a 47-year-old Eskimo was knifed to death in 
a Skid Row alley on December 8, and 54-year-old 
Arthur Dahlstedt was slain outside an abandoned 
building three days later. On December 22, 42-year-old 
David Perez was found in some shrubbery adjacent to 
the Los Angeles public library. Casimir Strawinski, 58, 
was found in his hotel room January 9, and 46-year-old 
Robert Shannahan had been dead several days when 
another hotel maid discovered his body — a bayonet 
protruding from his chest — on January 17. The final 
Skid Row victim, 49-year-old Samuel Suarez, was also 
killed indoors, his body found in a sleazy fifth-floor 
hotel room. 
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Inexplicably, the killer switched his hunting ground to 
Hollywood on January 29, 1975, stabbing 45-year-old 
George Frias to death in his own apartment. Two days 
later, a cash register mechanic, 34-year-old Clyde Hay, 
was found in his Hollywood home, marked by the 
Slasher’s characteristic mutilations. 


By that time, L.A. detectives had formed a mental 
picture of their suspect, described as a white male in his 
late twenties or early thirties, six feet tall and 190 
pounds, with shoulder-length stringy blond hair. A 
psychiatric profile, published on the morning of Clyde 
Hay’s murder, described the killer as a “sexually 
impotent coward, venting his own feeling of worthless- 
ness on hapless derelicts and down-and-outers... He 
strongly identifies with the derelicts and drifters he kills, 
and we think he’s trying to resolve his own inner 
conflicts by turning his wrath and hatred outward.” The 
Slasher was further described as a friendless, poorly- 
educated loner, probably homosexual, with an unspec- 
ified physical deformity. 


On February 2, a prowler invaded the Hollywood 
home of William Graham, assaulting him with a hatchet 
before houseguest Kenneth Richer intervened, and both 
men plunged through a plate-glass window. The 
attacker fled on foot, striking next at the home of actor 
Burt Reynolds, carelessly dropping a letter — addressed 
to himself — in the driveway. Police picked up Vaughn 
Greenwood, charging him with counts of burglary and 
assault, their search of his residence netting a pair of 
cufflinks stolen from victim George Frias. A year later, 
on January 23, 1976, Greenwood was indicted on 
eleven counts of murder in the Slasher crimes. 


Unfortunately for police, the “suspect profile” was a 
stumbling block to their solution of the case. For 
openers, Vaughn Greenwood was a 32-year-old black 
man, lacking any obvious deformities, and from the 
testimony of acquaintances, he was not impotent. He 
was a loner and a homosexual, who finished seventh 
grade before he fled his Pennsylvania foster home and 
thumbed a ride to California. Most of his adult life was 
spent drifting from Chicago to the West Coast and back 
again, riding the rails and earning his keep as a migrant 
farm worker. In Chicago, during 1966, he had 
demanded cash from 70-year-old Mance Porter, follow- 
ing a sexual encounter in the latter’s skid row apartment. 
When Porter refused, Greenwood slashed his throat and 
stabbed him repeatediy with two different knives, 
spending five and a half years in jail on conviction for 
aggravated battery. 


While awaiting trial on murder charges, Greenwood 
was convicted of assaulting William Graham and 
Kenneth Richer, drawing a prison term of 32 years to 
life. On December 30, 1976, the defendant was 
convicted on nine counts of first-degree murder, jurors 
failing to reach a verdict in the case of victims David 
Russell and Charles Jackson. Greenwood was sentenced 
to life on January 19, 1977, the judge recommending 
that he never be released because “His presence in any 
community would constitute a menace.” 


GREESON, 
LLOYD DONALD, Jr. 


Lloyd Greeson liked to see himself in uniform, but he 
could never get the hang of military discipline. During 
World War II, as a volunteer member of the Canadian 
army, he was convicted of several crimes while stationed 
in England. Between 1946 and 1950, he was dishonor- 
ably discharged from both the United States Army and 
the Marine Corps on charges of desertion. Returning to 
civilian life, he logged arrests for auto theft, aggravated 
robbery, vagrancy, carrying a weapon, unlawful entry, 
and theft. Somewhere along the way, perhaps while 
serving time, he graduated into homicide. 


Lola Cotton, age 44, of Miami, Florida, was last seen 
alive — in Lloyd Greeson’s company — on the night 
of May 16, 1964. Her naked, lifeless body was disco- 
vered nine days later, at her home. In the meantime, her 
car had been recovered at Bonita Springs, on May 18. 
The coroner’s report attributed her death to alcohol and 
barbiturate poisoning, but further investigation revealed 
that the woman had never voluntarily used drugs. On 
learning that a valuable ring was missing, homicide 
investigators obtained warrants charging Lloyd Greeson 
with grand larceny and auto theft. 


On June 16, 37-year-old Margaret Ayoub, of Wilkes- 
Barre, Pennsylvania, was found dead in a ditch outside 
Bloomsburg. Investigation revealed that she had last 
been seen alive on the night of June 13, when she left 
a local tavern on Lloyd Greeson’s arm. Suspected in two 
murders and charged with unlawful flight to avoid 
prosecution, Greeson was added to the FBI’s “Ten Most 
Wanted” list on September 18, 1964. 


Four days later, at Perris, California, in Riverside 
County, an alert citizen recognized Greeson from his 
photograph, published in a local newspaper. As “Don 
Francis Merrow,” Greeson had been living in nearby 


Elsinore for the past six weeks, employed as a house 
painter. Arrested on September 23, the fugitive was held 
under $25,000 bond on each of the two federal charges 
against him. On October 30, he pled guilty to second- 
degree murder in the death of Lola Cotton, and was 
sentenced to 20 years in prison on November 3. Two 
months later, Pennsylvania authorities indicted him for 
the murder of Margaret Ayoub, but he was never 
brought to trial. 


GRETZLER, DOUGLAS, 
and STEELMAN, 
WILLIAM LUTHER 


Douglas Gretzler 


A native of the Bronx, born in 1951, Doug Gretzler 
was drifting aimlessly around the country when he met 
28-year-old Willie Steelman on October 11, 1973. 
Once committed to a mental institution, Steelman had 
compiled a lengthy record of arrests around Lodi, 
California, serving prison time on conviction of forgery. 
He recognized a kindred soul on sight, and soon the men 
became inseparable, trolling the Southwest in their 
search for victims, stealing to finance their travels and 
Steelman’s heroin addiction. 

On October 28, 1973, they invaded a house trailer 


near Mesa, Arizona, binding 19-year-old Robert 
Robbins and 18-year-old Katherine Mestiter, then 


Case Histories 137 


shooting both victims to death. Drifting into Tucson, 
they killed 19-year-old Gilbert Sierra and dumped his 
body in the desert, doubling back to murder Michael 
and Patricia Sandberg in their Tucson apartment. On 
the Superstition Desert, Gretzler and Steelman found 
victim number six, leaving his body in the sleeping bag 
where he was shot to death. In Phoenix, the killers 
abducted Michael Adshade and Ken Unrein, both 22, 
dumping their nude bodies in a creek bed near Oakdale, 
California, rolling north in their stolen van. 


William Steelman 


Authorities in Arizona had already issued warrants 
for Gretzler and Steelman by the time they reached 
Victor, California, 40 miles south of Sacramento, on 
November 6. Walter and Joanne Parkin went bowling 
that night, leaving their two children — Lisa, 11, and 
Robert, 9 — in the care of 18-year-old neighbor Debra 
Earl. In the course of the evening, Debra’s parents 
dropped by to visit, along with brother Richard and her 
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fiancee, 20-year-old Mark Lang. When the Parkins got 
home, they found a full house — including two 
strangers with guns. 


Carol Jenkins, a house guest of the Parkins, returned 
from a date around 3 a.m. and went directly to bed, 
taking the silent house for granted at that hour of the 
morning. Near dawn, she was roused from sleep by two 
friends of Mark Lang, who had spent the night trying 
to find him. Jenkins started a search of her own, 
stopping short when she found Walter and Joanne 
Parkin in the master bedroom, shot to death execution- 
style. 


Deputies responding to the call found seven more 
bodies jammed in the bedroom’s walk-in closet. Victims 
had been gagged with neckties, bound with nylon cord 
— secured with as many as six knots in places — before 
they were massacred. In all, medical examiners would 
remove 25 slugs from nine bodies, plus one stray from 
Bob Parkin’s pillow. 


Police published mug shots of Steelman, and Willie 
was recognized when he checked into a Sacramento 
hotel on November 8. Police descended on the scene 
and both gunmen were swiftly arrested, booked on nine 
charges of first-degree murder. Gretzler cracked under 
interrogation, directing police to the scattered bodies of 
other victims while Steelman kept silent, refusing to 
enter a plea on the charges. In June 1974, Gretzler pled 
guilty to nine counts of murder, while Steelman 
submitted his case to a judge and was promptly 
convicted. On July 8, both defendants were sentenced 
to life imprisonment without parole. 


GROSSMANN, GEORG KARL 


Large and ugly, with a surly disposition, Grossmann 
was a_ sexual degenerate and sadist who included 
bestiality among his various perversions. Twenty-five 
arrests throughout his criminal career included three 
convictions for molesting children — one of whom was 
killed. Once employed as a butcher, Grossmann 
preferred to live by begging in the streets, invariably 
spending his receipts on sleazy prostitutes who nightly 
shared his bed. Protected by his rap sheet from the 
military draft in World War I, he soon devised a way 
to turn a profit on his appetites. 


Before the outbreak of hostilities, Grossmann rented 
a squalid upstairs flat in the slums of Berlin, near the 
terminus of the Silesian railway. Sour and secretive, he 
was loathed by his neighbors but paid his rent on time, 


and the landlord left him alone. Grossmann’s flat had 
been constructed with a separate entrance, and the other 
tenants seldom thought of him before the early morning 
hours, when he stumbled home from all-night drinking 
bouts with giggling prostitutes in tow. 


He could afford the booze and women now, because 
he had devised another source of income. While the war 
and subsequent depression nearly ruined Germany, with 
famine a result of failure on the battlefield, Georg 
Grossmann peddled fresh meat in the streets. His 
neighbors might be starving, but the man upstairs was 
never phased by rationing or shortages. 


In August 1921, the landlord was disturbed by 
sounds of violent struggle, emanating from the butcher’s 
flat. Police were summoned, and they found a freshly 
murdered woman in the kitchen, trussed up like a hog 
for slaughter. Evidence recovered from the flat suggested 
Grossmann had dispatched at least three women in as 
many weeks; his diary and his statements to police 
revealed that he had used the women sexually, then sold 
their flesh as beef or pork, disposing of the “useless” 
remnants in a nearby river. 


Grossmann’s case inevitably called up recent memo- 
ries of Karl Denke in Silesia, and newspapers dubbed 
it the case of the “bread and butter brides.” (A “bride,” 
in Germany, may either be a newly-married woman or 
a one-night stand.) Georg laughed when he was 
sentenced by the court to die and cheated justice, as had 
Denke, by hanging himself in his cell. 


An interesting sidelight of the Grossmann case 
involves the search for Anastasia, the Russian grand 
duchess believed, by some, to have escaped the Marxist 
firing squad that killed her family. At one point, it was 
claimed that “Anastasia” was in fact a Polish peasant 
girl, Franziska Schamzkovski, but supporters of the 
would-be duchess countered that Schamzkovski had 
been killed by Grossmann during August 1920. Their 
authority — an entry in the killer’s diary for ‘“Sas- 
novski” — failed to silence critics of the would-be 
Anastasia. 


GUATNEY, WILLIAM 


William “Freight Train” Guatney loved to ride the 
rails. For almost forty years he traveled the United 
States in box cars, living off the land and picking up odd 
jobs in towns where he was known as a “likeable hobo,” 
described by his many friends as “the happy-go-lucky 


type.” But Guatney also had a darker side. At fifty- 
seven, he had seen America the hard way, and he hated 
being called a bum. “I’m two people,” he once told a 
female acquaintance. “I can also be mean.” In retro- 
spect, friends noted that “He was a strong man when he 
got mad.” 


The special target of his anger — and his lust — 
appeared to be young boys. In August 1979, Guatney 
was arrested in Illinois, charged with three counts of 
murder on warrants issued from Kansas and Nébraska. 
Homicide investigators viewed the charges merely as a 
Starting point, suggesting Guatney might have murdered 
fifteen children in the past five years alone. 


Nebraska charged him in the deaths of 13-year-old 
Jon Simpson and 12-year-old Jacob Surber, abducted 
from the state fair at Lincoln, in 1975. Both were 
discovered days later, and Guatney was arraigned on 
August 22, 1979, refusing to enter a plea. 


The Kansas charge involved Jack Hanrahan, a 12- 
year-old who disappeared from his Topeka neighbor- 
hood on May 20, 1979. Molested and murdered, his 
corpse was found in a creek bed ten days later; on 
August 20, Guatney was charged with first-degree 
murder, kidnapping and sodomy. 


At least two victims were suspected by police in 
Illinois, where 9-year-old Mark Helmig was murdered 
at Pekin, in 1976, and Marty Lancaster, 14, was killed 
at Normal two years later. The authorities considered 
Guatney a suspect in the deaths of at least ten other 
boys, scattered throughout the Southwest. 


GUNNESS, BELLE 


America’s first “black widow” of the 20th century 
was born Brynhild Paulsdatter Storset, on November 
11, 1859, in the fishing hamlet of Selbu, on Norway’s 
west coast. The daughter of an unsuccessful merchant, 
Brynhild immigrated to the United States in 1881; three 
years later, she settled in Chicago, Americanizing her 
given name to “Belle” or “Bella.” In 1884, at age 25, 
she married a Norwegian immigrant, Mads Sorenson. 


The couple opened a confectioner’s shop in 1896, but 
the business was wiped out by fire the following year. 
Belle told her insurance agents that a kerosene lamp had 
exploded, and the company paid off on her policy, 
although no lamp was found in the wreckage. The 
Sorensons used their found money to purchase a home, 
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but fire leveled the house in 1898, bringing further 
insurance payments. Bad luck dogged the couple, and a 
second house burned down before they found a home 
that met their needs on Alma Street. 


As everything Belle touched was soon reduced to 
ashes, so her family began to dwindle in the latter 1890s. 
Daughter Caroline, her oldest child, went first, in 1896. 
Two years later, Axel, her first son, was laid to rest. In 
each case, the children were diagnosed as victims of 
“acute colitis,’ demonstrating symptoms which — in 
hindsight — may have indicated they were poisoned. 


On July 30, 1900, Mads Sorenson died at home, 
exhibiting the classic symptoms of strychnine poisoning. 
Belle admitted giving her husband “a powder,” in an 
effort to “help his cold,” but the family physician did not 
request an autopsy. With Mads under treatment for an 
enlarged heart, the death was automatically ascribed to 
natural causes. 


The Widow Sorenson collected her insurance money 
and departed from Chicago, settling outside La Porte, 
Indiana, with three children under her wing. Two were 
her natural daughters: Myrtle, born in 1897, and Lucy, 
in 1899. The new addition, Jennie Olsen, was a foster 
daughter, passed along to Belle by parents who, 
apparently, were tired of dealing with the child. 


In April 1902, Belle married a Norwegian farmer 
named Peter Gunness. Less durable than Sorenson 
before him, Gunness lasted only eight months. On 
December 16, 1902, he was killed when a heavy 
sausage grinder “fell” from its place on a shelf, fracturing 
his skull. A son, called Philip, was born of the brief 
union, in 1903, and Jennie Olsen vanished from the 
farm three years later. When neighbors inquired, Belle 
explained that her foster child had been sent “to a 
finishing school in California.” 


Widowed for the second time, with only children to 
assist her on the farm, Belle started hiring drifters who 
would work a while and then, apparently, move on. She 
also started placing “lonely-hearts” ads in Norwegian- 
language newspapers throughout the Midwest, enter- 
taining a series of prospective husbands at her farm. 
Somehow, none of them measured up to her standards... 
and none of them were ever seen again. 


On April 28, 1908, the Gunness homestead was 
leveled by fire. Searchers, digging through the rubble, 
found a quartet of incinerated bodies in the basement; 
three were clearly children, while the fourth — a 
woman’s headless corpse, without a skull in evidence — 
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was taken for the last remains of Mrs. Gunness. The 
local sheriff arrested handyman Ray Lamphere, 
employed by Belle from 1906 until his dismissal in 
February 1908, on charges of arson and murder. 


The case became more complicated on May 5, when 
searchers started finding other bodies on the Gunness 
ranch. Dismembered, wrapped in gunny sacks and 
doused with lye, a few reduced to skeletons, the corpses 
told a graphic tale of wholesale slaughter spanning 
years. The final body-count has been a subject of 
enduring controversy. Without citing its source, the 
Guinness Book of World Records credited Belle with 
sixteen known victims and another twelve “possibles.” 
The local coroner’s report was more modest, listing — 
in addition to the basement bodies — ten male victims, 
two females, and an unspecified quantity of human bone 
fragments. Belle’s suitors were buried together, in the 
muck of a hog pen, while her female victims had been 
planted in a nearby garden patch. 


Only six of the victims were positively identified. 
Jennie Olsen was there, far removed from the mythical 
finishing school. Farm hands Eric Gurhold and Olaf 
Lindblom had ended their days in the hog pen, beside 
farmers John Moo, of Elbow Lake, Minnesota, and Ole 
Budsberg, of Iola, Wisconsin. Both of the latter had 
answered Belle’s newspaper ads — and so, presumably, 
had their six anonymous companions in death. The 
single “Jane Doe,” buried beside Jennie Olsen, is an 
anomaly, unexplained to this day. 


A coroner’s inquest was launched on April 29, and 
witness depositions taken through May 1 reflect a 
standard heading: “Over the dead body of Belle 
Gunness...” After May 5, with the discovery of new 
corpses, official documents began describing the 
headless woman as “an unidentified adult female,” 
assuming that Belle might have faked her own death to 
escape from the scene. A futile search for the missing 
skull was launched on May 19, resulting in discovery of 
Belle’s dental bridge, complete with anchor teeth 
attached. Ignoring the various unanswered questions, 
the coroner issued his final report on May 20, declaring 
that Belle Gunness had died “at the hands of persons 
unknown.” 


Ray Lamphere, from his cell, was adamant in 
claiming Belle was still alive. On April 28, he said, once 
Belle had set the house on fire, he drove her to the 
railway station at Stiliwell, Indiana. Police initially took 
his story at face value, arresting an innocent widow, 
Flora Heerin, en route from Chicago to visit relatives in 


New York City. Hauled off the train at Syracuse and 
briefly detained as Belle Gunness, Mrs. Heerin retaliated 
in a lawsuit charging Syracuse police with false arrest. 


Charged with four counts of murder and one count 
of arson, Ray Lamphere’s case went to the jury in 
November 1908. On November 26, he was convicted 
on the arson charge alone, suggesting that the jurors felt 
Belle’s death had not been proved “beyond a reasonable 
doubt.” Surviving for two years in prison, Lamphere 
talked endlessly about the case, crediting Belle with 49 
murders, netting more than $100,000 from her victims 
between 1903 and 1908. The basement victim, he 
contended, had been found in a saloon, hired for the 
evening, and murdered to serve as a stand-in. Belle had 
promised she would get in touch with Lamphere, after 
she was settled elsewhere, but it seemed that she had 
changed her plans. 


The first reported sighting of a resurrected Belle was 
logged on April 29, six days before new bodies were 
discovered on the farm. Conductor Jesse Hurst was 
certain Mrs. Gunness went aboard his train at the 
Decatur, Indiana, station. She was bundled on a 
stretcher, Hurst recalled, and seemed quite ill. 


Perhaps, but what are we to make of the reported 
sighting at La Porte, on April 30? While visiting Belle’s 
closest friend, Almetta Hay, a local farmer claimed he 
saw the missing woman sitting down to coffee. When 
Almetta died, in 1916, neighbors picking through the 
litter in her crowded shack retrieved a woman’s skull, 
wedged in between two mattresses. In spite of specula- 
tion that it might belong to the decapitated basement 
victim, the intriguing lead was not pursued. 


More “sightings” were recorded through the years. In 
1917, a childhood neighbor recognized Belle Gunness 
on admission, as a patient, to the South Bend hospital 
where he was working as a student nurse. He called 
police, but Belle had slipped away before detectives 
reached the scene. In 1931, a Los Angeles prosecutor 
wrote to La Porte’s sheriff, claiming that murder 
defendant Esther Carlson — charged with poisoning 81- 
year-old August Lindstrom for his money — might be 
Mrs. Gunness. Carlson carried photographs of three 
children resembling Belle’s, but La Porte could not 
afford to send its sheriff west in those Depression days, 
and the suspect died of tuberculosis before her trial, 
leaving the question forever open. 


As late as 1935, subscribers to a magazine allegedly 
recognized Belle’s photograph as the likeness of a 


whorehouse madam in Ohio. Confronting the old 
woman and addressing her as “Belle,” one amateur 
detective was impressed by the vehemence of her 
reaction. Pursuing the matter through friends, he was 
urgently warned to let the matter rest... and so it has. 


If Gunness did, in fact, survive her “death,” she stands 
with Bela Kiss in that elite society of slayers who — 
although identified, with ample evidence to win 
convictions — manage to escape arrest and so live out 
their lives in anonymity. Her legacy is rumor; and a 
snatch of tawdry rhyme that reads, in part: 


There’s red upon the Hoosier moon 
For Belle was strong and full of doom; 
And think of all those Norska men 
Who'll never see St. Paul again. 


HAARMANN, FRITZ 


Born October 25, 1879, in Hanover, Germany, 
Haarmann was the sixth child of a real-life odd couple. 
His father, a surly railroad fireman, was dubbed “Sulky 
Olle” by acquaintances; his mother, seven years her 
husband’s senior, was an invalid. In early childhood, 
Fritz became his mother’s pet and grew up hating his 
father, preferring dolls to the sports normally enjoyed by 
boys. Packed off to a military school at age sixteen, 
Haarmann was soon released when he showed symp- 
toms of epilepsy. Back in Hanover, he was accused of 
molesting small children and was sent to an asylum for 
observation, but he escaped after six months in custody. 


Thereafter, Haarmann earned his way through petty 
crimes, molesting children for amusement, on the side. 
Turning over a new leaf in 1900, he became engaged 
to a local girl but abandoned her for the army when she 
became pregnant. Honorably discharged in 1903, he 
returned to Hanover and successfully avoided his 
father’s efforts to have him certified insane. A series of 
arrests followed, for burglary, con games, and picking 
pockets, before Haarmann’s father set him up as 
proprietor of a fish-and-chips shop. Fritz promptly stole 
the business blind, but he was less successful when he 
preyed on strangers. Convicted of a warehouse burglary 
in 1914, he was sentenced to five years in prison. Upon 
parole, in 1918, he joined a Hanover snuggling ring and 
prospered, simultaneously working for police as an 
informer. On occasion, he would introduce himself to 
strangers as “Detective Haarmann.” 


Wartime Hanover was jammed with homeless 
refugees, and Haarmann had his pick of boys, enticing 
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them with offers of a place to spend the night. Among 
the first was Friedel Rothe, age 17, whose parents 
learned that he had met “Detective Haarmann” just 
before he disappeared. Police searched Haarmann’s flat, 
but came up empty. Six years later, he confessed that 
Friedel’s head, wrapped in newspaper, was lying on the 
floor behind his stove while officers poked through his 
drawers and cupboards. 


Late in 1918, Haarmann was sentenced to nine 
months in prison on charges of indecency with a minor. 
On release, he found new quarters for himself, falling 
into company with 24-year-old Hans Grans, a homosex- 
ual pimp and petty thief. They became lovers and 
business associates, Haarmann adding new lines of used 
clothing and black market meat to the stolen items he 
sold for a living. 


Together, Grans and Haarmann launched a wholesale 
scheme of homicide for fun and profit. Homeless boys 
were lured from the railway station, subsequently raped 
and killed by Haarmann (who informed police that his 
technique involved the biting of a victim’s throat). The 
corpses were dismembered, sold as beef or pork, 
incriminating portions dropped into the River Leine. 
Grans took his pick of the discarded clothing prior to 
selling off the rest; one victim was reportedly disposed 
off after Grans expressed a wish to own his trousers. 


Hanover police were strangely blind to Haarmann’s 
murderous activities. On one occasion, a suspicious 
customer delivered some of Haarmann’s meat to the 
authorities for testing, and the “experts” wrote it off as 
pork. “Detective Haarmann” further called attention to 
himself by visiting the parents of a boy named Keimes, 
found strangled in a Hanover canal, and subsequently 
told police that Grans had done the murder. Since the 
pimp was then incarcerated on another charge, police 
dismissed the tale and never bothered checking Haar- 
mann’s interest in the case. 


On May 17, 1924, a human skull was found beside 
the Leine; another was unearthed May 29, two more on 
June 13, but Hanover authorities dismissed the matter 
as a “practical joke.” Their attitude changed on July 24, 
when some children discovered a sack filled with human 
bones, including another skull, on the riverbank. Panic 
erupted, with newspapers reporting some 600 teenage 
boys missing in the past year alone. Dragging the Leine, 
police recovered more than 500 bones, accounting for 
an estimated twenty-seven victims. 


By coincidence, Fritz Haarmann was arrested during 
this period and charged with another count of public 
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indecency. A routine search of his flat revealed copious 
bloodstains, initially dismissed as a result of his 
unlicensed butcher’s operation. Homicide detectives 
found their first hard evidence when parents of a missing 
boy identified a coat, now owned by the son of 
Haarmann’s landlady. 


In custody, the suspect suddenly decided to confess 
his crimes in gory detail. Asked the number of his 
victims, Fritz replied, “Thirty or forty, I don’t remember 
exactly.” Haarmann’s trial opened on December 4 and 
lasted for two weeks, the defendant grandly puffing on 
cigars, complaining that there were too many women in 
the courtroom. Convicted of twenty-four murders and 
sentenced to die, Haarmann was decapitated on April 
15, 1925. Grans, his accomplice, fen a sentence of 
twelve years in prison. 


HAHN, ANNA MARIE 


Anna Marie Hahn 


The first woman to die in Ohio’s electric chair, Anna 
Hahn was a German native, born in 1906, who 
immigrated to Cincinnati at age 21. There, she married 
a young telephone operator, briefly managing a bakery 
in Cincinnati's German district before she tired of the 
hours and set her sights on easy money. Life insurance 
seemed to be the answer, and she twice tried to insure 
her husband for $25,000, meeting resistance each time. 
Soon after rejecting her second demand, Philip Hahn fell 
suddenly ill, rushed to the hospital by his mother over 
Anna’s objection. Physicians saved his life, but there was 
nothing they could do to save his marriage. 


Despite a total lack of training or experience, Anna 
began to offer her services as a live-in “nurse” to elderly 
men in the German community. Her first client, 
septuagenarian Ernest Koch, seemed healthy in spite of 
his years, but that soon changed under Hahn’s tender 
care. Koch died on May 6, 1932, leaving Anna a house 
in his will. Its ground floor was occupied by a doctor’s 
office, and Hahn visited her new tenant frequently, 
stealing prescription blanks to keep herself supplied with 
“medicine” for her new “nursing” business. 


Her next client, retired railroad man Albert Parker, 
died swiftly under Anna’s ministrations. This time, she 
avoided the embarrassment of a convenient will by 
“borrowing” Parker’s money before he died, signing an 
I.0.U. that predictably vanished as soon as he died. 
Jacob Wagner was next, willing a lump sum of $17,000 
to his beloved “niece” Anna, and Hahn soon picked up 
another $15,000 for tending George Gsellman in the 
months before his death. 


George Heiss was a rare survivor, growing suspicious 
one day after Anna served him a mug of beer. A couple 
of house flies had sampled the brew, dropping dead on 
the spot, and when Anna refused to share the drink 
herself, Heiss sent her packing. He did not inform police 
of his suspicions, though, and so the lethal nurse was free 
to go in search of other “patients.” 


George Obendoerfer was the last to die, in 1937, 
lured to Colorado on a supposed visit to Hahn’s 
nonexistent ranch. Obendoerfer died in his hotel room, 
soon after arriving in Denver, and Anna took the 
opportunity to loot his bank account, pocketing $5,000 
for her efforts. Police became suspicious when she 
balked at picking up the tab for George’s funeral, 
demanding an autopsy after they turned up evidence of 
the unorthodox bank transfer. Arsenic was found in 
Obendoerfer’s body, and detectives were waiting for 
Hahn when she reached Cincinnati, armed with arrest 


warrants and court orders demanding exhumation of 
her previous clients. Each had been slain with a different 
potion, and a search of Hahn’s lodgings reportedly 
turned up “enough poison to kill half of Cincinnati.” 


Convicted of multiple murder and sentenced to die, 
Hahn kept her nerve, maintaining her pose as an “angel 
of mercy.” On June 20, 1938, she hosted a small party 
for local newsmen in her cell, lapsing into hysterics as 
she began her last walk to the death chamber. It took 
a prison chaplain to restore her calm, holding hér hand 
as she was buckled into the chair. Facing the minister 
with a level gaze, Hahn warned him, “You might be 
killed, too, Father.” 


HAIGH, JOHN GEORGE 


A British slayer, Haigh was born in 1909, subjected 
by his parents to the strict regimen of the Plymouth 
. Brethren, regarding all forms of amusement as sin. As 
a child, Haigh won a choral scholarship to Wakefield 
Grammer School, requiring his participation as a choir 
boy in Anglican services held at Wakefield cathedral. 
The contrast between those services and the drab 
Plymouth Brethren rituals confused him, allegedly 
inspiring bizarre visions of forests with trees spouting 
blood. Whatever the actual source, Haigh displayed 
early signs of hematomania, the obsession with blood 
haunting him throughout his life. 


Briefly married in 1934, Haigh deserted his wife after 
serving his first jail term — for fraud — in November 
of that year. Before and during World War II, he 
chalked up numerous arrests for theft and minor 
swindles, completing his last prison term in 1943. 
Appearing to “go straight” at last, Haigh moved into the 
respectable Onslow Court Hotel, in South Kensington, 
and rented a nearby basement room for use in perfecting 
his “inventions.” The makeshift lab was stocked with 
tools, a welding set — and a 40-gallon vat of sulfuric 
acid. 


On September 9, 1944, Haigh lured a longtime 
acquaintance, Donald McSwann, to his basement 
workshop, killing his prey with a hammer, afterward 
slashing his throat for the purpose of drinking 
McSwann’s blood. The dismembered remains were 
dissolved in Haigh’s acid vat, with the resultant sludge 
later poured down a manhole. Taking over control of 
McSwann’s nearby pinball arcade, Haigh told the dead 
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man’s parents that their son was hiding in Scotland, to 
avoid military conscription. Once a week he went to 
Scotland, mailing forged letters to the anxious couple, 
but their suspicions grew over time, even as Haigh’s 
compulsive gambling devoured his stolen income. 


On July 10, 1945, Haigh invited McSwann’s parents 
to his lab, bludgeoned them both, and dissolved their 
remains in acid. Forged documents enabled him to 
usurp their estate, including five houses and a small 
fortune in securities, but gambling, poor investments and 
a lavish life-style left him strapped for cash again by 
February 1948. 


Haigh’s next customers were Archie and Rosalie 
Henderson, touring his new workshop at Crawley, south 
of London, when they were shot and slipped into an 
acid bath on February 12. Haigh later told police of 
sampling their blood, but he was rational enough to 
execute the forgeries that netted him $12,000 from the 
dead couple’s estate. 


A year later, in February 1949, 69-year-old Olivia 
Durand-Deacon approached “inventor” Haigh with her 
scheme for marketing artificial fingernails. Invited to the 
Crawley lab, she was there shot to death, with Haigh 
allegedly slitting her throat and quaffing a glass of blood 
before he consigned her to the acid vat. It took a week 
to finally dispose of her remains, and Haigh had little 
to show for his effort, selling off her jewelry for $250 
to cover some outstanding debts. 


Police responding to a missing person report were 
suspicious of Haigh’s glib answers, his too-helpful 
attitude, and search warrants were obtained for his 
basement workshop. Searchers skimmed 28 pounds of 
human fat from the acid bath, along with bone frag- 
ments, dentures, gallstones, and a handbag belonging to 
Mrs. Durand-Deacon. In custody, Haigh confessed 
everything, playing up the vampirism angle in his bid for 
an insanity defense. He confessed two more murders — 
of victims called “Mary” and “Max” — committed 
solely in the pursuit of fresh blood, but some investiga- 
tors dismissed the whole story as a theatrical ruse. 
(Haigh was also observed drinking his own urine in jail.) 


Haigh’s trial opened on July 18, 1949, with a defense 
psychiatrist branding him paranoid, describing his acts 
of vampirism as “pretty certain.” Unimpressed, jurors 
voted him guilty and sane, the court imposing a sentence 
of death. Haigh was hanged at Wandsworth prison on 
August 6, 1949. 
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HALEY, 
KEVIN BERNARD 


The Haley brothers made a lethal team. Born in 1960 
and 1964, respectively, Reginald and Kevin did 
everything together, sharing drugs and women, ulti- 
mately joining forces in a two-man crime wave that 
would terrorize Los Angeles. Spurred on by what 
detectives called “a burning cocaine habit,” the brothers 
would participate in an estimated 500 burglaries, 60 
rapes, and eight murders over a five-year period ending 
with their arrest in 1984. 


The first to die, in the official tally, was 90-year-old 
Isabel Burton, beaten to death by the men who looted 
and ransacked her home on April 20, 1983. Exactly one 
year later, celebrating the event, 78-year-old D. 
Robinoff was beaten, raped and murdered in her small 
L.A. apartment. The brothers missed Willa Gerber, 
bungling a streetcorner abduction on May 12, but they 
rebounded five days later, gunning down 15-year-old 
Jodie Samuels as she ran to catch a school bus. 


After their brief excursion into street violence, the 
brothers reverted to type, victimizing older women in 
their homes. Laverne Stolzy, 56, was raped and slain on 
June 26, followed by the beating death of 79-year-old 
Elizabeth Burns and the strangulation of 89-year-old 
Elizibeth Karp. August’s victim was T. Okauchi, 88, 
bludgeoned to death in her looted home, with 55-year- 
old Dolores Clement raped and murdered on September 
200 


Arrested on October 11, 1984, the brothers cracked 
swiftly under interrogation, providing graphic details of 
previously unreported rapes. In addition to Kevin’s 
various murder charges, the Haley’s would rack up 42 
felony charges involving 24 separate victims. Reginald 
led the field, with four counts of robbery, two burglaries, 
two rapes, two counts of sodomy, two of oral copula- 
tion, two sexual assaults, one kidnapping, and one auto 
theft. Kevin faced trial on thirteen burglaries, one 
robbery, one attempted rape, and one count of oral 
copulation. The brothers were jointly charged with six 
robberies, two kidnappings, one rape, and one count of 
sodomy. On August 8, 1987, Reginald Haley was 
convicted on 20 counts, drawing a sentence of 60 years 
plus one term of life imprisonment. While theoretically 
eligible for parole after 30 years, it seems unlikely he 
will ever walk the streets again. In June 1988, brother 


Kevin was convicted of murder, rape, sodomy, robbery 
and burglary in the Dolores Clement case, his jury fixing 
the penalty at death. 


HALL, 
JAMES WAYBERN 


Drafted by the navy in 1943, despite his best efforts 
to escape military service, Hall was dishonorably 
discharged after eight weeks of training. Back home in 
Little Rock, he married 19-year-old Fayrene Clemmons 
on March 14, 1944, but their relationship was a stormy 
one, marked by a brief separation in June. On Sep- 
tember 28, Hall paid a visit to his father-in-law, 
reporting that Fayrene had deserted him three days 
earlier. Police were notified, logging reports of the 
young woman’s promiscuous behavior, and they closed 
their investigation after a week, declaring her a probable 
runaway. Their theory was bolstered two months later, 
when relatives received a Christmas card with Fayrene’s 
signature, postmarked from Bakersfield, California, but 
Jim Hall “borrowed” the card and envelope before 
officers had a chance to examine it, and it was subse- 
quently “lost.” 


On January 29, 1945, loggers discovered an aban- 
doned car in Ouachita County, southwest of Little 
Rock. There was a dead man slumped behind the wheel, 
a bullet in his heart, identified from fingerprints as 
Camden barber Carl Hamilton. The victim had been 
dead for several days when found, but homicide 
detectives had no reason to connect his murder with the 
disappearance of a wayward spouse in Little Rock. 


The toll began to mount on February 1, when E.C. 
Adams vanished en route to his job at a Little Rock war 
plant. His car was found outside of Fordyce, northwest 
of Camden in Dallas County, and searchers located his 
body in some nearby brush, a single bullet in his brain. 
That same day, trucker Doyle Mulherin was reported 
long overdue on a scheduled meat delivery, his vehicle 
found hours later near Stuttgart, 40-odd miles to the 
southeast of Little Rock, in Arkansas County. A sweep 
of the area turned up his body, one shot through the 
head, his pockets emptied of $125 in company cash. 


Police were still without a suspect on March 2, when 
James Hall was arrested in a Little Rock bar fight, fined 
$106.90 on his plea of guilty to simple assault. Author- 
ities became more interested in Hall when an acquain- 
tance told of loaning him a car on January 28. There 


was a loaded pistol in the glove compartment, and a 
single round was missing from the clip when Hall 
returned the car on January 29. Ballistics tests revealed 
the gun had been employed to kill Carl Hamilton. 


On March 9, 1945, a burned-out car was found near 
Heber Springs, in Cleburne County. An incinerated 
body was recovered from the back seat, identified from 
dental charts as J.D. Newcomb, Jr., late of Little Rock. 
A search of Jim Hall’s lodgings, meanwhile, had 
revealed substantial quantities of ammunition and 
shaving gear stolen from Hamilton. Picked up near 
Little Rock on March 15, Hall readily confessed to the 
series of holdup-murders that had earned him less than 
$300 overall. He led detectives to the site where his wife 
was buried, surprised to learn a farmer had retrieved the 
skull months earlier. Identified from crooked teeth, 
Fayrene was finally laid to rest. 


Convicted of murder after a two-day trial, in May 
1945, Hall was sentenced to death. Escorted to the chair 
on January 4, 1946, he was all smiles, laughing and 
joking with his guards. “Boys, I’m not afraid,” he told 
them as they strapped him in and fastened the elec- 
trodes. “I can take it.” 


HANCE, WILLIAM HENRY 


On September 6, 1977, the nude and lifeless body of 
an army private, 24-year-old Karen Hickman, was 
discovered near the women’s barracks at Fort Benning, 
near Columbus, Georgia. Beaten with a blunt instru- 
ment, then run over several times with a car, Hickman 
had been killed elsewhere, her corpse transported to the 
spot where it was found. Investigators learned that the 
victim — a white woman — had dated black soldiers 
exclusively, picking them up in bars near the post. An 
anonymous Call led authorities to her missing clothes a 
month later, but no new evidence was found. The crime 
was treated as an isolated incident, almost forgotten in 
the manhunt for the “Stocking Strangler” who terro- 
rized Columbus between September 1977 and April 
1978. 


By mid-February, the Strangler — described as a 
black man from evidence found at the crime scenes — 
had raped and murdered six elderly white women in 
Columbus. Georgia is Klan country, and racial tension 
was already mounting when, on March 3, 1978, the 
chief of police received a letter signed by the self-styled 
“Forces of Evil.” “Since that coroner said the S- 
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Strangler is black,” the note read, “we decided to come 
here and try to catch him or put more pressure on you... 
From now on black women in Columbus, GA., will be 
disappearing if the Strangler is not caught.” The first 
victim, a local black woman named Gail Jackson, had 
already been abducted by “an organization within an 
organization,” and she was scheduled to die if the 
Stocking Strangler was not apprehended by June 1. 
Two more blacks would be killed, the author promised, 
if the murderer was still at large September 1. 


William Hance 

Police could find no record of a Gail Jackson missing 
in Columbus, but they did discover that a black 
prostitute, Brenda Gail Faison, had disappeared from a 
local tavern on February 28. A second letter to the chief, 
arriving March 13, suggested that a ransom of $10,000 
might secure the hostage’s release, if homicide detectives 
could not find their man before the deadline. When 
police made no reply, a third note was delivered two 
weeks later, claiming that a second hostage named 
“Irene” had been abducted, scheduled to die on June 1. 
Detectives learned that 32-year-old Irene Thirkield was 
indeed missing, last seen on March 16 in the company 
of an unnamed black soldier. 
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In the predawn hours of March 30, 1978, an 
anonymous phone call led MPs to a shallow grave, just 
off the military reservation, where they uncovered the 
remains of Brenda Faison, her face and skull crushed 
into pulp by a savage beating. Four days later, another 
call directed CID agents to Maertens Range, on Fort 
Benning, and Irene Thirkield’s headless body — plus 
scattered skull fragments — was found hidden behind 
a pile of logs. 


On April 4, an officer reviewing tapes of the anonym- 
ous phone calls recognized the distinctive voice, 
fingering a 26-year-old private, William Hance, as the 
caller. An ammunition handler for the 1Oth Artillery, 
Hance was arrested that day, charged with murder and 
attempted extortion on April 5. A civilian jury con- 
victed him of Brenda Faison’s murder on December 16, 
1978, voting the death penalty (plus five years on the 
extortion charge). Convicted of the Hickman and 
Thirkield murders at a subsequent court-martial, Hance 
drew a sentence of life imprisonment at hard labor. 


HANGED MEN 
— MEXICO CITY 


On March 18, 1930, police in Mexico City reported 
their discovery of the fifth known victim in a series of 
bizarre, unsolved homicides. In recent weeks, at least 
five men had been dispatched by means of hanging, 
their bodies buried in shallow graves along Pachuca 
Road. One of the victims, Roberto Sequiera, was 
identified as a local cigar vendor. The latest — a young, 
well-dressed man stripped of identification — had been 
dead roughly two weeks when his body was found. At 
last report, police were baffled by the mystery and had 
no suspects or apparent motive in the case. 


HANKS, JOHN NORRIS 


A native of San Francisco, Hanks fatally stabbed his 
sister-in-law in 1966 and was convicted of second- 
degree murder, serving five and a half years in prison 
before he was freed on parole. On March 3, 1977, he 
was arrested for questioning in the murder of Patricia 
Crawford, but charges were dismissed for lack of 
evidence when his ex-wife refused to testify in court. On 
June 21, 1980, the strangled body of a Palo Alto 
woman — 30-year-old Arnetta Oakes — was found in 


a creek bed near San Jose. Police again suspected 
Hanks, but it would take three years for them to make 
their case. 


In September 1982, Hanks was picked up by Seattle 
police and charged with twice assaulting his wife, 
choking her unconscious each time. She testified that 
these were only the most serious of seven recent attacks, 
and detectives widened their probe, uncovering new 
evidence that named Hanks as a close acquaintance of 
Arnetta Oakes, in California. Fourteen months elapsed 
before he was indicted on another murder charge, and 
Hanks was philosophical about the case. If convicted, he 
declared, he would provide detectives with the details of 
“numerous other murders.” San Francisco homicide 
investigators now believe Hanks is responsible for eight 
known slayings in their city. 


HANSEN, ROBERT 


Robert Hansen (booking photo, 1983) 
Anchorage P.D. 


Born at Pocahontas, Idaho, in 1940, Hansen was the 
son of a Danish immigrant who followed in his father’s 
footsteps as a baker. In his youth, Hansen was skinny 
and painfully shy, afflicted with a stammer and a severe 
case of acne that left him permanently scarred. (In later 
years, he would recall his face as “one big pimple.”) 
Shunned by the attractive girls in school, he grew up 
hating them and nursing fantasies of cruel revenge. 


Robert Hanson, (1988), Anchorage P.D. 


Hansen was married in 1961 and divorced within the 
year, following his first arrest, on charges of arson. Six 
years later, he wed another Pocahontas native and she 
followed him to Anchorage, Alaska, where he opened 
his own bakery and prospered in a new land, safely 
removed from the painful memories of childhood and 
adolescence. Hansen took flying lessons and purchased 
his own private plane, earning a reputation as an 
outdoorsman and hunter who stalked Dahl sheep, 
wolves, and bear with a nfle or bow and arrow. 


In 1972, Hansen was arrested twice more, charged 
with the abduction and attempted rape of a housewife 
(who escaped his clutches) and the rape of a prostitute 
(who did not). Serving less than six months on a 
reduced charge, he was picked up again, for shoplifting 
a chain saw, in 1976. Convicted of larceny, he was 
sentenced to five years in prison, but the verdict was 
overturned on appeal, the Alaska Supreme Court 
regarding his sentence as “too harsh.” 


Unknown to local authorities, Hansen’s visible 
activities were only the tip of a very lethal iceberg. 
According to his subsequent confession, Hansen preyed 
consistently on women in the decade between 1973 and 
1983, murdering 17 and raping another 30 who 
survived. As targets, he selected prostitutes, “exotic” 
dancers and the like, abducting them by airplane to the 
wilderness outside of Anchorage, where they were 
forced to act out Hansen’s private fantasies. “If they 
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came across with what I wanted,” he explained, “we’d 
come back to town. Id tell them if they made any 
trouble for me, I had connections and would have them 
put in jail for being prostitutes.” Resistance — or 
demands for payment after sex — resulted in assorted 
victims being murdered, sometimes with the ghoulish 
touch of Hansen stripping them and stalking them like 
animals, making the kill with a hunting knife or his 
favorite big-game rifle. 


The first indication of a killer at large came in 1980, 
when construction workers unearthed a woman’s 
remains near Eklutna Road. Stabbed to death in 1979, 
she was never identified, dubbed “Eklutna Annie” by 
police assigned to work the case. Later that year, the 
corpse of Joanna Messina was found in a gravel pit near 
Seward, and a special task force was organized to probe 
the killings. Topless dancer Sherry Morrow had been 
dead ten months when hunters found her body in a 
shallow grave beside the Knik River, but the discovery 
brought authorities no closer to a solution in their case. 


In 1983, Hansen decided to save time and energy by 
bringing his victims home. He called it his “summer 
project,” laying the groundwork by packing his wife and 
two children off on a European vacation. Next, he 
began running ads in a local singles newspaper, seeking 
women to “join me in finding what’s around the next 
bend, over the next hill.” 


On June 13, 1983, a 17-year-old captive escaped 
from Hansen en route to his airplane hangar, handcuffs 
still dangling from one wrist as she ran for help. Her 
charges brought Hansen to the attention of task force 
detectives, and he ultimately confessed to a series of 17 
murders, including that of Paula Golding, found by 
hunters in September 1983. On a flying tour of the 
wilderness, Hansen began pointing out graves to state 
troopers, and they recovered eleven bodies over the next 
eight months. Several victims remained anonymous, 
their names unknown even to Hansen, but others were 
identified as Rox Easland, Lisa Futrell, Andera Altiery, 
Angela Fetter, Tersa Watson, and Delynn Frey — all 
reported missing from the Anchorage area during 
Hansen’s reign of terror. 


On February 18, 1984, Robert Hansen pled guilty on 
four counts of first-degree murder, in the cases of 
“Eklutna Annie,” Joanna Messina, Sherry Morrow, and 
Paula Golding. Charges were dismissed in the other 
cases, but it scarcely mattered, as Hansen was sentenced 
toa term of life imprisonment plus 461 years. 
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HARM, TEET 


Born in Stockholm during 1953, Dr. Teet Harm was 
a criminal pathologist, renowned for helping the 
authorities discover evidence in local homicides. 
Unknown to the detectives he befriended, Harm was 
also a practicing vampire and cannibal, ultimately 
credited with slaughtering at least seven victims in late 
1987 and early 1988. 


According to investigators, Harm — a widower 
whose wife “committed suicide” in 1982 — would 
cruise the Stockholm nightclubs in his search for female 
prey. Instead of winding up at Harm’s apartment, the 
unlucky ladies were delivered to the morgue where 
Harm solved crimes by day, then murdered and 
dismembered on the operating table. An accomplice, 
Dr. Thomas Allgren, was occasionally called upon to 
join Harm in a feast of human flesh, though he 
apparently did not initiate the murder scheme. 


Harm’s final victim, model Katrina da Costa, was 
decapitated with a power saw in the presence of Harm’s 
five-year-old daughter, the child later recreating the 
crime for police by plucking the head from a doll. 
Convicted of da Costa’s murder in the spring of 1988, 
Harm and Allgren were committed for psychiatric 
evaluation, detectives estimating that at least six other 
slayings might be charged against them at.a later time. 
With Harm’s bizarre activities in mind, a new investi- 
gation has been opened in the death of his wife, 
Christine, found hanging in their bedroom six years 
prior to Harm’s arrest. 


HARRISON, LESTER 


Logging his first arrest at age 22, in 1945, Harrison 
drew a term of five to ten years on conviction for a 
Chicago armed robbery. While locked up at Menard, he 
struck and killed another inmate — convicted murderer 
Norman Kimme — in November 1951, earning a stint 
in the state hospital after he was deemed incompetent 
for trial. Upon parole, there would be more convictions, 
eight in all, on various charges including larceny, 
attempted armed robbery, unlawful use of a weapon, 
battery, and indecent exposure. Harrison jumped bail 
twice, and twice more was sent back to state hospitals 
for diagnosis and treatment. Found competent for trial 
on robbery charges in March 1972, Harrison was 


convicted and sentenced to eighteen months, then 
released by a judge on the basis of time served during 
psychiatric evaluations. Through it all, no one suspected 
Harrison of possible involvement in a string of grisly 
homicides committed around Grant Park, in downtown 
Chicago. 


Agnes Lehman was the first victim, beaten to death 
near the park’s bandshell on July 10, 1970, her body 
found the next morning. A shoe recovered at the scene 
was linked to suspect Wilbur McDonald, arrested 
twelve days later as he lay unconscious by some railroad 
tracks, the victim of a mugging. McDonald admitted 
speaking with Lehman the night of her death, but 
insisted a black man had rushed from the darkness, 
assaulting them both and putting McDonald to flight. 
Skeptical jurors rejected the story, convicting McDo- 
nald of murder, and the court handed down a sentence 
of 100 to 150 years in prison. 


Authorities saw no reason to reopen the case on 
September 5, 1972, when Judith Betteley was beaten to 
death a few yards from the old murder scene. Three 
weeks later, Lester Harrison was charged with assaulting 
31-year-old Cozetta Gladys, knocking her down with a 
brick and dragging her through a Chicago alley. 
Released on $5,000 bond September 28, he was 
subsequently found competent for trial, and formally 
indicted on December 29. A judge allowed the meager 
bail to stand despite his violent record and long history 
of mental disorders. 


Harrison’s trial was still pending in July 1973, when 
Irene Koutros was stabbed to death in Grant Park’s 
underground garage. Three weeks later, on August 3, 
Lee Wilson was fatally stabbed in the park proper, her 
assailant pausing to gnaw on the body before he 
escaped. On August 13, 28-year-old Judith Ott was 
knifed to death in a park restroom, a black man 
observed sprinting from the scene of the attack. The 
victim’s husband, David Ott, gave chase and tackled 
Harrison, unaware that his wife had been murdered 
nearby. 


In custody, Harrison confessed to four of the Grant 
Park murders, staunchly denying a role in the case of 
Irene Koutros. Aroused by the thought of female 
suffering, Harrison derived satisfaction from beating and 
stabbing his victims, once sampling cannibalism in the 
case of Lee Wilson. In addition to his confessed crimes, 
police sought links in the death of 28-year-old Elizabeth 
Dawson, recovered in August 1972 from a derelict 
building next door to Harrison’s home. 


Defense motions and psychiatric examinations 
delayed Harrison’s murder trial until 1978, when he was 
acquitted on grounds of insanity. Unwilling to set the 
diagnosed schizophrenic “lust killer” free, prosecutors 
convened a special hearing to have Harrison declared 
“sexually dangerous,” dusting off a little-used state law 
to have him confined while he remained a menace to 
society. 


By May 1986, a 62-year-old quadriplegic, Harrison 
found attorneys to seek his release from state Custody. 
Lawyers described Harrison as “harmless,” asserting 
that he could “hardly” move in his present condition. 
The state countered with testimony from guards at 
Belleville State Hospital, suggesting that Harrison was 
capable of raising his arms, that he spoke incessantly of 
sexual activity, and that he was visibly aroused when 
certain nurses entered his room. As Terry Levin, 
spokesman for the state attorney’s office, told the court, 
“If Lester Harrison were able to get his hands on any 
woman that woman would be in danger of being killed. 
If he could use one leg, he would try to use it to kick 
somebody to death. If he could use one arm, he would 
use it to try to beat somebody to death.” The petition 
seeking Harrison’s release was withdrawn on August 11, 
1986. 


HARVEY, DONALD 


A homosexual and self-styled occultist, Don Harvey 
attached himself to the medical profession at age 
eighteen, working as an orderly at Marymount Hospital, 
in London, Kentucky, from May 1970 through March 
1971. In 1987, Harvey would confess to killing off at 
least a dozen patients in his ten months on the job, 
smothering two with pillows and hooking ten others up 
to near-empty oxygen tanks, all in an effort to “ease 
their suffering.” Arrested for burglary on March 31, he 
pled guilty to a reduced charge of petty theft the next 
day, escaping with a $50 fine. The judge recommended 
psychiatric treatment for “his troubled condition,” but 
Harvey chose the air force instead, serving for ten 
months before he was prematurely discharged, in March 
1972, on unspecified grounds. 


Back home in Kentucky, Harvey was twice commit- 
ted to the Veteran’s Administration Medical Center in 
Lexington, from July 16 to August 25, and again from 
September 17 to October 17. His mother ascribed the 
committals to mental disorders, with Donald kept in 
restraints, and his lawyers would later refer to a bungled 
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suicide attempt. The recipient of 21 electroshock- 
therapy treatments, Harvey emerged from the VA 
hospital with no visible improvement in his morbid 
condition. 


Concealing his record, Harvey found work as a part- 
time nurse’s aide at Cardinal Hill Hospital, in Lexington, 
between February and August 1973. In June, he added 
a second nursing job, at Lexington’s Good Samaritan 
Hospital, remaining in that position through January 
1974. Between August 1974 and September 1975, he 
worked first as a telephone operator in Lexington, 
moving on to a job as a clerk at St. Luke’s Hospital in 
Fort Thomas, Kentucky. He kept his killing urge in 
check, somehow, but it became increasingly more 
difficult to manage, finally driving him away from 
home, across the border into Cincinnati. 


From September 1975 through July 1985, Harvey 
held a variety of positions at the Cincinnati V.A. 
Medical Center, working as a nursing assistant, a 
housekeeping aide, a cardiac-catheterization technician, 
and an autopsy assistant. In the latter position, he 
sometimes stole tissue samples from the morgue, taking 
them home “for study.” On the side, he murdered at 
least fifteen patients, supplementing his previous 
methods with an occasional dose of poison, once joking 
with ward nurses after a patient’s death that “I got rid 
of that one for you.” Nor were Harvey’s victims limited 
to suffering patients. Fuming at neighbor Diane 
Alexander after a quarrel, he laced her beverage with 
hepatitis serum, nearly killing her before the infection 
was diagnosed and treated by physicians. 


On July 18, 1985, Harvey was caught leaving work 
with a suspicious satchel: inside, security guards found 
a .38-caliber pistol, hypodermic needles, surgical scissors 
and gloves, a cocaine spoon, two books of occult lore, 
and a biography of serial killer Charles Sobhraj. Cited 
by federal officers for bringing a weapon into the V.A. 
facility, Donald was fined $50 and forced to resign from 
his job. 

Seven months later, in February 1986, Harvey was 
hired as a part-time nurse’s aide at Cincinnati’s Drake 
Memorial Hospital, later working his way up to a full- 
time position. In thirteen months, before his ultimate 
arrest, he murdered 23 more patients, disconnecting life- 
support equipment or injecting them with mixtures of 
arsenic, cyanide, and a petroleum-based cleanser. 
Outside of work, he sometimes practiced on his live-in 
lover, one Carl Hoeweler, poisoning Hoeweler after an 
argument, then nursing him back to health. Carl’s 
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parents were also poisoned, the father surviving, while 
Hoeweler’s mother was killed. 


On March 7, 1987, patient John Powell’s death was 
ruled a murder, autopsy results placing lethal doses of 
cyanide in his system. Donald Harvey was arrested in 
April, charged with one count of aggravated murder, 
and held under $200,000 bond when he filed a plea of 
not guilty by reason of insanity. By August 11, he had 
confessed to a total of 33 slayings and bond was revoked 
two days later, with new charges filed. 


As Harvey played the numbers game with prosecu- 
tors, adding victims to the tune of 52 in all, his mental 
state was questioned, psychiatric tests employed and 
scrutinized by experts. A spokesman for the Cincinnati 
prosecutor’s office said, “This man is sane, competent, 
but is a compulsive killer. He builds up tension in his 
body, so he kills people.” Harvey, for his part, insisted 
that most of the murders were “mercy” killings, 
admitting that some — including attacks on friends and 
acquaintances off the job — had been done “out of 
spite.” In televised interviews, Donald discussed his 
fascination with black magic, pointedly refusing to 
discuss his views on Satanism. 


On August 18, 1987, Harvey pled guilty in Cincinnati 
on 24 counts of aggravated murder, four counts of 
attempted murder, and one count of felonious assault. 
A twenty-fifth guilty plea, four days later, earned him 
a total of four consecutive life sentences, barring parole 
for the first 80 years of his term. (For good measure, the 
court also levied $270,000 in fines against Harvey, with 
no realistic hope of collecting a penny.) 


Moving on to Kentucky, Harvey confessed to a dozen 
Marymount slayings on September 7, 1987, entering a 
formal guilty plea on nine counts of murder in 
November. In breaking John Wayne Gacy’s record for 
accumulated victims, Harvey earned another eight life 
terms plus twenty years, but he was still not finished. 
Back in Cincinnati during February 1988, he entered 
guilty pleas on three more homicides and three attemp- 
ted murders, drawing three life sentences plus three 
terms of seven to 25 years on the latter charges. 


HATCHER, CHARLES 


Born in 1929, Hatcher spent half of his first 30 years 
in prison, convicted of numerous property crimes such 
as theft. He seemed to shift gears in 1959, with his arrest 
and conviction for the attempted abduction of a 16- 


year-old newsboy in St. Joseph, Missouri, moving on 
from that point to log convictions for sexual assaults and 
kidnapping of children in California, Nebraska, and 
Iowa. The latter charge, involving the March 1982 
abduction of a boy at Bettendorf, sent Hatcher to a state 
mental institution, where psychiatrists pondered his case 
for two months before setting him free. 


On July 29, hikers found the nude, ravaged body of 
11-year-old Michelle Steele, beaten and strangled to 
death on a bank of the Missouri River near St. Louis. 
Hatcher was arrested next day, as he tried to check in 
at the St. Joseph State Hospital. While awaiting trial, he 
confessed to fifteen other child-murders dating from 
1969. The first victim, 12-year-old William Freeman, 
had disappeared from Antioch, California, in August of 
that year, one day before Hatcher was charged with 
child molestation in nearby San Francisco. In another 
case, Hatcher penned a crude map that led searchers to 


_the remains of James Churchill, buried on the grounds 


of the Rock Island Army Arsenal, near Davenport, 
Iowa. Innocent suspect Melvin Reynolds was already 
serving life for another of Hatcher’s crimes — the sex- 
murder of four-year-old Eric Christgen, but Hatcher’s 
confession released him from custody. 


Convicted of the Christgen homicide in October 
1983, Hatcher drew a term of life imprisonment with no 
parole for at least 50 years. Facing his second Missouri 
conviction a year later, in the Steele case, Hatcher 
requested a death sentence but the jury refused, 
recommending life on December 3, 1984. Four days 
later, the child-killer hanged himself in his cell, at the 
state prison in Jefferson City. 


HAYES, DARYL 


Sixteen-year-old Daryl Hayes had no previous record 
when he was arrested in Bergen County, New Jersey, 
on March 3, 1976, charged with two counts of murder 
and four counts of sexual assault. The deceased victims 
were 36-year-old Ellen Bindman, killed at home in June 
1975, and 62-year-Old Esther Perren, murdered in her 
apartment on February 11, 1976. The teenage suspect’s 
fingerprints matched those recovered from the murder 
scenes, and he was readily identified by his surviving 
victims. Convicted of the Bindman slaying in 1977, 
Hayes was sentenced to an indefinite term of confine- 
ment in a youth correctional facility. On conviction of 
the Perren murder, in 1978, he was handed a mandatory 


life sentence, with 37 years tacked on to cover the 
abduction and rape of a surviving victim. 


HEIDNIK, 
GARY MICHAEL 


Gary Heidnik was two years old when his parents 
divorced, his mother charging her husband with “gross 
neglect of duty.” Two years later, her chronic ‘alcoho- 
lism sent Gary and a younger brother back to live with 
their father, but the unstable pattern of Heidnik’s life 
was already well established. Dropping out of high 
school in October 1961, he joined the army a month 
later and received medical training at Fort Sam 
Houston, in Texas. Heidnik was posted to a military 
hospital in West Germany during May 1962, but he was 
back in the States by October, committed to a Pennsy]- 
vania Sanitarium for three months of psychiatric 
therapy. Honorably discharged from the military with a 
100-percent disability rating, his records permanently 
sealed and classified, he received a monthly pension 
$1,355 from the government. 


Over the next quarter-century, Heidnik was fre- 
quently committed to mental institutions at Morristown, 
Coatesville, and Honesdale, Pennsylvania, sometimes 
remaining for months at a time. He seemed to profit 
little from the therapy, professing ignorance about the 
details of his own condition. “They haven’t given me the 
technical name,” he told a judge in 1978, “but it’s some 
kind of schizophrenia.” 


In February 1964, Heidnik signed up for a practical 
nursing program in Philadelphia, successfully complet- 
ing twelve months of training and a six-month intern- 
ship at Philadelphia General Hospital. By 1967, he had 
banked enough money from his job and government 
pension to purchase a three-story house, occupying one 
floor himself while he rented the others to tenants. On 
the side, he began hanging around the Elwyn Institute 
for the retarded, treating female inmates — usually 
black or Hispanic — to picnics, movies and shopping 
trips. The “dates” normally wound up at Heidnik’s 
house, for sex, but if anyone objected, their complaints 
fell through the cracks and were ignored. 


In 1971, Heidnik established the “United Church of 
the Ministries of God,” drawing his eight-member 
congregation from the Elwyn Institute’s clientele. His 
front yard became the repository for a derelict boat and 
four junk cars, but Gary dismissed the complaints of his 
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neighbors with airy disdain. He preyed on black women 
for sex but despised their race otherwise, frequently 
lecturing friends on the imminence of an American 
“race war.” 


In autumn 1976, Heidnik barricaded himself in the 
basement of his home, armed with a rifle and handgun, 
daring his disgruntled tenants to deliver their complaints 
in person. One tried to climb through a window, and 
Gary shot him in the face, inflicting a superficial wound. 
Charges of aggravated assault were later dismissed, and 
Heidnik soon moved away, selling his house to a 
university professor. The new owner turned up collec- 
tions of pornographic magazines, heaps of rotting 
garbage, and scores of spent .22-caliber cartridges in the 
attic. Downstairs, in the cellar, he found an 18-inch hole 
in the concrete floor, with the soil underneath excavated 
to a depth of three feet. 


In 1977, Heidnik invested $35,000 in the stock 
market, building his fortune up to a half-million dollars 
over the next decade. He purchased a fleet of luxury cars 
— including a Rolls Royce, a Cadillac, a Lincoln 
Continental and a customized van — dodging legitimate 
taxes in the guise of a “bishop” in his nonexistent 
“church.” He shared his home with an illiterate retarded 
woman, and she bore him a daughter in March 1978, 
the child later turning up in a foster home. On May 7 
of that year, Heidnik and his girlfriend drove to an 
institution in Harrisburg, picking up her sister for “a 
day’s outing.” At 34, their new companion had the IQ 
of a three-year-old, and she had been institutionalized 
for the past 20 years. Authorities found her in Heidnik’s 
filthy basement room on May 17, returning her to the 
home, and Gary was arrested on June 6, charged with 
rape, kidnapping, deviate sexual intercourse, endanger- 
ing, unlawful restraint, and interfering with the custody 
of a committed person. 


Hospitalized himself in August 1978, Heidnik was 
convicted at trial three months later, drawing a sentence 
of three to seven years in prison. He served four years 
and four months of the time, dispatched to mental 
institutions on three occasions after suicide attempts — 
via pills, carbon monoxide, and by chewing a light bulb 
— before he was paroled in April 1983. In December 
1984, Heidnik purchased his last house, on North 
Marshall Street in Philadelphia, and put up a sign 
announcing the new location of his one-man “church.” 
Around the same time, he befriended Cyril Brown, a 
retarded black, employing Brown as a part-time handy 
man and general “gofer.” 
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In October 1985, Heidnik married a 22-year-old 
Filipino woman, with whom he had corresponded over 
the past two years. Almost at once, he began bringing 
other women home for sexual liaisons, prompting his 
wife to flee their home in January 1986. She wound up 
in a shelter for battered women, complaining that Gary 
had frequently raped and assaulted her. Police booked 
Heidnik on charges of spousal rape, indecent assault and 
simple assault, while the courts handed down an 
injunction barring any form of harassment against his 
wife. Criminal charges were dropped in March, when 
the complainant failed to appear in court, but her 
affidavits remain, including descriptions of Heidnik 
performing with three female partners at once. 


On Thanksgiving Day, 26-year-old Josephina Rivera 
left her boyfriend’s apartment following a birthday 
celebration, bound to do some shopping. A part-time 
prostitute, she readily accepted Heidnik’s offer of $20 
for sex and accompanied him to his house, where he 
choked her unconscious and shackled her to the bed. 
Later, she was transferred to the basement, dumped in 
a pit with a weighted board over the hole. In captivity, 
Rivera was raped daily by Heidnik, surviving on a diet 
of bread and water, with an occasional “treat” in the 
form of dog food or biscuits. 


In early December, Heidnik bagged his second 
captive in Sandra Lindsay, a 25-year-old retarded friend 
of Cyril Brown. Chained to a beam in the basement, she 
was subjected to the regimen of torture, rape, and rancid 
food, Heidnik dividing his time between the two 
prisoners. Lisa Thomas, 19, was abducted at Christmas, 
with 18-year-old Jacqueline Askins joining the harem in 
January. Heidnik began playing the women off against 
each other, encouraging them to inform on acts of 
disobedience. Punishments included beatings and 
electric shocks, with the occasional refinement of a 
screwdriver jammed into a victim’s ears. In his reflective 
moments, Heidnik regaled them with plans for collect- 
ing ten prisoners, fathering as many children as possible 
before he died. 


In February 1987, Sandra Lindsay died after several 
days of hanging in chains from the rafters. Heidnik and 
Rivera bore the corpse upstairs, where it was placed in 
a tub and dismembered with a power saw. Lindsay’s 
replacement was 23-year-old Deborah Dudley, kid- 
napped in March, but she proved uncooperative, and 
Heidnik killed her cn March 19, hooking electrical 
wires to her chains while she stood in a pit filled with 
water. Dudley spent two days in a freezer before 


Heidnik and Josephina Rivera drove to the Whaton 
State Forest, near Camden, New Jersey, dumping her 
corpse in the woods on March 22. 


Two days later, Rivera escaped from the basement 
prison, seeking refuge at her boyfriend’s home. He called 
police, and raiders swept through Heidnik’s house on 
March 25, finding bedroom walls papered with cur- 
rency, the kitchen decorated with pennies, Susan 
Lindsay’s chopped-up remains stored in a freezer 
nearby. The basement was a bona fide chamber of 
horrors, with three malnourished women chained to the 
plumbing, nude from the waist down. Foul-smelling pits 
in the floor had served as their sleeping quarters, and 
neighbors belatedly recalled a persistent odor of burning 
flesh emanating from Heidnik’s abode. Human flesh was 
retrieved from the drains, and searchers made the drive 
to New Jersey that afternoon, recovering Deborah 
Dudley’s remains. 


Held in lieu of $4 million bond, Heidnik was 
hospitalized in April, after trying to hang himself in a 
jail shower stall. Defense attorneys sought to prove their 
client insane, suggesting that he had been used for 
military LSD experiments during the 1960s, but jurors 
rejected the argument, convicting Heidnik of double 
murder on July 1, 1988. (Other charges included six 
counts of kidnapping, five counts of rape, four counts of 
aggravated assault, and one count of deviate sexual 
intercourse.) On July 3, the defendant was sentenced to 
die. 

On December 31, 1988, Heidnik attempted suicide in 
his prison cell by swallowing an overdose of Thorazine, 
an anti-psychotic drug. A guard found him unconscious 
on New Year’s morning, and he remains comatose at 
this writing. 


HEIN, JUERGEN 


A native of Berlin, Hein was the oldest of eight 
children born to an alcoholic tailor and his mentally 
retarded wife. Departing from his troubled home as 
soon as he was legally of age, Hein carried with him 
years of pent-up rage, a stunted sexuality that later found 
its outlet through sadistic violence. Hein married Edith 
Dzillak in Berlin; she bore two children, but Hein’s 
second bid at family life proved no more stable than the 
first. On March 3, 1967, a domestic argument turned 
savage and his wife was strangled in their home. 
Convicted of manslaughter in November, Hein was 


sentenced to eight years in prison; he served only five, 
and was freed on parole November 24, 1972. A waiter’s 
job and lodgings, in the Neukoelln district of Berlin, 
were waiting for him, courtesy of German rehabilitation 
officers. 


On April 4, 1973, six-year-old Sonja Kleber disap- 
peared while walking home from school in the Neu- 
koelln district. Strollers in a wooded park discovered her 
that night, unconscious, naked, hemorrhaging from her 
vagina. She survived to offer the police a clear descrip- 
tion of her rapist, leading officers to the address where 
she had been attacked. They picked up tenant Juergen 
Hein for questioning, and he confessed to the assault. 
Returned to prison on a violation of parole, with ten 
years added for the rape, he was released again in mid- 
July of 1985. 


Berlin was too restrictive for him now, with the 
authorities alert to his propensity for violent sex. Around 
October 30, he moved to Baden-Baden, in West 
Germany, a few miles east of Strasbourg, France. The 
morning of October 31, he stopped 50-year-old Elvira 
Kaszuba on the street outside her home, inviting her to 
dine with him that evening. She accepted, smitten with 
the young man’s charm, and they grew intimate within 
the next few days. Elvira let him have a key to her 
apartment, and he came to visit her each night. The 
evening of November 6, he cooked their supper there, 
then disemboweled Kaszuba with a hunting knife and 
stuffed her body in a closet. 


Five days later, police in Baden-Baden filed a missing 
person report in the name of Theresia Hoog, age 55. 
Hoog’s son had found her missing from the home they 
shared that morning, and he got no answer when he 
called her closest friend, Elvira Kaszuba. Alarmed, the 
young man noted that his mother’s car was also missing. 
She had gone for rheumatism treatments at a local clinic 
on the evening of November 10; it now appeared the 
widow never made it home. 


Detectives visited the Black Forest Clinic, where a 
nurse remembered seeing Mrs. Hoog the night before. 
She had arrived on schedule for her treatment, but was 
called away beforehand, by a man whom clinic workers 
readily described. Theresia’s missing car was not outside 
the clinic, and its license number was relayed to street 
patrolmen, with composite sketches of a suspect sought 
for questioning. 


That afternoon, a traffic officer discovered the elusive 
car, parked out in front of an apartment house. He was 
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retreating toward a call box, to report, when he 
observed a man resembling the suspect sketch emerging 
from the house. The suspect, Juergen Hein, was taken 
into custody without resistance as he slipped a key into 
the door latch on the driver’s side. 


Aware of Juergen’s record, officers began to search 
the building. In a second-floor apartment, they disco- 
vered Mrs. Hoog, stripped naked and spread-eagle on 
the bed, her wrists and ankles tethered to the bed posts, 
tape wound tight around her head and face. Her breasts 
and genitals were bloody, marked with superficial cuts 
that indicated that she had been tortured with a hunting 
knife that lay beside her on the bloodstained sheets. 


Theresia Hoog survived her painful injuries, describ- 
ing how her captor lured her from the clinic with a story 
that her friend, Elvira Kaszuba, had been gravely injured 
in “an accident.” At knifepoint, he had lashed her to the 
bed, assaulted her repeatedly and tortured her with 
superficial cuts, apparently intending to return and finish 
her at leisure when he came back from the errand that 
resulted in his apprehension on the street below. 


Concerned detectives went to see Kaszuba at her flat, 
and found her mutilated body in the closet. Seeking 
information from the building’s manager, Ruth 
Tschantscher, 48, police found she had also fallen victim 
to the killer. Strangled, stripped, and slashed, her body 
had lain undiscovered in the bathroom for eleven days. 


In custody, Hein readily confessed his crimes. Ruth 
Tschantscher’s son, had been a former cellmate in 
Berlin; he had performed the introductions, once 
suggesting Hein might look his mother up in Baden- 
Baden, if he ever needed lodgings, and the rest was 
history. On June 27, 1986, Hein was convicted of 
double murder, consigned to prison on two consecutive 
life sentences. In theory, he would never walk the streets 
in search of human prey again. 


HEIRENS, WILLIAM 


On the surface, William Heirens seemed to have 
every advantage. Born in 1929, he was the only child 
of affluent parents in the Chicago suburb of Lincoln- 
wood. His family weathered the Great Depression 
without serious difficulty, and if Heirens had any 
problems, they sprang from within. At age eleven, he 
observed a couple in the act of making love and told his 
mother, receiving the sage advice that “All sex is dirty. 
If you touch anyone, you get a disease.” In later years, 
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while necking with a girlfriend, Heirens spontaneously 
burst into tears, vomiting in the girl’s presence and 
fleeing the scene in abject humiliation. His adolescent 
frustration began to find other outlets, with Heirens 
dressing in women’s garments, achieving climax as he 
leafed through a scrapbook filled with photos of Hitler 
and other ranking Nazis. 


In 1942, at age 13, Heirens was arrested for bringing 
a loaded pistol to school. His parents were stunned 
when police came calling, turning up a rifle and three 
more pistols behind the refrigerator, four more weapons 
hidden on the roof. A judge agreed to grant probation, 
on condition that William be sent to a youth facility at 
Peru, Indiana. Returning home after three years “in 
school,” he was bright enough to enroll at the University 
of Chicago as a sophomore, skipping over the usual 
freshman classes. At the same time, he was honing his 
skills as a housebreaker, finding sexual release through 
burglary and the risk of invading strange dwellings. 


On June 3, 1945, Heirens was looting the Chicago 
apartment of Josephine Ross when his victim woke and 
caught him in the act. Attacking ruthlessly, he cut her 
throat and stabbed her several times, relenting at the 
sight of blood and trying hopelessly to bind her neck 
with bandages. That done, he spent two hours at the 
scene, wandering aimlessly from room to room as he 
‘enjoyed multiple orgasms. 


Four months later, on October 5, he was surprised 
while prowling the apartment of an army nurse, 
Lieutenant Evelyn Peterson. Heirens decked her and 
fled, leaving fingerprints behind, but police failed to 
match them with the records from his earlier arrest. 


On December 10, 1945, 33-year-old Frances Brown 
emerged from her bathroom to find Heirens rifling her 
purse. As she began to scream, he shot her twice, then 
fetched a kitchen knife to finish off the job. 


Dragging his victim into the bathroom, Heirens tried 
in vain to wash her blood away, then left her draped 
across the tub, half-covered with a housecoat. On the 
mirror, in his victim’s lipstick, Heirens wrote: “For 
Heaven’s sake catch me before I kill more. I cannot 
control myself.” 


A month later, on January 7, 1946, he invaded the 
bedroom of six-year-old Suzanne Degnan, abducting 
the child and leaving a written demand for $20,000 
ransom as a ruse, to baffle the police. Retreating to a 
nearby basement, Heirens murdered the child and 
dismembered her remains with a hunting knife, wrap- 
ping the pieces in paper and dropping them into storm 


drains as he roamed the streets in early morning 
darkness. 

The case was still unsolved on June 26, when police 
answered a prowler call on Chicago’s north side. 
Confronted with uniforms, Heirens drew a pistol and 
squeezed the trigger twice, his weapon misfiring each 
time. Undaunted, he began to grapple with the officers, 
struggling fiercely until he was cracked on the head with 
a flower pot. 

In jail, the teenage killer blamed his crimes on an 
alter-ego, “George Murman” — short for Murder Man. 
Despite a plea of innocent by reason of insanity, Heirens 
was convicted of triple murder in September 1946 and 
sentenced to three consecutive life terms. A federal judge 
ordered Heirens’release in April 1983, citing his alleged 
“rehabilitation,” but the ruling was overturned on 
appeal by the prosecution, in February 1984. At this 
writing, he remains in prison, still convinced of George 
Murman’s existence. “To me, he is very real,” Heirens 
says. “He exists. A couple of times I had talks with him. 
I wrote lots of notes to him, which I kept.” 


HENDERSON, ROBERT DALE 


Born in 1946, Robert Henderson grew up a rootless 
drifter, traveling the eastern half of the United States by 
car and thumb, indulging his passion for murder as the 
spirit moved him. At the time of his arrest, in 1982, he 
would confess an even dozen homicides, with victims 
including three of his in-laws in Ohio, a man in 
Louisiana, and a woman in Mississippi. 


In Florida alone, Henderson was charged with killing 
five persons. Dr. Murray Ferderber and Dorothy 
Wilkinson were murdered in Palatka on January 25, 
1982, and Henderson was indicted for their deaths a 
month later. In November of that year, the drifter was 
convicted at Tavares, Florida, of slaying three hitchhik- 
ers. The victims included 23-year-old Francis Dickey, of 
Batesville, Mississippi; 18-year-old Robert Dawson, of 
Helena, Arkansas; and 27-year-old Vernon Odom, of 
Clarksdale, Mississippi. Henderson confessed the killings 
in court, insisting they were not premeditated, but a jury 
disagreed and he was condemned for his crimes. 


HERNANDEZ, FRANCIS G. 


On January 29, 1981, a woman’s battered body was 
discovered in a Long Beach, California, parkway, near 


the grounds of Marshall Junior High School. Identified 
as 21-year-old Edna Louis Bristol, the victim had been 
strangled, raped, and sodomized by her assailant. 


Five days later, in the morning hours of February 3, 
a newspaper delivery man found the corpse of Kathleen 
Ryan, age 16, discarded near the campus of Millikan 
High School, in Long Beach. The victim’s slacks and 
underclothing were recovered by police a block from 
where her body was discarded. While the cause of death 
was not immediately known, location of the body — 
half a mile from Edna Bristol’s death scene — led police 
to speculate on similarities between the crimes. 


Long Beach Chief of Detectives William Stoval 
assigned fourteen investigators to the case — the largest 
force committed to a crime in Long Beach history — 
and they obtained immediate results. Within two days, 
an 18-year-old transient, Francis G. Hernandez was in 
custody and charged with double counts of murder, 
rape, and sodomy. Convicted on all charges at his trial, 
in 1983, Hernandez was condemned to die. Conviction 
on the counts of rape and sodomy tacked 32 years 
prison time onto his dead-end sentence. 


HERRINGTON, MICHAEL LEE 


The son of a Kansas City policeman, born in 1943, 
Herrington was regularly beaten by his mother, with a 
belt, until age 12 when he “got tired and took it away 
from her.” By age 23, he was working in Milwaukee as 
a shipping clerk, married, with his wife expecting their 
first child. A jet-black 1957 chevy was his pride and joy, 
but it would also prove to be his downfall, as internal 
pressures mounted toward the point of “an explosion of 
all this anger that I built up over the years.” 


On September 1, 1966, Mrs. Duane Troyer, a 34- 
year-old Oak Creek resident, was driving to work when 
another motorist pulled her over by means of a ruse. 
Emerging from his car — described by Troyer as a 
“sray 1956 Chevrolet” — the stranger slashed her with 
a knife, then fled when she began to scream. She would 
survive her wounds, but other victims proved less 
fortunate. 


On September 3, 10-year-old Julia Beckwith was 
raped, beaten and stabbed to death on a vacant lot in 
Milwaukee. Herrington was questioned as a suspect in 
the case, and then released. Six weeks later, 18-year-old 
Sherryl Thompson was found by her brother behind a 
Catholic church, partially nude, her body torn by 22 
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stab wounds resulting in death. The scene was even 
more horrific on November 4, when 19-year-old Diane 
Olkwitz was slain, stabbed more than 100 times, at the 
factory where she worked in Menomonee Falls. 


A week later, 11-year-old Kathleen Dreyer was 
accosted by a man who slashed her with a knife and left 
her bleeding on the street, escaping in a 1957 Chevrolet. 
A neighborhood boy spotted the car at a nearby gas 
station and summoned police from the crime scene. 
Herrington was arrested on the spot, a search of his 
vehicle turning up drugs and a stockpile of surgical 
instruments. 


In custody, Herrington confessed to the Beckwith and 
Thompson murders, along with the stabbing of Kat- 
hleen Dreyer. Found competent for trial, he was 
convicted by a jury on July 7, 1967, after 35 minutes 
of terse deliberation. Herrington was sentenced to 
consecutive life terms for the two murders, with an 
additional 30 years tacked on for attempted murder. 


HICKSON, MONROE 


A native of South Carolina, Hickson logged his first 
arrest there in 1931; convicted of assault with intent to 
kill, he was sentenced to five years in prison and paroled 
after two, in 1933. In 1942 he was sentenced to serve 
eighteen months on a larceny conviction. Five years 
later, a robbery at New Holland, South Carolina, earned 
him twenty years. With time off for good behavior, he 
was paroled in April 1957. 


Through the years, Hickson’s pattern of crimes had 
run toward petty robberies accompanied by violence; in 
his last known job, the “loot” had been some clothing 
and a pistol. No one in authority suspected that this 
black man — nicknamed “Blue Boy” — was in fact the 
slayer of at least four persons, sought for crimes that 
terrorized the neighborhood of Aiken during 1946. 


On August 7, 1957, Hickson entered Lucy Parker’s 
dry goods store, in Graniteville, and beat her up before 
escaping with the petty cash. Arrested August 8, he sat 
in jail nine days before astounding officers with his 
confession to a string of unsolved crimes. 


According to his affidavit, Hickson was responsible 
for the ax murder of David Garrett, an Aiken store- 
keeper bludgeoned and robbed on April 17, 1946; the 
crime had netted Hickson a pistol and $22 in cash. 
Eleven days later, he used the stolen gun to murder Mr. 
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and Mrs. Edward Bennett in their grocery store, making 
off with seven or eight dollars and another gun. 
Questioned by a posse on that occasion, Hickson had 
not been detained. On September 28, 1946, he invaded 
Annie Wiseberg’s home, in Aiken, stealing five dollars 
after he beat her to death with a piece of firewood. The 
sole survivor of his spree was Christine Cholakis, 
employed at a local liquor store. Hickson parted her hair 
with a brick on December 4, 1946, escaping with seven 
dollars, but his final victim lived to tell the tale. 


While Hickson was at large or doing time on other 
charges, L.D. Harris was convicted of the Bennett 
homicides, condemned to die in the electric chair. An 
appeal to the United States Supreme Court saved his 
life, but he remained in prison until Hickson’s confession 
finally cleared his name in 1957. 


Convicted on four counts of murder, Hickson was 
sentenced to a term of life plus twenty years. On March 
10, 1966, he escaped from the state prison at Columbia, 
South Carolina, and was declared a federal fugitive on 
charges of unlawful flight to avoid confinement. His 
name was added to the FBI’s “Most Wanted” list on 
February 17, 1967. 


By that time, unknown to the FBI, their man was 
already dead. While hiding in New Bern, North 
Carolina, under the alias “Willie Tyler,’ Hickson had 
fallen ill in early December. Transferred from New 
Bern’s hospital to a larger facility in Chapel Hill, he died 
of natural causes on December 29. Federal agents traced 
him there a year later, and his remains were finally 
identified, from fingerprints, on January 30, 1968. 


“HIGHWAY MURDERS” 
— CANADA 


For the best part of a decade, between 1973 and ’81, 
Canadian authorities were baffled by a series of 
unsolved sex-murders along the Trans-Canada High- 
way, spanning the provinces of Alberta and British 
Columbia. Victims ranged in age from 12 years old to 
35, and while published sources could never agree on 
a body-count — citing various totals from 11 to 33 
victims — the most frequent tally lists 28 slayings spread 
over eight years. Many of the victims were apparently 
hitchhikers, sexually assaulted before they were beaten, 
strangled, or stabbed to death, with some of the bodies 
revealing post-mortem mutilations. 


Generally acknowledged as the first “Highway” 
victim, 19-year-old Gale Weys was thumbing her way 
home to Kamloops, from a job in Clearwater, when she 
met her killer on October 19, 1973. Her naked, 
decomposing corpse was found a few miles south of 
Clearwater, on April 6, 1974. 


By that time, the killer had claimed another victim, 
picking off 19-year-old Pamela Darlington, at Kam- 
loops, on November 6. Her ravaged body was fished out 
of the Thompson River next day, and a train crew 
reported sighting a man with “messy blond hair” near 
the scene of the crime, but the vague description led 
detectives nowhere. 


Colleen McMillan, 16, was last seen alive on August 
9, 1974, thumbing rides near Lac La Hache. A month 
later, on September 4, her nude, decomposing remains 
were found some 35 miles away. Police suspected a 
drug addict, who confessed the murder and then 
recanted before committing suicide. The case remains 
officially unsolved. 


On January 9, 1976, 16-year-old Pauline Brazeau 
was found stabbed to death, outside Calgary. Six 
months later, on July 1, 19-year-old Tera White 
disappeared from Banff, her skeletal remains discovered 
near Calgary in March 1981. Marie Goudreau, 17, was 
murdered near Devon on August 2, 1976, and 20-year- 
old Melissa Rehorek was murdered near Calgary on 
September 15, her body discarded 12 miles from the 
spot where Pauline Brazeau was discovered. 


Barbara McLean, age 26, traveled all the way from 
Nova Scotia to meet her death near Calgary, by 
strangulation, on February 26, 1977. Monica Jack, 14, 
disappeared while bicycling near Merritt, on May 6, 
1978, and she has not been seen since, though her bike 
was recovered at the bottom of a highway embankment. 
On September 26, 1979, 12-year-old Susan Duff went 
biking near Penticton, her body recovered from the 
outskirts of town on October 21. Mary Jamieson, 17, 
disappeared while hitchhiking near Davis Bay, on 
August 7, 1980; nine days later, when her body was 
discovered in the nearby woods, the cause of death was 
listed as asphyxiation. 


On February 28, 1981, victim Oanh Ha — a 19- 
year-old Vietnamese refugee — was raped and strangled 
near Golden, her body mutilated after death. Two 
months later, on April 22, 15-year-old Kelly Cook was 
reported missing, her body recovered near Taber, 
Alberta, on June 29. The only male victim in the series, 


transvestite Frederick Savoy, was parading in drag when 
the killer mistook him for a woman, knifing him to 
death in a Vancouver parking lot. Maureen Mosie, 
generally described as the last “Highway” victim, was 
beaten to death at Kamloops on May 8, 1981. 


Six months later, Canadian authorities convened a 
special summit meeting to discuss 33 of western 
Canada’s 200 unsolved murders, and while they 
generally agreed that they were seeking several killers — 
possibly as many as 18 — in the “Highway” series, no 
solid suspects were identified. A ray of hope broke 
through in 1983, with the marathon confessions of serial 
Slayers Henry Lucas and Ottis Toole including referen- 
ces to “several” Canadian victims, but no charges have 
been filed to date, and the slayings remain unsolved. 
(See also: Lucas, Henry; Toole, Ottis) 


HIGHWAY MURDERS 
— GERMANY 


In September of 1935, authorities in Berlin were 
plagued by a sudden rash of unexplained — and 
unsolved — violent crimes. While firemen were kept 
busy with an outbreak of arson accidents, blamed on 
“malignant maniacs,” other culprits were stretching taut 
wires across rural highways by night, wrecking cars and 
injuring or killing their occupants. Robbery was 
suspected as a motive in one or two of the incidents, but 
for the most part, victims were not molested after their 
vehicles crashed. According to the local press, “The 
similarity of the method of fastening the wires leads the 
police to believe a maniac is the chief culprit.” Without 
motives or suspects, investigators could do little but 
stand by and watch as the body-count escalated. Local 
auto dealers were more resourceful, cashing in on the 
panic while it lasted by offering their customers saw- 
toothed guards for the front of their cars, designed to clip 
cables on impact. 


HILL, CLARENCE 


In serial murder, as in American society at large, 
blacks have always constituted a statistical minority. 
Only in the 1980s have their numbers been significant, 
but every generation has produced some interesting 
cases, bold exceptions that defy the rule. In the 1940s, 
Jake Bird and Jarvis Catoe did their part to raise white 
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hackles, but they were assisted by the efforts of a grim 
soul brother in New Jersey. 


Duck Island, in the years surrounding World War II, 
consisted of a dreary landfill on the Delaware River, in 
Hamilton Township, near Trenton, New Jersey. Devoid 
of any residential or commercial value, it became a 
“lover’s lane,” where trysting couples came by night to 
grapple in the dark, professing love — or its facsimile 
— in breathless whispers. In the period from 1938 to 
1942, the lovers did not have Duck Island to 
themselves. 


The first attack took place on November 8, 1938, 
when 20-year-old Vincent Tonzello pulled his car off 
the Duck Island road, to spend a few pleasant hours 
with Mary Mytovich, 16. Next morning, when patrol- 
men reached the scene, Tonzello lay dead in the car, 
riddled with buckshot; his date was found nearby, 
gravely wounded. Before she died in a Trenton hospital, 
Mary described the attack. A black man had 
approached the car, she said, shooting Tonzello when 
Vincent rejected a demand for money. The assailant 
then dragged Mary from the car, raped her, shot her, 
and left her for dead. 


Eleven months later, on October 3, 1939, Frank 
Casper and Katherine Werner were killed near the same 
spot, in almost identical fashion. A junk dealer, 
prowling Duck Island for saleable refuse, found Casper 
dead in his car; Werner’s body lay nearby, partially 
buried in garbage, one arm severed by a shotgun blast 
that had cut her down as she ran from the car. 


The scene changed slightly for the third attack, in 
1940. Ludovicum Kovacs, 25, and Carolina Maroconi, 
24, were parked off Cypress Lane, several miles from 
Duck Island, when close-range shotgun blasts snuffed 
out their lives. Again, no clues were left behind that 
might identify the stalker. 


Police would document three more attacks in 1941 
and °42, but the killer had lost his touch and all six 
victims survived. A piece of the murder weapon, 
carelessly dropped at the scene of a shooting in 1942, 
eventually led detectives to question Clarence Hill in 
January 1944. A father of two, Hill had been drafted 
into the army eighteen months before, and was stationed 
at Fort Dix, in New Jersey. Detained there for question- 
ing by military authorities, Hill confessed to the series 
of murders and assaults on January 28, 1944. 


Considering the link between his own confessions and 
the deathbed testimony of his victim, Hill was brought 
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to trial for killing Mary Mytovich. Convicted on 
December 29, 1944, he was sentenced to a term of life 
imprisonment. 


HILLEY, AUDREY MARIE 


A native of Anniston, Alabama, Hilley was born in 
1933 and seemed to enjoy a normal childhood. Married 
at 18, she was having marital problems nine years later 
when her second daughter — Carol — was born. 
Psychiatrists, applying hindsight, feel the birth may have 
somehow triggered a radical shift in Hilley’s personality, 
resentment of the new child simmering over time, finally 
surfacing in a series of lethal attacks upon family 
members. 


When Audrey’s husband, Frank, passed on in 1975, 
cancer was blamed for his death. The same diagnosis 
was made two years later, in the death of Hilley’s 
mother, Lucille Frazier. By 1979, victims had begun to 
pile up, with daughter Carol lingering on the brink of 
death for several weeks before doctors managed to pull 
her back. They were too late for mother-in-law Carrie 
Hilley, who died in November after a prolonged illness. 


By that time, authorities were already closing the ring 
around Audrey. Doctors had discovered abnormal 
levels of arsenic in Carol’s blood, and on a hunch, they 
started checking other family members recently 
deceased. On October 25, 1979, Hilley was indicted for 
attempted murder of her daughter, plus an unrelated 
charge of check fraud. Three weeks later, free on 
$14,000 bond, she vanished from a Birmingham motel 
where she had been awaiting trial. Indictments were 
handed down in the murder of her husband on January 
11, 1980, but they meant little without a suspect in 
custody. 


In flight, Hilley adopted the identity of ‘“Robbi 
Hannon,” attaching herself to bachelor John Homan in 
Marlow, New Hampshire. They lived together for 
several months before they were married, in May 1981, 
and “Robbi” was talking divorce a month later, lighting 
out for Texas in a search for “space.” She spent that 
summer in the Lone Star State, occasionally telephoning 
Homan as herself, and in the guise of her own alleged 
twin, “Teri Martin.” A brief reconciliation with Homan 
was followed by yet another separation, in September 
1982, and “Robbi” moved on to Florida, where she 
contrived to fake her own death. Incredibly, she then 
returned to New Hampshire — as “Teri Martin” — and 


spent time consoling her “brother-in-law” before 
moving on to Vermont. There, her suspicious behavior 
finally alerted authorities, and Hilley was arrested in 
January 1983. 


Her trial opened in Anniston four months later, and 
Hilley was convicted on two counts, receiving a life term 
for the murder of husband Frank Hilley, plus twenty 
years for the attempted murder of her daughter. On 
February 19, 1987, Hilley was granted.a three-day 
furlough from the women’s prison at Wetumpka, 
Alabama, and she never returned. Discovered on the 
porch of an Anniston home February 26, in the midst 
of winter rainstorm, Hilley was soaked to the skin and 
spattered with mud, suffering from severe hypothermia. 
Fading in and out of consciousness, she gave her name 
as “Sellers,” but authorities identified her from the 
wanted posters issued after her escape. Stricken by a 
heart attack en route to the local hospital, Hilley was 
beyond the help of medical science, and doctors 
pronounced her dead that afternoon. 


In retrospect, there seems to be no rational motive for 
Hilley’s various crimes. She maintained her innocence to 
the end, while complaining of various “blackouts” and 
memory lapses, but she remains a suspect in several 
other cases. In the late 1970s, Hilley repeatedly 
complained to police about prowlers and threatening 
phone calls, always greeting patrolmen with fresh pots 
of coffee when they arrived at her home. At least two 
of those officers later complained of severe stomach 
cramps and nausea after drinking the coffee, and Hilley 
was also linked with the chronic, unexplained illness of 
various neighorhood children who played with her 
daughter around Hilley’s home. One such playmate, 
eleven-year-old Sonya Gibson, died of unknown causes 
in 1975, but a 1983 autopsy revealed only “normal” 
levels of arsenic in her remains. The final count of Marie 
Hilley’s victims — like her motive itself — remains 
unknown. 


HOCH, JOHANN OTTO 


Born John Schmidt in 1855, at Horweiler, Germany, 
Hoch immigrated to the United States as a young man 
and dropped his given name in favor of assorted 
pseudonyms, frequently taking the name of his most 
recent victim. At age 51, Chicago police would dub him 
“America’s greatest mass murderer,” but statistics 
remain vague in this puzzling case. We know that Hoch 


bigamously married at least 55 women between 1890 
and 1905, bilking all of them for cash and slaying many, 
but the final number of his victims is a matter of 
conjecture. Sensational reports credit Hoch with 25 to 
50 murders, but police were only certain of 15, and in 
the end he went to trial (and to the gallows) for a single 
homicide. 


Johan Hoch (foreground) 


Hoch’s first — and only legal — wife was Christine 
Ramb, who bore him three children before he deserted 
her in 1887. By February 1895, as “Jacob Huff,” he had 
surfaced in Wheeling, West Virginia, where he won the 
heart and hand of a middle-aged widow, Caroline Hoch. 
They were married in April, and Caroline fell gravely 
ill three months later. Called to her bedside, Rev. 
Hermann Haas watched “Huff” administer a potion that 
Haas believed to be poison, but the minister took no 
action and Caroline died days later, in agony. “Huff” 
cleaned out her $900 bank account, sold their house, 
collected $2,500 in life insurance benefits — and 
vanished. Suicide was suspected, with his clothing, his 
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watch, and a note discovered on the bank of the Ohio 
River, but no body was found. 


Hoch kept his latest victim’s surname — described by 
prosecutors as “a warped keepsake stored in an evil 
mind” — and moved on to Chicago, finding work in 
the meat packing plants when he was not engaged with 
the business of swindling women. Selecting his victims 
from newspaper “lonely-hearts” columns, Hoch went 
merrily about his business until 1898, when he was 
sentenced to a year in jail for swindling a used-furniture 
dealer. Police Inspector George Shippy also suspected 
Hoch of bigamy, and murder was added to the list on 
receipt of a letter from Rev. Haas in West Virginia. 
Shippy started digging into Hoch’s background, turning 
up dozens of missing or deserted women from San 
Francisco to New York City, but solid evidence 
remained elusive. In Wheeling, Caroline Hoch was 
exhumed in a search for arsenic traces, but surgeons 
found the body gutted, all her vital organs missing. 


Hoch was released at the end of his jail term, chalking 
up another fifteen wives before his ultimate arrest in 
1905. Aware that Shippy and others were charting his 
movements, Hoch killed more often and more swiftly 
now, relying on primitive embalming fluids — with 
their high arsenic content — to cover any traces of 
poison in his victims. On December 5, 1904, he married 
Marie Walcker in Chicago, killing her almost at once. 
Wasting no time, Hoch proposed to his new sister-in- 
law on the night of Marie’s death, and they were 
married six days after the hasty funeral. Amelia Hoch 
bestowed a gift of $750 on her husband, prompting him 
to vanish with the cash, and she immediately summoned 
the police. 


Modern science was Hoch’s downfall, his late wife’s 
mortician employing a new embalming fluid with no 
taint of arsenic. Medical examiners found poison in 
Marie Walcker’s system and Hoch was charged with her 
murder, his photograph mailed off to every major 
American newspaper. In New York City, a middle-aged 
landlady recognized “Henry Bartels,” a new tenant who 
had proposed marriage twenty minutes after renting a 
room. At his arrest, police recovered a revolver, several 
wedding rings with the inscriptions filed off, and a 
fountain pen filled with arsenic. (Hoch claimed the 
arsenic was purchased as a step toward suicide!) 


Chicago journalists dubbed Hoch the “Stockyard 
Bluebeard,” trumpeting the speculative details of his 
criminal career. At trial, he whistled, hummed, and 
twirled his thumbs throughout the prosecution’s case, 
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apparently well pleased by his position in the limelight. 
On conviction of Marie Walcker’s murder, he was 
sentenced to hang, telling the court, “It’s all over with 
Johann. It serves me right.” Mounting the gallows on 
February 23, 1906, Hoch maintained his innocence, 
declaring, “I am done with this world. I have done with 
everybody.” As the trap was sprung, a local newsman 
quipped, “Yes, Mr. Hoch, but the question remains: 
What have you done with everybody?” 


Part of the solution was unearthed in 1955, when 
human bones were found inside the wall of a Chicago 
cottage occupied by Hoch. It was a meager bit of 
evidence, the victim unidentified, and Johann’s final 
body count, the names and number of his murdered 
wives, will probably remain a mystery forever. 


HOFFMAN, RONALD 


The month preceding Christmas 1978 brought 
sudden terror to Chicago’s quiet northwest side, a 
neighborhood traditionally occupied by law-abiding 
citizens of old Germanic stock. Beginning in November, 
residents were haunted by the shadow of a gunman — 
dubbed the “Sunshine Sniper” for his daring daylight 
raids — who claimed his victims seemingly at random, 
showing no respect for sex or age. 


The first to die was 90-year-old Emmanuel Dahl, 
gunned down without motive in his vitamin shop, on 
November 11. Detectives found no evidence of robbery, 
and friends recalled no prior threats of any kind against 
the murdered man. Four weeks later, 65-year-old 
Sophie Schwartz was crossing Sunnyside Street, at 
Wells Park, when she collapsed on the pavement, crying 
out in pain. She died an hour later at emergency 
receiving, with doctors locating a bullet wound in her 
back moments after her death. Again, there was no 
evidence of robbery, no history of harassment or threats. 


On December 18, 35-year-old Diamond Menodinez 
was approaching his office, on foot, when a bullet 
slammed into his arm. A survivor, he could offer no 
description of the gunman who had fired from ambush, 
but police got lucky five days later, on their own. 
Arrested on December 23, 35-year-old Ronald Hof- 
fman was carrying a .357 magnum revolver and 40 
spare rounds of ammunition when two patrolnen 
slapped the cuffs on (earning themselves immediate 
promotion to the rank of inspector). Ballistics tests 


connected Hoffman’s weapon with the random shoot- 
ings and he was detained for trial, unable — or 
unwilling — to provide a motive for the crimes. 


HOFMANN, KUNO 


Born in 1931, Kuno Hofmann suffered a traumatic 
childhood, beaten so severely by his alcoholic father that 
he lost the powers of speech and hearing. Imprisoned for 
nine years on theft charges, he emerged with an 
obsession for self-improvement via the occult “scien- 
ces.” Hofmann read widely on Satanism and black 
magic, focusing compulsively on rituals involving 
necrophilia and vampirism. 


In April 1971, police and morgue attendants across 
Germany began comparing notes on a series of bizarre 
grave robberies. At least five bodies were exhumed and 
gnawed upon, with evidence of sex attempted in the 
case of female corpses. Seeking fresher victims, Hof- 
mann later shot and killed three victims, drinking blood 
from each and pausing to molest the lifeless bodies. 


In May 1972, a morgue attendant surprised Hofmann 
in the act of kissing a cadaver. Kuno drew a pistol, but 
his shot went wild, and the surviving witness offered a 
description to police. Arrested in the dragnet, Hofmann 
readily confessed and drew a term of life imprisonment 
for murder. As a parting shot, while waiting for his 
transfer to a federal penitentiary, he pestered jailers with 
requests for one last sip of virgin’s blood. 


HOHENBERGER, 
ROBERT CARL 


An ex-convict and one-time California sheriff's 
deputy, Hohenberger was linked with the abduction, 
rape and murder of five Morgan City, Louisiana 
teenagers over a three-month period of 1978. Two of 
the victims were discovered on May 25, their bodies 
secured to weights and dumped in a septic tank; a third 
was found two days later, with all three reportedly 
strangled after sex. Still missing at the time of Hohen- 
berger’s identification were 14-year-old Bertha Gould, 
vanished from a high school fair on May 11, and 16- 
year-old Leah Rodermund, lost on a trip to the 
neighborhood drugstore. FBI agents described sex as the 


motive for slayings committed by Hohenberger, a drifter 
since his release from prison who found temporary 
employment around Morgan City. As an afterthought to 
the case, city councilmen passed an ordinance requiring 
all transients to register and have their fingerprints taken 
by police, in an effort to “discourage the criminal 
element from coming down here and looking for a job.” 


HOLLYWOOD, CA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


On the afternoon of July 30, 1982, the bodies of two 
dead boys were discovered within 100 yards of each 
other, on an embankment of the Hollywood Freeway. 
Three weeks passed before the victims were identified 
as 13-year-old Raymond Davis, from Pittsburg, Califor- 
nia, and 16-year-old Robert Avila, of Los Angeles. 
Davis had disappeared while visiting his mother in the 
vicinity of Echo Park, and forensic tests attributed his 
death to strangulation. Robert Avila lived twelve blocks 
away from Davis’s mother, but no cause of death was 
determined in his case. Medical examiners reported that 
the boys died a month apart, but the disposal of their 
bodies points to a single hand in both cases. At this 
writing, the mystery of their deaths remains unsolved. 


HOLMES, EDWARD J. 


On November 27, 1973, 11-year-old Penny 
Schroeder vanished from her school in Clinton, Mary- 
land. As the daughter of a police lieytenant, her 
disappearance prompted a swift law enforcement 
response, and her body was found hours later, in some 
woods five blocks from school. The child had been 
molested, strangled, stabbed repeatedly, her skull 
fractured by crushing blows in a grisly example of 
overkill. 


Penny’s murder came nine weeks after the slaying of 
21-year-old Susan Fallin, whose charred body was 
recovered from a burned-out car near Brandywine, 
October 5. Police had no evidence to link the crimes, 
but this time there were witnesses who told of seeing 
Penny with a teenage boy before she disappeared. 
Descriptions led authorities to janitor Edward Holmes, 
19, and he was taken into custody November 28, 
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charged the same day with the murders of two children 
in Washington, D.C. 


The capital victims were listed as nine-year-old 
Stanford Kendrick, abducted from school on September 
20, and 12-year-old Joanie Bradley, kidnapped in 
similar fashion October 16. Like Penny Schroeder, both 
of the earlier victims had been molested, their bodies 
discarded in woods near their respective schools. Again, 
like Penny, Joanie Bradley was a campus monitor, 
apparently snatched while “on duty,” patrolling the 
playground. In custody, Holmes freely confessed to the 
three murders charged against him. 


HONKA, FRITZ 


At five foot five, Fritz Honka was extremely sensitive 
about his height. He liked his women shorter, and he 
also liked them toothless, to alleviate his fears of 
mutilation during oral sex. He found relief with aging 
prostitutes from Hamburg’s red light district, killing at 
least four of them in his small attic room between 1971 
and late ’74. 


Disposal was a problem, given Honka’s size and basic 
laziness. He chose to keep the bodies in his flat, and 
fortified himself with alcohol against the stench. When 
neighbors griped about unpleasant smells, Fritz doused 
the place with quarts of cheap deodorant. In January 
1975, he torched the flat, but firemen noticed mummi- 
fied remains among the ashes and police were called. In 
custody, Fritz said he killed the women after they 
mocked his preference for oral sex over “straight” 
intercourse. He was sentenced to life imprisonment, the 
maximum possible under German law. 


HONOLULU 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


It was, perhaps, inevitable that America’s vacation 
spot would share the notoriety of other states where 
random killers have made headlines, claiming victims 
coast-to-coast. As residents of Anchorage, Alaska, 
learned in 1983, mere geographic isolation does not 
guarantee immunity against the modern murder epi- 
demic. Unlike the Alaskan crimes of Robert Hansen, 
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though, Hawaii’s first — and, thus far, only — case of 
serial murder remains unsolved, the killer still at large. 


Vicki Purdy, 25 years old, was first to die. A twice- 
married housewife, employed at a local video store, she 
was abducted and strangled by persons unknown on 
May 29, 1985, still wearing her jumpsuit and jewelry 
when found, with no indications of sexual assault. 


On January 15, 1986, 17-year-old Regina Sakamoto 
vanished on her way to school, moments after phoning 
her boyfriend to say she had just missed her bus. 
Strangled and raped, her partially nude body was fished 
out of Keehi Lagoon a month later. 


On January 30, 1986, Denise Hughes, a 21-year-old 
navy wife, failed to report for her regular job. Listed as 
a missing person, she was found in a drainage canal on 
February 1, strangled to death with her hands bound 
behind her, body wrapped in a blue plastic tarp. 


Two months later, on March 26, the killer claimed 
25-year-old Louise Medeiros, a single mother three 
months pregnant at the time she died. Lost en route to 
her boyfriend’s apartment, Medeiros was found dead on 
April 2, hands tied behind her back, wearing only a 
blouse. Authorities have not released the cause of death. 


Linda Pesce, 36, was last seen alive a month later, on 
April 29, reported missing by her roommate the 
following day. On May 3, her body was found at Sand 
Island, arms bound behind her back, the cause of death 
remaining secret at the wish of homicide investigators 
who insist one killer is responsible for all five murders. 


A “profile” of the killer, drawn up by the FBI, 
describes him as a white man in his late thirties or early 
forties, driving a light-colored cargo van. Six days after 
Linda Pesce’s body was discovered, local officers 
detained a 43-year-old suspect for questioning, but he 
was released without charges after ten hours of interro- 
gation. At this writing, the case remains open, with no 
arrest in sight. 


HORTON, WAYNE DONALD 


A native of Las Vegas, born in 1956, Horton was 
possessed of an explosive temper and “a bad habit of 
pulling the trigger” when quarrels erupted into violence. 
Between the ages of 16 and 20, he dispatched at least 
one victim per year, regaling the judge at his murder 


trial with a promise to take more lives in the future, if 
the opportunity arose. 


Horton’s first victim was a “Jane Doe,” picked up at 
a liquor store in the latter half of 1972, beaten to death 
with a jack handle and dumped in the desert when she 
objected to Wayne’s smoking marijuana while driving. 
Her skeletal remains, complete with shattered skull, 
were found on February 4, 1973, but the woman 
remains unidentified today. 


On May 12, 1975, Horton tried to rob Edward 
Buccieri, a 52-year-old shift boss at Caesar’s Palace, 
shooting his victim five times in the head after Buccieri 
“called him dirty names.” Three months later, Horton 
repeated the performance — down to the number of 
gunshots — with Las Vegas cab driver William Tinnell. 
Far from insulting Horton, the cabbie was on his knees, 
pleading for mercy when he died, but Wayne felt no 
sympathy. As he explained in court, “I don’t think he 
deserved to live.” 


On April 21, 1976, Horton was jailed in Las Vegas, 
awaiting trial on charges of rape, robbery, and kidnap- 
ping, when he led two cellmates in fatally stabbing 19- 
year-old Calvin Brinson. All three prisoners were 
charged with murder, but Horton freely confessed his 
role in the unprovoked attack, blaming Brinson’s death 
on his own “frustration” at confinement. 


On June 5, 1976, Horton pled guilty to the Buccieri 
and Tinnell murders, giggling as he describeed the 
crimes in court. In return for his guilty plea, various 
other felony charges were dismissed, including the 
August 1975 strangulation murder of Delmar Bright, 
later charged to serial slayer Billy Chadd. Three weeks 
later, Horton received two consecutive terms of life 
imprisonment without parole, publicly lamenting the 
fact that he would not be executed. Voicing his intention 
to claim future victims, Horton said, “There are several 
people I’m going to kill if 1 can.” When a black prisoner 
began chuckling nervously, Horton swung around to 
face him. “Go ahead and laugh, nigger,” he snarled. 
“You might just be the first one.” 


The killer was more subdued on August 3, when he 
filed guilty pleas in the deaths of Calvin Brinson and the 
“Jane Doe” victim, drawing two more terms of life 
without parole. Nevada authorities announced their 
intention of seeking Horton’s transfer to a California 
prison, where he would be permanently out of touch 
with other inmates he has vowed to murder. 


HOSPITAL MURDERS 
— CALIFORNIA 


On December 23, 1985, California state authorities 
announced that an investigation was under way in the 
cases of eleven “suspicious” deaths at the Gilmore Lane 
Convalescent Hospital, in Oroville. (Several more 
patients died after being transferred to Oroville Hospital 
for emergency treatment.) The deaths, ascribed to 
unknown “illness,” all occurred in January 1985, at a 
time when Justice Department officials were already 
probing the cases of 38 elderly patients, lost between 
January and April 1984. Health officials reportedly 
failed to secure autopsy results in the 49 cases, leaving 
prosecutors to start from scratch with victims already 
buried or cremated. At this writing, no final result of the 
investigation has been published, and no suspects have 
been identified. 


HOSPITAL MURDERS 
— FRANCE 


From 1944 to 1947, doctors and police were baffled 
by a string of homicides committed at the Town 
Hospital in Macon, France, north of Lyons. Seventeen 
patients in the hospital’s gynecology ward died myster- 
iously following “successful” surgery, and autopsies 
revealed that each was killed by an injection of poison. 
On June 13, 1947, helpless detectives proclaimed that 
the killer was growing more cautious, allowing six 
months to pass between the murders of his last two 
victims. With public exposure, the crimes ceased 
abruptly and the case remains unsolved. 


HOSPITAL MURDERS 
— GEORGIA 


In November 1985, administrators at Phoebe Putney 
Hospital, in Albany, Georgia, were alarmed by a sudden 
rash of cardiac arrests in the intensive care unit. A 
review of hospital records showed six suspicious deaths, 
with an equal number of near-misses, since late October, 
and police were quietly notified. Post-mortem examina- 
tions blamed the six deaths on injections of potassium 
chloride, and homicide investigators went to work on 
the case full-time. 
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The first apparent victim had been 68-year-old 
Milton Lucas, pronounced dead on October 19, 1985. 
Next up was Minnie Houck, age 58, lost on November 
7. Three days later, 36-year-old Joe Irwin joined the list, 
and Roger Parker, also 36, died on November 15. 
Andrew Daniels, age 73, lost his struggle for life on 
November 24, and he was followed two days later by 
three-year-old Norris Morgan. Survivors included 
patients Sam Bentley, George Whiting, Frances Free- 
man, and Jack Stephens, all of whom had suffered one 
or more unexplained cardiac arrests in ICU. 


By New Years, authorities were confident of six 
victims, but there may have been more. Lee Creech, a 
26-year-old jail inmate, had died under treatment on 
December 21, and detectives were suspicious of three or 
four other deaths, dating back to mid-August. By 
March, their investigation had focused on a 24-year-old 
nurse, Terri Eden Maples Rachals, and on March 13 she 
reportedly confessed to injecting five patients with lethal 
doses of potassium chloride. 


On March 25, 1986, Rachals was indicted on six 
counts of murder and 20 counts of aggravated assault 
against nine patients. Some of them had received 
multiple injections, with Creech and Parker holding the 
record at six and four jolts, respectively. 


At trial, in September, the prosecution contended that 
Rachals “felt like a second-class citizen all her life,” 
desirous of “power and control” that she ultimately 
sought “on the dark side of the street,” by murdering her 
patients. Reference was made to her confessions, but 
Terri took the stand on September 23, recanting her 
statements, denying any memory of the attacks. On 
September 26, jurors returned a verdict of guilty but 
mentally ill on one count of aggravated assault, 
acquitting Rachals on all other charges. Members of the 
panel said that, while she may indeed have been 
responsible for several deaths, the prosecution simply 
had not proved its case. On October 1, Rachals was 
sentenced to a 17-year prison term, with three years of 
probation on release. 


HOSPITAL MURDERS 
— ILLINOIS 


Ellen O’Hara, age 92, was awaiting hip surgery at 
Good Samaritan Hospital, in the Chicago suburb of 
Downer’s Grove, when she died on October 19, 1979. 
Autopsy surgeons blamed her death on hypoglycemia 
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— abnormally low blood sugar — induced by unknown 
causes. O’Hara’s body was routinely cremated, but 
hospital administrators were startled when patient 
Vivian Brown died with identical symptoms on Febru- 
ary 8, 1980. Neither patient had a prior history of 
hypoglycemia, and the police chief of Downer’s Grove 
called Brown’s death “highly suspicious.” Physicians 
agreed, concluding in May that her condition was 
caused by an “externally administered dose of insulin.” 
In retrospect, they thought it likely that Ellen O’Hara 
had been the victim of a similar lethal injection. 


In early June, administrators suspended 24-year-old 
nurse Linda Kurle from her post on the night shift at 
Good Samaritan. Both patients had shown their first 
symptoms of hypoglycemia during Kurle’s shift, and 
while she professed no memory of Ellen O’Hara, Kurle 
recalled finding Brown in “serious straits” in the 
predawn hours of February 8. Her treatment of the 
patient, Kurle insisted, had been strictly by-the-book. 
No charges have been filed at this writing, and the case 
of the mysterious insulin injections at Good Samaritan 
remains unsolved. 


HOSPITAL MURDERS 
— MARYLAND (1977-78) 


On August 18, 1978, registered nurse Mary Rose 
Robaczynski was indicted on charges of murdering four 
terminal patients at Maryland General Hospital, in 
Baltimore. The charges resulted from a four-month 
investigation, launched by police after hospital admin- 
istrators reported “suspicious” deaths in the intensive 
care unit. Robaczynski, a 1975 graduate of Maryland 
General’s nursing program, employed in ICU until 
March 8, surrendered voluntarily and was released by 
the court on her own recognizance. 


According to authorities, the victims included three 
women and one man, whose life-support systems were 
unlawfully disconnected between December 1977 and 
March 8, with 48-year-old Harry Gessner killed on 
Robaczynski’s last day of employment. Colleagues 
described Robaczynski as an open advocate of euthana- 
sia, who freely admitted pulling the plug on selected 
“gorks” — hospital slang for “God only really knows” 
— in an effort to end their suffering. 


Robaczynski’s trial opened on February 25, 1979, 
with the defense contending that it is not murder to 
disconnect life-support machinery from a patient who 


may already be dead. On March 20, the jury dead- 
locked at 10-to-2 in favor of acquittal, resulting in 
declaration of a mistrial. Nine days later, charges were 
dismissed in return for Robaczynski’s promise to 
surrender her nursing license and refrain from practicing 
anywhere inside the United States. 


HOSPITAL MURDERS 
— MARYLAND (1984-85) 


Jane Bolding was employed as a nurse at Prince 
George’s Hospital, in a Maryland suburb of Washing- 
ton, D.C., for nine years before authorities became 
suspicious of her conduct on the job. For much of that 
time, she worked the intensive care unit, tending patients 
in the direst extreme. Death is a daily fact of life in ICU, 
but during 1984 and early 1985, Jane Bolding’s patients 
died like flies, a startling number suffering from cardiac 
arrest. On March 9, 1985, she was relieved of duty 
pending an internal probe of what administrators called 
“a pattern of unsubstantiated but suspicious information 
relating to incidents in the intensive care unit.” 


The investigation yielded grim results. According to 
statistical analysis, performed by the Federal Center for 
Disease Control in Atlanta, Georgia, Bolding had been 
the attending nurse in 40 percent of all ICU deaths 
between January 1984 and March 1985. In concrete 
terms, she had witnessed the deaths of 57 patients; her 
closest competitor on staff had lost only five patients in 
the same period, and none of the hospital’s remaining 
93 nurses had lost more than four. Additionally, Bolding 
was the Prince George’s nurse attending 65 percent of 
all the patients who experienced a cardiac arrest in ICU 
during the night shift. 


On March 20, 1985, Bolding was charged with first- 
degree murder in the death of Elinor Dickerson, age 70, 
who died in ICU at 12:05 a.m., September 29, 1984. 
According to police, their suspect confessed to injecting 
the patient with potassium, inducing cardiac arrest in the 
name of “mercy.” While Bolding was released on bond 
to stay with relatives, authorities announced that they 
were checking into other recent deaths. It was suggested 
that the final body-count might run as high as seventeen. 


Dismissed from her job on March 26, Bolding was 
encouraged when the prosecution’s case appeared to 
crumble two days later. The state’s attorney for Prince 
George’s County scolded police for arresting the nurse 
against his wishes, branding her confession insufficient 
to support a case in court. Bolding’s charges were 


dropped in mid-May, but detectives returned to the 
search with a vengeance, seizing 200 boxes of hospital 
records on May 31, scouring the files for information on 
twenty-two “suspicious” deaths. 


On December 16, 1986, a Maryland grand jury 
indicted Jane Bolding on three counts of murder and 
seven counts of assault with intent to kill. Elinor 
Dickerson was back on the list as a victim, joined by 
patients Isadore Scheiber and Martha Moore. Scheiber 
allegedly survived two potassium injections, on October 
2 and 11, 1984, before a third injection killed him on 
October 12. Martha Moore was less hardy, surviving 
only one attack — on October 27 — before a second 
injection finished him off the next day. Patient Mary 
Morbeto survived a single injection, in March 1984, 
while Gary Dodson weathered three consecutive attacks 
a year later, in the week before Bolding’s suspension 
from duty. 


After various delays, Jane Bolding’s murder trial 
began in May of 1988, with prosecutors dubbing her a 
“killing angel.” Bolding waived her right to trial by jury, 
placing her fate in the hands of a judge who promptly 
declared her confession — obtained after 33 hours of 
grilling without an attorney — inadmissible as evidence. 
Deprived of the confession, lacking any witnesses, the 
prosecution had no case. On June 20, 1988, Bolding 
was acquitted on all counts. At this writing, the 
Maryland hospital murders remain unsolved. 


HOSPITAL MURDERS 
— MICHIGAN 


In six weeks time, between July and August 1975, 27 
patients at the Veterans Administration hospital in Ann 
Arbor, Michigan, were stricken with respiratory arrests 
that left them unable to breathe without mechanical aid. 
Some patients suffered more than one attack, eleven 
dying by the time physicians realized the incidents were 
inexplicable as natural phenomena. Investigation 
showed that 18 of the patients — nine of them deceased 
— had received unprescribed doses of Pavulon, a 
synthetic form of curare sometimes used by anesthetists 
as a muscle relaxant. 


Federal agents summoned to investigate the case 
reported that most of the respiratory arrests occurred in 
the hospital’s intensive-care unit, during the afternoon 
shift. All the victims had been fed intravenously, and 
agents concluded that Pavulon was pumped directly 
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into the feeding tubes, since injection in the larger IV 
bottles would effectively dilute the dosage. Examination 
of relevant work schedules focused suspicion on two 
Filipino nurses, 31-year-old Leonora Perez and 29-year- 
old Filipina Narciso. Both denied involvement in the 
crimes, but Perez was fingered by survivor Richard 
Neely, 61, as the nurse who entered his room — and 
then ran away — when he called out for help in the 
midst of a near-fatal respiratory arrest. 


Indicted on five counts of murder, nurses Perez and 
Narciso were convicted in July 1977, their verdicts 
overturned on appeal five months later. Charges were 
dismissed against the pair in February 1978, and no new 
suspects have been named, despite the government’s 
insistence that at least five patients — and perhaps 
eleven — were deliberately murdered by an unknown 
member of the VA staff. No motive was suggested in the 
case, and it, like the identity of the elusive murderer, 
remains a mystery today. 


HOSPITAL MURDERS 
— NEW JERSEY 


Dr. Mario Jascalevich in disguise,1976 


In 1966, authorities in Bergen County launched a 
probe of nine suspicious deaths at Riverdell Hospital, a 
small osteopathic facility located in Oradell, New 
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Jersey. In each case, patients were admitted to the 
hospital for surgery and died of unrelated causes, before 
or after routine surgical procedures. Despite the 
identification and trial of a suspect on murder charges, 
this intriguing case is still unsolved. 


Carl Rohrbeck, age 73, was the first to die, admitted 
for hernia surgery on December 12, 1965, and lost to 
a diagnosed “coronary occlusion” the next day. Four- 
year-old Nancy Savino was signed in for an appendec- 
tomy on March 19, 1966, her death on March 21 
attributed to some “undetermined physiological reac- 
tion.” Margaret Henderson, 26, was admitted to 
Riverdell on April 22; she died the following day, after 
successful exploratory surgery. On May 15, 62-year-old 
Edith Post was booked in for surgery, lost two days later 
to undetermined causes. Ira Holster, 64, entered 
Riverdell for gall bladder surgery on July 12, dying 
without apparent cause on the twenty-ninth. Frank 
Biggs was complaining of an ulcer when he checked in 
on August 20; a week later, the 59-year-old patient was 
dead. Eighty-year-old Mary Muentener died on Sep- 
tember 1, seven days after she was admitted for gall 
bladder surgery. Emma Arzt, age 70, was another gall 
bladder patient, admitted on September 18, dead by 
September 23. Eileen Shaw, 36, also lasted five days at 
Riverdell, dying on October 23, after a successful 
Caesarian section. 


Hospital administrators launched their. investigation 
on November 1, 1966, after a Riverdell surgeon found 
eighteen vials of curare — most nearly empty — in the 
locker assigned to Dr. Mario Jascalevich. An Argentine 
immigrant, Jascalevich — dubbed “Dr. X” by the press 
— moved to the United States in 1955, setting up his 
practice in New Jersey. Confronted with the vials of 
poison, he explained that he had been involved in 
personal experiments with dogs. No motive could be 
ascertained for homicide, and ten years passed before 
the state charged Jascalevich with five counts of murder, 
in May 1976. Formally accused of slaying patients 
Savino, Henderson, Rohrbeck, Biggs and Arzt, the 39- 
year-old physician surrendered his medical license 
pending resolution of the case. 


At trial, in 1978, two of the murder counts were 
dismissed for lack of evidence. After 34 weeks of 
testimony, Jascalevich was acquitted by jurors on 
October 24, returning to his native Argentina a short 
time later. He died there, of a cerebral hemorrhage, in 
September 1984. The case of the curare deaths at 
Riverdell remains officially unsolved today. 


HOSPITAL MURDERS 
— TORONTO 


Between June 1980 and March 1981, the cardiac 
ward at Toronto’s Hospital for Sick Children expe- 
rienced a dramatic 616% leap in infant mortality, with 
the number of actual deaths estimated between 21 and 
43 babies in various police and media reports. The first 
“suspicious” death was that of 18-day-old Laura 
Woodcock, lost June 30, 1980. Two months later, after 
20 deaths, a group of nurses on the ward voiced their 
concern to resident cardiologists, and a fruitless 
investigation was launched on September 5, in the 
interest of resolving “morale problems.” 


Still, the deaths continued, and on March 12, 1981, 
a staff physician aired his personal suspicions in a 
conversation with Toronto’s coroner. An autopsy of the 
latest victim, 27-day-old Kevin Garnett, found thirteen 
times the normal level of digoxin — a drug used to 
regulate heart rhythm, itself fatal if taken in too large a 
dose. On March 21, following more deaths and discov- 
ery of elevated digoxin levels in two more corpses, the 
coroner met with detectives and hospital administrators 
in an emergency session. Members of the cardiac 
nursing team were placed on three days leave while 
officers began to search their lockers, comparing work 
schedules with the dates and times of suspicious deaths. 


On March 22, with locker searches under way, 
another baby died on the cardiac ward at Sick Kids. 
Justin Cook is generally named as the last victim in a 
bizarre string of slayings, his death attributed to a 
massive digoxin overdose, deliberately inflicted by 
persons unknown. Three days later, police arrested 
nurse Susan Nelles on one count of murder, adding 
three identical charges to the list on March 27. As 
“evidence” of her involvement in the crimes, officers 
referred to certain “odd” remarks and facial expressions 
mentioned by other nurses, noting that 24 of the 
suspicious deaths occurred on Nelles’s shift, between 1 
and 5 a.m. 


With Nelles on leave pending trial, bizarre events 
continued at the hospital. In September 1981, nurse 
Phyllis Trayner found capsules of propanolol — another 
heart regulator — in the salad she was eating for lunch, 
and a second nurse spooned more pills out of her soup. 
Administrators had no explanation for the incident, and 
rumors flourished of a “phantom” or a “maniac” 
stalking the hospital corridors. 


A preliminary hearing in the case of Susan Nelles 
opened on July 11, 1982, with prosecutors citing 16 
other “carbon copy” murders in addition to the four 
already charged. Four months later, on May 21, the 
pending charges were unconditionally dismissed, a 
presiding judge describing Nelles as “an excellent nurse” 
with “an excellent record.” At the same time, he noted 
that five of the hospital deaths were apparently murders, 
committed by persons unknown. 


Fresh out of suspects, the state launched ‘its first 
judicial probe of the case on May 25, requesting 
assistance from the Atlanta-based Center for Disease 
Control four months later. CDC’s report on 36 submit- 
ted cases called 18 of the deaths “suspicious,” with seven 
listed as probable homicide; another ten cases were 
“consistent” with deliberate digoxin poisoning, but there 
was insufficient evidence for a definitive conclusion. 


A new judicial inquiry was ordered on April 21, 
1983, and Gary Murphy, six months old, died on the 
cardiac ward two days later, his passing notable for 
“elevated digoxin levels” discovered in post mortem 
testing. Murphy’s death was excluded from the “official” 
list when hearings began on June 21, with testimony 
pointing vaguely toward a different suspect on the staff. 
By February 1984, cardiac nurses were voicing suspi- 
cions against Phyllis Trayner, one reporting that she saw 
Trayner inject infant Allana Miller’s I.V. bottle with an 
unknown drug three hours before the baby died, on 
March 21, 1981. Trayner flatly denied all charges of 
impropriety, and the commission left her denials 
unchallenged, refusing to name a suspect in its January 
1985 report. That document describes eight infant 
deaths as murders, while another 13 are listed as “highly 
suspicious” or merely “suspicious.” At this writing, the 
Toronto case remains unsolved, the killer(s) still at large. 


HURD, STEVEN CRAIG 


A barbiturate addict and native of Southern Califor- 
nia, born in 1950, by the age of 20 Hurd had organized 
a small Satanic cult in Orange County, recruiting three 
teenage boys and a 31-year-old woman as his devoted 
followers. From time to time, as cash ran short, they 
lived like trolls, in highway culverts, dropping pills and 
raiding garbage cans for food. When they grew tired of 
chanting and dismembering small animals, they looked 
around for larger game, a greater “kick,” and found it 
in the form of human sacrifice. On two consecutive 
nights, in June 1970, the cultists murdered a gas station 
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attendant and a teacher, mutilating their victims after 
death in honor of Lucifer. 


Their second victim, 31-year-old Florence Brown, 
was stopped at the intersection of Interstate 5 and Sand 
Canyon Boulevard when the killers piled into her station 
wagon on June 4, abducting her to an orange grove near 
the campus of U.C. Irvine. There, Brown was stabbed 
repeatedly with a long knife, her right arm severed, heart 
and lungs removed as sacrificial offerings. The pitiful 
remains were found by hikers on June 17, in a shallow 
grave near the village of El Cariso, a half-mile east of 
the Orange County line. So grisly were the mutilations 
that a sheriff's officer advised the press, “We have some 
kind of nut on our hands.” 


Upon arrest, Hurd told authorities that he had 
planned to use Brown’s car to visit San Francisco and 
meet the presiding “Head Devil.” Hurd’s attorney 
rejected any connection to Anton LaVey’s Church of 
Satan, a sentiment LaVey was quick to echo from his 
base in San Francisco, but it made no difference in the 
end. Diagnosed as legally insane, Hurd was confined to 
Atascadero State Hospital, where he continues to report 
the periodic visits of “Father Satan.” His teenage 
disciples were referred to the California juvenile system 
for “rehabilitation.” 


HUSEREAU, PHILIP 


The accidental death of Philip Husereau, on February 
18, 1988, was no more curious or twisted than the 
drifter’s life. Police in Rochester, New York, report that 
Husereau was suffocated while engaged in masturba- 
tion, with his head inside a plastic bag of nitrous oxide 
“laughing gas.” Next day, his sister told authorities of 
Husereau’s confessions in the deaths of five successive 
girlfriends, during 1983 and ’84. His victims included 
Phyllis Weathers, a cocktail waitress and topless dancer 
whose body was found on a vacant lot in Las Vegas, 
Nevada, on August 10, 1984. According to Husereau’s 
confession, kept secret by his sister while he lived, the 
murders occurred during sex, when Husereau lost 
control of himself and strangled his partners or beat 
them to death. 


“1-35 MURDERS” 
— TEXAS 


Interstate Highway 35 covers some 740 miles from 
Salina, Kansas, in the north, to Laredo, Texas, on the 
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Mexican border. More than half the highway’s length — 
in excess of 420 miles — runs north-to-south across the 
Lone Star State, past Gainesville, Denton, splitting to 
accommodate the twin giants of Dallas-Ft. Worth, 
reuniting above Hillsboro for the long run south, 
through Waco, Temple, Austin, San Antonio. Between 
1976 and 1981 the Texas stretch of I-35 was the hunting 
ground for a killer (or killers) who preyed on hitchhikers 
and motorists in trouble, claiming at least 22 victims in 
five years time. Some officers believe the stalker is at 
large today. 


The first “official” victim was 21-year-old Lesa 
Haley, found two miles north of Waxahachie, Texas, on 
August 23, 1976. Bound for Oklahoma City, traveling 
by thumb, she was last seen climbing into a van at 
Waco. Haley was stabbed in the neck with an awl 
before she was dumped on the shoulder of I-35. 


On the night of November 5, 1978, 19-year-old 
Frank Key and 18-year-old Rita Salazar ran out of gas 
on a date in Austin. Next morning, Key was found north 
of Georgetown, shot nine times with a .22-caliber pistol, 
including four post-mortem shots in the back of the 
head. Salazar’s body, shot six times with the same gun, 
was found on a frontage road near Waco. 


Sharon Schilling, age 27, was found on a street in San 
Marcos, Texas, on Labor Day 1979, a few blocks from 
I-35. Shot once in the abdomen with a .410-gauge 
shotgun, she died on September 13, without regaining 
consciousness. Less than a month later, on October 8, 
Sandra Dubbs was kidnapped after her car broke down 
on the drive from St. Louis to San Antonio. Her body, 
stabbed 35 times, was discovered in Travis County, 
Texas. On Halloween, the strangled body of a “Jane 
Doe” victim, nude except for a pair of orange socks, was 
found in a highway culvert near Georgetown. 


On June 23, 1980, victim Rodney Massey, shot four 
times, was found in a field near Temple, Texas, 70 miles 
north of the state capital at Austin. On July 9 of that 
year, a Hispanic “Jane Doe” was discovered near 
Pflugerville, stabbed 27 times with a screwdriver; her 
pants had been pulled down, although there was no 
evidence of sexual assault. In May 1981, yet another 
“Jane Doe” was found near New: Braunfels, shot six 
times in the head with a .25-caliber pistol. 


Authorities convened in Austin to discuss the murders 
on October 30, 1981, but their review of the case 
produced no solid suspects. Two years later, serial 
slayers Henry Lucas and Ottis Toole confessed to most 


of the I-35 murders — and Lucas was sentenced to die 
on conviction in the “orange socks” case — but 
subsequent renunciation of the Lucas confessions, in 
1985, has returned several cases to the “unsolved” 
column. Texas authorities remain divided on the 
question of Lucas’s guilt, or the involvement of multiple 
killers in the I-35 murder series. (See also: Lucas, Henry; 
Toole, Ottis) 


INFANT MURDERS 
— NEW HAMPSHIRE 


The town of Somersworth, New Hampshire, is a 
peaceful place, immune to the endemic violence that has 
blighted larger cities in the years since World War II. 
It is a place of simple pleasures, a traditional respect for 
God and country, unaccustomed to the limelight of 
publicity. That changed in April 1982, when residents 
Earl and Ruth Davis opened an old steamer trunk in 
their basement, releasing the contents of a grim 
Pandora’s box. 


The trunk had lain unopened in the dust and damp 
for 20 years, ever since Shirley Thomas — a friend from 
nearby Rochester — had asked the Davises to store it 
for her, pleading lack of space. Curiosity finally got the 
better of Ruth Davis, and she recruited her husband’s 
help to spring the rusty locks on April 6, 1982. Inside, 
they found four tiny suitcases, each containing the 
mummified remains of a newborn infant, wrapped in 
local newspapers spanning the years between 1949 and 
1952, 


Authorities speculated that the infants may have been 
slain in a cold-blooded “baby-snuffing” scheme, with 
unwed mothers giving up babies for adoption to 
someone who killed them instead. New Hampshire 
State Attorney General Gregory Smith declined to 
prosecute Shirley Thomas, believing the trunk was 
entrusted to her by a deceased third party. Somersworth 
Police Chief Ronald Perron summed up the local 
feelings of shock in a comment to Newsweek reporters. 
“It’s almost too bizarre to be true,” he remarked. “You 
don’t think these things happen in our part of the 
country — maybe down South.” 


On November 27, 1988, the New Hampshire state 
attorney general’s office released an investigative report 
on the case, hoping that new leads might develop 
through publicity. In that report, pathologists describe 
the four infants as newborn or premature babies, 


suggesting that an unidentified “piece of metal” found 
in the trunk may have been an abortion tool. According 
to former co-workers, the trunk’s original owner often 
looked pregnant but never had children. To date, no 
arrests have been made in the case, and none are 
anticipated. 


INFANT MURDERS 
— NEW YORK 


On September 29, 1915, Joseph Miller, night 
watchman at a pier on South 11th Street, in the 
Williamsburg section of New York City, noticed two 
dark objects floating in the Hudson River. Scrambling 
into a boat, Miller followed the current and fished out 
the pieces of flotsam, appalled to discover that two baby 
girls had been thrown in the river to drown. 


A coroner’s report revealed the victims to be less than 
two days old. Worse yet, a scan of recent files told 
homicide detectives that a dozen other infants, three 
days old or less, had been recovered from the Hudson 
in the past six weeks. Found floating anywhere from 
South 11th Street to Broadway, most of the tiny victims 
had been tossed in the water naked, to drown; a few 
were bundled up so tightly that they must have 
suffocated prior to entering the river, as no water was 
discovered in their lungs. 


Without a single clue to work on, homicide investi- 
gators organized a special team to prowl the waterfront 
by night, but they were flying blind. A spokesman for 
the force announced that someone in the neighborhood 
was “systematically engaged in the slaying of new-born 
babies,” but a recognition of the problem offered no 
solution. With publicity, the grim parade of tiny corpses 
ceased. The case remains unsolved. 


IONOSYAN, 
VLADIMIR M. 


In early January 1964, residents of Moscow whis- 
pered warnings to their neighbors of a mysterious, long- 
nosed killer prowling the city, knocking on doors at 
random, gaining entry to the homes of his victims by 
posing as a meter-reader for Moscow Gas. It seemed a 
nearly fool-proof gimmick, since the men from Mosgas 
made their rounds each month and were unlikely to 
arouse suspicion. 
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In the absence of reliable reports, with widespread 
tales of women slain and children mutilated, paranoia 
took control. By mid-month, the authorities reported 
that at least two Mosgas workers had been violently 
assaulted on their rounds, roughed up by tenants who 
were not inclined to scrutinize credentials. It became a 
standing joke for friends to telephone each other, 
hanging on the line in silence for a while before they 
whispered, “Mosgas calling.” 


On January 16, Moscow police announced the arrest 
of a suspect in the case. Vladimir Ionosyan, 26, was an 
unemployed actor fallen on hard times. He had turned 
to burglary as a source of revenue, reportedly killing in 
the process. Charged with the ax murders of two boys 
and a woman in downtown Moscow, Ionosyan was also 
linked with two similar killings in a suburban district. 


Vladimir’s arrest resulted from a general police alert 
to taxi drivers, circulating suspect sketches with 
instructions to beware of anyone who looked suspicious. 
Officers were summoned after Ionosyan stopped a 
trucker on the street and tried to sell a television set — 
a luxury in Soviet society — at bargain prices. 


A three-day trial resulted in Ionosyan’s conviction on 
five counts of murder. Sentenced to death on January 
31, 1964, he was shot by a firing squad the next day. 
Vladimir’s female accomplice, former ballerina Alevtina 
Dmitrieva, received a sentence of fifteen years in prison. 


“IVAN THE RIPPER” 


A decade after Vladimir Ionosyan sparked a local 
panic with the “Mosgas” murders, residents of Moscow 
circulated rumors of another homicidal maniac at large. 
According to reports, the slayer was a fair-haired, 
handsome young man, armed with a cobbler’s bodkin 
or similar instrument, who trailed his female victims 
from the ornate subway stations, stabbing them to death 
in nearby streets and alleys. 


Manhunting is doubly difficult in a society that 
admits to no crime problem, but Moscow police 
indirectly confirmed at least some of the rumors. By 
October 19, extra police and militia patrols were at 
large, their activity officially explained as preparation 
for the upcoming celebration of the Bolshevik revolu- 
tion, on November 7. At the same time, posters bearing 
sketches of a suspect surfaced in the city’s seventeen taxi 
garages, enlisting cab drivers as lookouts in the search. 
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By October 21, police confirmed that they were 
searching for the killer of “a woman.” Inside sources put 
the body-count at seven, with the latest murder five days 
earlier. An eighth intended victim had survived her 
wounds, providing homicide investigators with the 
likeness reproduced in suspect sketches. 


Five days later, on October 26, authorities reported 
they were holding a suspect in a series of stabbings that 
had killed at least eleven Moscow women. The prisoner, 
unnamed, had been arrested on the evening of October 
24, after three victims were slain in a period of twenty- 
four hours. 


Police maintained their news blackout as the suspect 
was shuffled off for psychiatric evaluation, and the 
disposition of his case remains unknown, but this time 
silence backfired. On the streets, a population starved 
for solid news fell back on rumor, doubting that the 
killer had been captured. “They caught one, but there 
is a second killer,” one woman confided to a Western 
journalist. “They still have not caught the main one.” 


“JACK THE RIPPER” 
— ATLANTA, GA 


In the twelve months between May 1911 and May 
1912, black residents of Georgia’s capital were terro- 
rized by the activities of a knife-wielding maniac who 
preyed exclusively on women of color, leaving them 
with throats slashed and bodies mutilated after death. 
Inevitably, he was christened “Jack the Ripper” by the 
local press, and like his namesake, he was never 
captured or identified. Unlike his predecessor, though, 
Atlanta’s ripper claimed an even twenty victims, while 
the 19th-century practitioner had satisfied himself with 
five. 


The early murders in Atlanta were committed with 
a shocking regularity, the slayer claiming victims on 
seven successive Saturday nights, between May 20 and 
July 1, 1911. White newsmen were quick to report that 
the victims were all attractive, well-dressed mulattoes, 
with no “out-and-out black women” slain by the stalker. 
In each case, there was evidence of the woman being 
choked unconscious, after which her throat was slit from 
ear to ear and “the carving of the victim — always in 
the same area of the body — begins.” None of the 
women had been raped, but from the nature of the 
mutilations — tactfully unspecified in media reports — 
it was apparent that the crimes were sexual in nature. 


As in the case of London’s Jack (and nearly all his 
imitators), newsmen noted that the killer “seems to 
possess some knowledge of anatomy.” 


Number seven on the Ripper’s hit list was 40-year- 
old Lena Sharp, slain in the late hours of July 1, her 
head nearly severed, her body “horribly mutilated” after 
death. Concerned when Sharp was late arriving home, 
her daughter started searching in the streets. She was 
accosted by a well-dressed black man, but his manner- 
isms frightened her, and as she turned to flee he stabbed 
her in the back. Escaping with her life, she offered 
homicide investigators a description of the man, but no 
arrests resulted from the lead. 


The Ripper’s first near-miss resulted in a change of 
schedule, slowing down his pace. He would require ten 
months to claim another thirteen victims in Atlanta, 
mutilating his last target — a “comely yellow girl” of 
19 years — on Friday, May 10, 1912. A large reward 
collected by the black community produced no takers, 
and the case remains unsolved today. It is, perhaps, 
coincidental that the years 1911 and 1912 also wit- 
nessed the unsolved ax murders of more than 40 
mulatto victims in Texas and Louisiana. 


“JACK THE RIPPER” 
— NEW YORK CITY 


At five years old, Lenora Cohn was used to running 
errands for her mother. She was not required to leave 
the tenement that housed her family, except on rare 
occasions, and her chores were never rigorous, but she 
was learning to rely upon herself. The lesson would have 
served her well, had she survived. 


At 7:30 on the evening of March 19, 1915, Lenora’s 
mother sent her for a pail of milk. It was a simple task 
— she merely had to run downstairs — and neighbors 
saw her toiling homeward with a brimming pail ten 
minutes later. She was nearly home, already climbing 
toward the third-floor landing and her own apartment, 
when she passed out of their sight. At 7:45, Augusta 
Johnson heard an infant’s cry outside her door, directly 
opposite the stairwell. Peering out, she saw a small child 
lying on her face, apparently the victim of a fall. 
Concerned, Miss Johnson rushed to help. The child was 
cradled in her arms before she saw the dark blood 
welling out of ragged knife wounds, soaking through the 
tiny dress. 


Police were summoned to the tenement, along Third 
Avenue, but they found little in the way of clues. 
Lenora’s pail of milk was sitting at the bottom of the 
stairs, where she was found, and not a drop had spilled. 
Detectives scouring the tenement found drops of blood 
on two steps of another staircase, on the far side of the 
house, but their significance remains obscure. Lenora’s 
left hand clenched a tuft of short, gray hair, and bruises 
on her throat reflected violent contact with a larger- 
than-average hand. She had apparently been’choked 
unconscious, stabbed and mutilated afterward with 
something like a leather worker’s knife. 


As if the nightmare of a murdered child were not 
enough, Lenora’s mother soon became the target of 
sadistic letters, written by an individual who claimed to 
be the killer. Picking up on garish headlines in the press, 
the author signed his letters “Jack the Ripper,” after 
London’s gaslight ghoul of 1888. The notes were 
handed over to police, who passed them on to United 
States postal inspectors. On April 29, a 27-year-old 
Austrian named Edward Richman was arrested in 
connection with the mailings, quickly cleared of actual 
involvement in the homicide. 


But the arrest of Richman did not stop the letters. 
One day after he was jailed, another note was posted to 
Lenora’s mother. It read: 


Dear Mrs. Cohn: Just a line to let you know 
that the person that is accused of writing 
letters to you is innocent. I am the fellow that 
wrote you the letters, and as I said before a 
man that keeps his ears open and mouth shut 
will always get along and never get caught. 
Some day thats if I get the chair I may 
confess. But as long as I am out they can 
never get me. Kindly give the enclosed letter 
to the police and tell them I wrote it. From 


H.B. RICHMOND, Jack-the-Ripper 


Enclosed with the letter was a second envelope, 
marked “Give this to the police.” Inside was a letter that 
read: 


Why don’t you drop this case? You know 
that man can’t get me in 100 years from now 
so its no youse in sirchen for me. I am a wise 
guy you know but wise guys never get 
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caught. You may think that I am a fool to 
write you But I am writing just to show that 
I aint afraid. Mr. Richmond is innocent of 
the letter which you accuse him of writing to 
Mrs. Cohn. I am the one that wrote all of 
them. As I told you in one of my letters that 
is going to be the biggest murders to be 
committed in N.Y. that was ever known. 
Now do you see I am true. 


H.B. RICHMOND 
JACK-THE-RIPPER 


Police initially suspected Edward Richman of 
attempting to divert suspicion from himself, and visitors 
who called on him in jail were shadowed as potential 
cohorts, but no link between the suspect and the final 
“Ripper” letters was established. Officers intent on 
tracing “H.B. Richmond” came up empty-handed, still 
concerned about the recent note’s allusion to the 
possibility of further slayings. 


On May 3, the threat was realized. Charles Murray, 
four years old, did not respond when members of his 
family called him in from play at 7:30 in the evening. 
A hasty search was organized, uncovering his mutilated 
body tucked beneath a staircase in the family’s First 
Avenue tenement. Police responding to the call 
announced that Murray’s killer “very likely” was the 
same man who had slashed Lenora Cohn on March 19. 
The victim’s sister, Mamie, offered a description of the 
killer, but police eventually dismissed it as the product 
of a child’s imagination. 


Meanwhile, homicide detectives and patrolmen 
fanned out through the neighborhood in search of clues. 
Five doors up the street, they met the frantic parents of 
Louisa Niedig, six, who had apparently escaped the 
killer’s clutches moments earlier. While playing on the 
street outside a bakery, waiting for her aunt to get off 
work, Louisa was approached by a neatly-dressed man, 
wearing a black derby hat and sporting a dark mustache. 
When she refused to speak with him, he grabbed her 
arm and dragged Louisa through an open doorway, but 
her screams brought neighbors on the run and her 
attacker fled before she suffered any harm. 


At 47th Street and Third, Patrolman Curry was 
approached by several girls, aged eight to twelve, who 
said two men were chasing them with knives. Just then, 
the suspects came around a corner, stopping short at 
sight of Curry’s badge. When Curry ordered them to 
halt, they rushed him, drawing blades and slashing him 
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across the hand before he battered one assailant to the 
ground. The other fled, abandoning a stunned James 
Daly to his fate, but no connection was established with 
the Ripper crimes. 


Reports kept pouring in, but all of them were vague, 
and none contained the crucial information that would 
crack the case. At Stuyvesant Park, twelve- and thirteen- 
year-old girls informed detectives that a stranger with a 
dark mustache and Van Dyke beard had been “annoy- 
ing” them for several months. Inspector Joseph Faurot 
informed reporters that “the ripper type... is one of the 
shrewdest and most elusive of criminals,” an opinion 
seconded by Coroner Israel Feinberg. More murders 
were expected, Feinberg said, unless the killer could be 
found “within ten days.” 


The panic spread. On May 8, fifty men and boys 
attacked a Ripper suspect after two small boys accused 
him of “suspicious” actions. Rescued by police, the 
bloodied victim proved to be a Polish shoemaker, 
visiting friends on the street where he once had his shop. 


On Sunday, May 9, two neighborhood housewives 
found crude, pencilled notes on their doormats, signed 
“The Ripper Jack.” In each, the author threatened death 
to children of the target families; they would be killed 
on Monday afternoon, the letters said, or kidnapped 
from their homes that night if all else failed. There were 
no incidents on Monday, and on May 12 officers 
secured confessions from two girls who wrote the notes 
“for fun.” That afternoon, another “Ripper” note was 
traced to its author, an eighteen-year-old, who had 
threatened her employer’s children out of spite. 


Exposure of such childish hoaxes did not ease the 
local atmosphere of tension. On the evening of May 15, 
six-year-old Anna Lombardi was lured into a basement 
by a man who raped her there. A mob went looking for 
the suspect, but police — who claimed to know his 
name — denied a link between the rape and murders. 
Two days later, when patrolmen arrested Stephen 
Lukovich for beating his wife and child, rumors spread 
that “a ripper” was in custody, drawing 1,000 outraged 
vigilantes to the street outside the precinct house. 


Nor was the Ripper scare confined to New York City. 
On June 22, Inspector Faurot visited Philadelphia, 
where a man in custody had recently confessed to 
murdering a child “on |Sth Street.” Detectives had no 
knowledge of the crime, but young Charles Murray had 
been slain near 16th Street, and so the suspect warranted 
an interview. Faurot found his man confined in the 


mental ward of a local hospital, coming away from the 
interrogation convinced of his innocence in the Ripper 
crimes. In August, Lieutenant Patrick Gildea was 
dispatched to Baltimore, where Ripper suspect Edward 
Jones was being held on charges of defrauding his 
landlady. Informant Grace Elliott had denounced her 
common-law husband as the slayer, and while the 
woman’s own behavior seemed erratic, irresponsible, 
New York authorities were notified. It was revealed that 
Jones and Elliott had lived in New York City when the 
homicides occurred, but there was nothing to connect 
them with the crimes. Interrogated by Gildea, Grace 
Elliott withdrew her charges, denying earlier statements 
that Jones had “confessed” the murders in her presence. 
Rather, she decided, he was simply interested in reading 
articles about the crimes. 


The trail grew cold, and local panic faded over time. 
Despite assignment of 100 homicide detectives to the 
case, interrogation of innumerable “witnesses” and 
suspects, no solution was forthcoming in the case. As 
with Atlanta’s Ripper — and his several predecessors of 
the 19th century — the New York crimes remain 
unsolved. 


“JACK THE STRIPPER” 


Seventy years after Jack the Ripper murdered and 
disemboweled prostitutes in London’s East End, a new 
generation of hookers learned to live with the ever- 
present fear of a lurking killer. This “Jack” carried no 
knife and penned no jaunty letters to the press, but he 
was every bit as lethal (claiming eight victims to the 
Ripper’s five) and possessed of far greater longevity 
(operating over nearly six years, instead of the Ripper’s 
ten weeks). At the “conclusion” of the case, both slayers 
shared a common attribute: despite a wealth of theories 
and assertions, neither “Jack” was ever publicly 
identified. 


On June 17, 1959, prostitute Elizabeth Figg, 21, was 
found floating in the Thames, clad only in a slip, her 
death attributed to strangulation. Four and a half years 
passed before discovery of the next murder, with the 
skeleton of 22-year-old Gwynneth Rees unearthed 
during clearance of a Thames-side rubbish dump, on 
November 8, 1963. The cause of death was difficult to 
ascertain, and homicide investigators later tried to 
disconnect both murders from the “Stripper” series, but 
today the better evidence suggests that these were 


practice runs, the early crimes committed by a killer 
who had yet to hit his stride. 


Jack the Stripper: Scotland Yd. suspect sketch 


Thirty-year-old Hannah Tailford was the next to die, 
her naked corpse discovered in the Thames by boatmen 
on February 2, 1964. Her stockings were pulled down 
around her ankles, panties stuffed inside her mouth, but 
she had drowned, and the inquest produced an “open” 
verdict, refusing to rule out suicide, however improbable 
it seemed. 


On April 9, 1964, 20-year-old Irene Lockwood was 
found naked and dead in the Thames, floating 300 yards 
from the spot where Tailford was found. Another 
drowning victim, she was four months pregnant when 
she died. Suspect Kenneth Archibald confessed to the 
murder later that month, then recanted his statement, 
blaming depression. He was subsequently cleared at 
trial. 


Helen Barthelemy, age 20, was the first victim found 
away from the river. On April 24, her naked body was 
discovered near a sports field in Brentwood, four front 
teeth missing, with part of one lodged in her throat. 
Traces of multi-colored spray paint on the body 
suggested that she had been kept for a while after death 
in a paint shop, before she was dumped in the field. 
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On July 14, 21-year-old Mary Fleming was dis- 
carded, nude and lifeless, on a dead-end London street. 
Witnesses glimpsed a van driver near the scene, but 
none could finally describe the man or vehicle with any 
certainty. Missing since July 11, Fleming had apparently 
been suffocated or choked to death — as opposed to 
strangled — and her dentures were missing from the 
scene. 


Margaret McGowan, 21, had been missing a month 
when her nude corpse was found in Kensington, on 
November 25, 1964. Police noted the familiar traces of 
paint on her skin, and one of her teeth had been forced 
from its socket in front. The last to die was 27-year-old 
Bridget O’Hara, last seen alive on January 11, 1965, her 
body found on February 16, hidden in some shrubbery 
on the Heron Trading Estate, in Acton. Her front teeth 
were missing, and pathologists determined she had died 
on her knees. The corpse was partially mummified, as 
if from prolonged storage in a cool, dry place. 


Despite appeals to prostitutes for information on their 
“kinky” customers, police were groping in the dark. 
Inspector John Du Rose suggested that the last six 
victims had been literally choked to death by oral sex, 
removal of the teeth in four cases offering vague support 
for the hypothesis. A list of suspects had supposedly 
been narrowed down from 20 men to three when one 
of those committed suicide, gassing himself in the 
kitchen and leaving a cryptic note: “I cannot go on.” It 
might mean anything — or nothing — but the murders 
ended with the nameless suspect’s death, and so police 
seem satisfied, although the case remains officially 
unsolved. 


Who was the Stripper? Suspects range from a 
deceased prize fighter to an unnamed ex-policeman, but 
police favored a private security guard who worked the 
night shift on the Heron Trading Estate, his rounds 
including the paint shop where at least some of the 
victims were apparently stashed after death. The only 
“evidence” of guilt is the cessation of similar crimes after 
the suspect’s suicide, but numerous serial killers — from 
the Ripper to the modern Zodiac and Babysitter — have 
“retired” once they achieved a certain body-count. The 
best that we can say for Scotland Yard’s solution is that 
it is plausible, but unconfirmed. 


JACKSON, ANTHONY J. 


Eight years after the solution of the “Boston 
Strangler” case, Massachusetts co-eds were terrorized by 
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a new series of brutal rape-murders. Unlike one 
strangler’s crimes, all victims in the latest series were 
young, between 18 and 22 years of age, and none were 
killed in their homes. As bodies were retrieved and 
evidence compiled, it soon became apparent that 
Boston’s new slayer was preying on attractive hitchhik- 
ers, selecting his victims as random “targets of 
opportunity.” 

The killer claimed his first two victims in late 
September 1972, picking off 18-year-old Kathleen 
Randall a week after she enrolled at Boston University. 
Last seen thumbing rides near the campus, she was 
found two weeks later, raped and strangled in rural New 
Hampshire. Two days after Randall’s disappearance, 
19-year-old Debra Stevens was raped and strangled to 
death at Lynn, Massachusetts, her body discarded 
within 50 yards of home. 


Victim Ellen Reich was another habitual hitchhiker. 
A 19-year-old sophomore at Emerson College, she lived 
off campus in the Back Bay area, traveling by thumb in 
preference to laying out the money for a car. The 
practice cost her life on November 9. Strangled and 
stabbed several times, she had been dead at least four 
days when searchers found her body on November 14, 
nailed inside the closet of an abandoned house in 
Boston’s Roxbury district. 


Sandra Ehramjian, age 21, also liked to hitchhike 
when she wasn’t earning money as a Boston taxi driver. 
A resident of Cambridge, she vanished November 27, 
en route to a dentist’s appointment, her strangled corpse 
found the next day in a culvert near Waldo Lake, in 
suburban Brockton. Two days later, honor student 
Synge Gillespie vanished while thumbing rides in 
Boston. A telephone ransom demand for $25,000 
brought relatives no closer to recovery of their loved 
one, and the Boston slayer had claimed three more 
victims by Christmas, all strangled or suffocated, with 
some stabbed for good measure. 


Police got their break on December 26, when 33- 
year-old Anthony Jackson was arrested following a 
high-speed chase and shootout with Cambridge patrol- 
men. Booked on charges of assault with a deadly 
weapon, operating an automobile to endanger, and 
illegal possession of firearms, he was indicted for the 
Gillespie murder on February 3, 1973. A blood-soaked 
Cadillac, discovered in a Brockton junkyard, was 
believed to be the murder scene, and while evidence 
would remain elusive in several cases, investigators 
noted that the co-ed killings stopped abruptly with 
Jackson’s arrest. 


JACKSON, CALVIN 


A small-time thief who sold his loot to buy narcotics, 
Calvin Jackson might have been ignored in New York 
City, ranked with thousands like himself and hastily 
forgotten, if his petty crimes had not accelerated into 
rape and brutal murder. As it was, complacent homicide 
investigators failed to recognize a pattern in his crimes 
for better than a year. Before they ran their man to earth, 
he claimed nine lives. 


West 77th may fairly be classified as one of New 
York’s mean streets. It is better than some, worse than 
many, and no prize by any standards. In spite of its 
pretentious name, the Park Plaza Hotel, on West 77th, 
was a flea-bag catering to middle-aged and older 
women, scaling its facilities and rates to accommodate 
fixed incomes. Death was not the most unusual means 
of checking out, considering the average age of tenants, 
but in 1973 and ’74 a lethal specter stalked the Park 
Plaza’s corridors, driving the mortality rate sky-high. 


Theresa Jordan was the first to die, on April 10, 
1973. The youngest of the killer’s victims at age thirty- 
nine, she was discovered, raped and suffocated, in her 
tiny room. From all appearances, a thief had torn the 
place apart. 


Kate Lewisohn, age 65, was murdered on July 19. A 
caller found her trussed up on the bed, her small 
apartment looted. After being raped, she had been 
strangled, with her skull bashed in. 


Police examining the crimes in search of a pattern 
soon lost interest, when the killer took a nine-month 
leave of absence. His return, on April 24, 1974, was 
nearly overlooked, authorities ascribing 60-year-old 
Mable Hartmeyer’s death to arteriosclerosis. A second, 
Closer look revealed the victim had been raped and 
strangled, with assorted items missing from her room. 


On April 28, Yetta Vishnefsky, age 79, was found 
dead in her room at the Park Plaza. She had been raped, 
bound with her own nylon stockings, a butcher knife 
plunged to the hilt in her back. Items of clothing and 
jewelry were missing, along with a portable television 
Sét: 


As spring gave way to summer, terror descended on 
the lonely tenants of the Park Plaza Hotel. Winifred 
Miller, 47, was strangled, raped, and robbed on June 8. 
Eleven days later, Blanche Vincent, 71, was suffocated 
and raped in her room, with death initially blamed on 
“alcoholism.” Martha Carpenter, age 69, was suffocated 


and raped July 1. The death of Eleanor Platt, 64, on 
August 30, was initially dubbed “suspicious,” without 
known cause; autopsy results confirmed she had been 
suffocated and raped after death. In each case, the 
murderer stole radios, televisions, or similar items worth 
a few hundred dollars. 


On September 12, 1974, the slayer left his chosen 
hunting ground for the first time, striking one block 
away, on West 77th. That morning, Pauline Spanier- 
man, 59, was found dead in her apartment, raped and 
strangled, with her television missing. A neighbor 
recalled seeing a man on the fire escape, lugging a TV 
set, around three o’clock in the morning, and detectives 
started searching door-to-door. They soon turned up the 
missing television, in a nearby flat, and were informed 
that it belonged to Calvin Jackson, who was staying 
with the tenants temporarily. 


Police knew Jackson as a junkie-mugger, with a 
record of arrests for robbery and assault. His latest bust 
had occurred in November 1973; charged with burglary 
and felonious robbery, Jackson had bargained down to 
a misdemeanor, serving only thirty days. In retrospect, 
detectives wondered if they might be looking at a partial 
explanation for the killer’s “vacation” during the winter 
of 1973-74. The clincher came when officers discovered 
that their suspect, 26 years old, was employed as a 
janitor at the Park Plaza Hotel. 


In custody, Jackson readily confessed to all nine 
murders, stating that he often lingered with his victims 
for an hour or more, eating food from their refrigerators, 
watching carefully to make sure they were dead. When 
victims were molested, Jackson said, he always raped 
them after death. In testimony at his six-week trial, 
Calvin testified that his crimes were all committed to 
support his habit, leading prosecutors to inquire why it 
was necessary for his victims to be killed, their corpses 
violated. “Well,” he told the court, “I guess I kind of 
broke wild there, you know?” 


Convicted on an epic list of charges, Jackson was 
sentenced to eighteen consecutive terms of life imprison- 
ment. With time for good behavior, he will theoretically 
be eligible for parole in the year 2030 A.D. 


JACKSON, 
RICHARD HILLIARD 


A Maryland handyman, Jackson was convicted of 
murdering his infant stepson in 1972. Sentenced to ten 
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years in prison, he served only twenty-three months 
before his parole to a half-way house in Riverdale. In 
July 1977, he was charged with the beating and 
strangulation of an elderly female victim, pleading 
innocent by reason of insanity. A psychiatric report 
suggested that the murder occurred while “the defendant 
was, in all likelihood, suffering from an acute psychotic 
state, characterized by agitation, paranoia and suicidal 
ideas, which was partly due to acute alcoholic intoxica- 
tion but also due to his basic paranoid personality.” 
Jurors, distressed at the news of his early release in a 
prior murder case, rejected the psychiatric evidence, 
finding Jackson sane and guilty as charged. 


JAMES, EUGENE H. 


Convicted of stabbing several Baltimore women in 
unprovoked attacks, James had served seven and a half 
years in prison when he was released, in December 
1947, on “Christmas parole.” If the authorities believed 
their man was rehabilitated, they had made a fatal error. 
James was not imbued with Christmas spirit, but he did 
possess the same compelling urge to kill that had 
resulted in his first imprisonment. 


On June 15, 1948, in Baltimore, he raped and robbed 
a housewife, leaving her alive and otherwise uninjured. 
Twelve days later, in Washington, D.C., he ambushed 
11-year-old Carol Bardwell in a city park, dragging the 
girl off her bicycle and stabbing her to death. On July 
6, he repeated the tactic in Baltimore, killing another 11- 
year-old, Marsha Brill. Arrested in the latter case and 
ultimately charged with all his recent crimes, James was 
tried, convicted, and returned to prison for life. 


“JANE DOE” MURDERS 


On April 24, 1985, FBI agents met with local 
detectives from five states at a special conference held 
in Nashville, Tennessee. Their purpose: to coordinate 
investigation into homicides of female victims in a five- 
state area, from mid-September 1984 through early 
April 1985. Although the victims were reported to have 
certain traits in common, leading homicide detectives to 
suspect their deaths may be related, none have been 
identified, so far. In law enforcement parlance, they are 
all “Jane Does.” 


While one account refers to eight established victims, 
murdered since October 1983, the only published list is 
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limited to six. In age, they range from roughly eighteen 
years to forty; their hair color ranged from strawberry 
blonde to deep auburn, with every shading of red in 
between, suggesting a killer fascinated by red-heads. All 
were strangled or suffocated, their bodies discarded near 
interstate highways forming a corridor of murder 
between Arkansas on the southwest to Pennsylvania in 
the northeast. 


The first “Jane Doe” was found near Shereville, 
Arkansas, on September 16, 1984. Two days before 
Christmas, a second corpse was found in Comru 
Township, Pennsylvania. New Year’s Day found 
number three near Jellico, Tennessee, and a fourth 
victim was retrieved near Hernando, Mississippi, on 
January 24. On March 31, Ashland City, Tennessee, 
was the site of another gruesome discovery. The last 
“official” victim was found on April 1, 1985, along 
Interstate 75, near Corbin, Kentucky. 


Prior to the Nashville conference, a list of potential 
victims had included twelve “Jane Does.” With the 
meeting behind them, lawmen felt secure in dropping 
four women killed in Fort Worth, Texas, between 
September 1984 and February 1985; another found 
beside I-81, near Greeneville, Tennessee, on April 14, 
1985; and yet another, found in Ohio on April 24. 


In March of 1985, detectives had been prematurely 
optimistic, pinning hopes upon the testimony of a living 
victim. Linda Schacke had been choked -unconscious 
with her own torn shirt, near Cleveland, Tennessee, and 
left for dead in a culvert beside Interstate 40. The crime 
seemed to fit, and Schacke was able to pick her assailant 
from a police lineup. 


Truck driver Jerry Leon Johns was arrested on 
March 6, 1985, charged with felonious assault and 
aggravated kidnapping in Knox County, Tennessee, but 
he possessed an airtight alibi for every other date in 
question. 


At this writing, neither the “Jane Doe” victims nor 
their slayer have been publicly identified. Since April 
1985, no further victims have been added to the list. 
Without viable suspects, police can only speculate on 
the killer’s location and possible motives for his 
apparent retirement. 


JAPANESE SEX MURDERS 


Racism has played a role in various serial murders, 
but none more pathetic than the case of a 16-year-old 


auto mechanic arrested at Kashiwa, near Tokyo, in 
January 1967. Unidentified in the press because of his 
age, the prisoner’s mother was Japanese, his father a 
black American soldier killed in the Korean war. The 
boy’s mother subsequently married another American 
and moved to the United States, leaving her son behind 
in the care of relatives. 


Shunned by other children as a half-breed, ridiculed 
for his appearance, the boy grew up wild and undisci- 
plined, with a record of thievery beginning in junior 
high school. One of his teachers recalled that the youth 
“had a complex about his color,” and he quickly learned 
to despise females since, in the words of the Japanese 
press, “every young woman laughed at him with scorn.” 


His answer to that scorn, between December 1966 
and January 1967, was a spree of rape and murder, 
claiming three victims in different towns over a six-week 
period. Arrested January 27, he confessed his crimes 
and offered detectives the only available motive. “I hate 
my hair and skin,” he said. 


JOHNSON, FRANK: 
See WALTON, EDWARD 


JOHNSON, MILTON 


An Illinois native, born in 1951, Johnson was 
convicted at age 19 of raping a Joliet woman, torturing 
his victim with a cigarette lighter in the process. The 
charge carried a sentence of 25 to 35 years in prison, 
with a consecutive term of five to ten years added on 
conviction for burglary. Even with “good time,” 
Johnson should have been confined until April 1986, 
but authorities saw fit to release him more than three 
years prematurely, on March 10, 1983. Their generosity 
would cost at least ten lives. 


For two long months, between June 25 and August 
25, 1983, Joliet and surrounding communities were 
terrorized by a series of random “weekend murders,” 
marked by savage violence. Law enforcement officers 
were mobilized to sweep Will County in a search for 
suspects, but the killer managed to elude them, slaugh- 
tering his victims with impunity, while residents stocked 
up on guns and ammunition in their own defense. 


The crime spree started with the death of two Will 
County sisters on Saturday, June 25. A week later, on 
July 2, Kenneth and Terri Johnson were shot to death 


without apparent motive, the woman’s body discarded 
in southwestern Cook County. Five persons — includ- 
ing two deputy sheriffs — were killed on Saturday, July 
16, in what authorities termed a “random wholesale 
slaughter.” The next evening, 18-year-old Anthony 
Wackett was shot to death, his fiancee raped and 
stabbed by a black assailant who left her for dead. 


The violence escalated a month later. On Saturday, 
August 20, four women were shot and stabbed to death 
in a Joliet pottery shop, their handbags dumped nearby 
with money still inside. Once more, police were left 
without a solid clue in the slayings of proprietor Marilyn 
Baers, 46, and her three customers: 75-year-old Anna 
Ryan; 29-year-old Pamela Ryan; and 39-year-old 
Barbara Dunbar. On August 21, the killer(s) shifted to 
Park Forest, in Cook County, binding 40-year-old 
Ralph Dixon and 25-year-old Crystal Knight before 
slashing their throats in Dixon’s apartment, stabbing the 
woman 20 times. The murder of 82-year-old Anna 
Johnson broke the pattern, falling on Thursday, August 
25, and a suspect was swiftly apprehended in that case, 
leaving seventeen murders unsolved. 


On March 9, 1984, Milton Johnson was arrested 
while visiting his parole officer, charged with aggravated 
battery and deviate sexual assault in the rape of 
Anthony Hackett’s fiancee. Officers focused on Johnson 
after repeated complaints of a black pickup driver 
harassing Joliet women over the past two weeks, ending 
when one of the victim’s memorized Johnson’s license 
number. Evidence collected at various murder scenes — 

including fibers, fingerprints, and a sales receipt baring 

the name of Johnson’s step-father — linked Johnson to 
ten of the Will County murders, including Hackett’s, the 
pottery shop massacre, and the carnage of July 16. (The 
receipt had been found beneath one of the murdered 
officers.) In addition to those cases, police saw a “strong 
possibility” of Milton’s participation in the July 2 
murders of Kenneth and Terri Johnson. 


Granted a change of venue on grounds of pretrial 
publicity, the defendant waived his right to trial by jury 
in the Hackett case. Convicted of all counts in Sep- 
tember 1984, he was sentenced to death. Four months 
later, on January 23, 1986, Johnson was convicted of 
quadruple murder in the ceramic shop massacre, a 
second death sentence pronounced five days later. 
Prosecution in five other slayings was indefinitely 
deferred. 
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JONES, GENENE 


In February 1983, a special grand jury convened in 
San Antonio, Texas, investigating the “suspicious” 
deaths of 47 children at Bexar County’s Medical Center 
Hospital over the past four years. A similar probe in 
neighboring Kerr County was focused upon the hospi- 
talization of eight infants who developed respiratory 
problems during treatment at a local clinic. One of those 
children had also died, and authorities were concerned 
over allegations that deaths in both counties were caused 
by deliberate injections of muscle-relaxing drugs. 


Genene Jones, a 32-year-old licensed vocational 
nurse, was one of three former hospital employees 
subpoenaed by both grand juries. With nurse Deborah 
Saltenfuss, Jones had resigned from Medical Center 
Hospital in March 1982, moving on to a job at the Kerr 
County clinic run by another subpoenaed witness, Dr. 
Kathleen Holland. By the time the grand juries con- 
vened, Jones and Holland had both been named as 
defendants in a lawsuit filed by the parents of 15-month- 
old Chelsea McClellan, lost en route to the hospital after 
treatment at Holland’s clinic, in September 1982. 


On May 26, 1983, Jones was indicted on two counts 
of murder in Kerr County, charged with injecting lethal 
doses of a muscle-relaxant and another unknown drug 
to deliberately cause Chelsea McClellan’s death. 
Additional charges of injury were filed in the cases of 
six other children, reportedly injected with drugs 
including succinylincholine during their visits to the 
Holland clinic. Facing a maximum sentence of 99 years 
in prison, Jones was held in lieu of $ 225,000 bond. 


An ex-beautician, Jones had entered nursing in 1977, 
working at several hospitals around San Antonio over 
the next five years. In early 1982, she followed Dr. 
Holland in the move to private practice, but her 
performance at the clinic left much to be desired. In 
August and September 1982, seven children suffered 
mysterious seizures while visiting Dr. Holland’s office, 
their cases arousing suspicion at Kerr County’s Sip 
Peterson Hospital, where they were transferred for 
treatment. Jones was fired from her job on September 
26, after “finding” a bottle of succinylincholine reported 
“lost” three weeks earlier, its plastic cap missing, the 
rubber top pocked with needle marks. 


(In retrospect, Dr. Holland’s choice of nurses seemed 
peculiar, at the very least. Her depositions, filed with the 
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authorities, maintain that hospital administrators had 
“indirectly cautioned” her against hiring Jones, describ- 
ing Genene as a possible suspect in hospital deaths 
dating back to October 1981. Three separate investiga- 
tions were conducted at Bexar County’s hospital 
between November 1981 and February 1983, all 
without cracking the string of mysterious deaths.) 


On November 21, Jones was indicted in San Anto- 
nio, on charges of injuring four-week-old Rolando 
Santos by deliberately injecting him with heparin, an 
anticoagulant, in January 1982. Santos had been 
undergoing treatment for pneumonia when he suffered 
“spontaneous” hemorrhaging, but physicians managed 
to save his life. Their probe continuing, authorities 
branded Jones as a suspect in at least ten infant deaths 
at Bexar County’s pediatric ward. 


Genene’s murder trial opened at Georgetown, Texas, 
on January 15, 1984, with prosecutors introducing an 
ego motive. Like New York’s Richard Angelo, Jones 
allegedly sought to become a hero or “miracle worker” 
by “saving” children in life-and-death situations. Nurses 
from Bexar County also recalled Jenene’s plan to 
promote a pediatric intensive care unit in San Antonio, 
ostensibly by raising the number of seriously-ill children. 
“They’re out there,” she once told a colleague. “All you 
have to do is find them.” 


Jurors deliberated for three hours before convicting 
Jones of murder on February 15, fixing her penalty at 
99 years in prison. Eight months later, on October 24, 
she was convicted of injuring Rolando Santos in San 
Antonio, sentenced to a concurrent term of 60 years. 
Suspected in at least ten other homicides, Jones was 
spared further prosecution when Bexar County hospital 
administrators shredded 9,000 pounds of pharmaceuti- 
cal records in March 1984, destroying numerous pieces 
of evidence then under subpoena by the local grand 


jury. 
JONES, HAROLD 


In February 1921, eight-year-old Freda Burnell was 
abducted from her home at Abertillery, Wales, found 
raped and strangled next morning, in the outhouse 
behind a local shop. Suspicion focused on 15-year-old 
Harold Jones, an employee at the shop, and he was 
finally charged with the murder, acquitted by jurors on 
June 23 after a long and controversial trial. 


Many locals still believed Jones was guilty, and their 
suspicions were born out in early July. On July 8, 11- 


year-old Florence Little disappeared from her home, 
and searchers launched a house-to-house sweep through 
Abertillery two days later, when no trace of the girl 
could be found in the surrounding mountains. At the 
Jones residence, officers found a trapdoor leading from 
Harold’s bedroom into the attic, and there they disco- 
vered his latest victim, her throat slashed from ear to ear. 


A measure of confusion was added to the case on 
July 14, with the arrival of a semi-literate note, allegedly 
penned by the killer. Signing himself “Duffy,” the 
author described himself as a 46-year-old Irishman 
active in the militant Sinn Fein movement. “I think it 
very right,” he wrote, “to kill all I can of England lad 
and girls.” 


Dismissing the letter as a hoax, authorities indicted 
Harold Jones for murder on July 22. In November, 
based upon Jones’s confession to both murders, a 
magistrate imposed the maximum possible sentence for 
killers under sixteen, ordering that Jones be “detained 
during his Majesty’s pleasure.” 


JONES, 
JEFFREY GERARD 


A Sacramento native, born in 1960, Jones attended 
college in Arizona, and was sent home at age 22, after 
he “began to exhibit abnormal behavior.” Psychiatrists 
diagnosed him as a chronic paranoid schizophrenic, 
prescribing anti-psychotic medication, but nothing 
seemed to help his condition. In early 1984, John Jones 
awoke one night to find his son beside the bed, a knife 
in hand, and by May Jeffrey was charged with robbing 
a disabled Davis resident, filing a plea of not guilty by 
reason of insanity. That November a probation report 
filed with the Yolo County court noted that therapy and 
medication had “stabilized” Jones, so that “the proba- 
bility of threat to others is not significant at this time.” 


The full enormity of the mistake was driven home in 
early 1985. On January 21, Jones waylaid Harry Dong 
at Sutter’s Fort, near Sacramento, using a claw hammer 
to slaughter his victim in a public restroom. Hours later, 
he struck at the University of California in Davis, 
battering John Rowland and leaving him for dead in a 
men’s room at the campus medical center. On January 
22, he staked out another restroom in the same building, 
hammering Dr. Michael Corbett to death. On February 
18, Fred Morris was killed in identical fashion, at the 
UC Davis physics-geology building. In the wake of 


Jones’s arrest and indictment, it was revealed that he 
had threatened “to do something bad” in a bid for 
commitment and psychiatric care. 


JONES, SYDNEY 


Hanged for murder in the yard of the Jefferson 
County jail, in Birmingham, Alabama, on June 25, 
1915, Syd Jones left a note in his cell confessing to 
thirteen separate homicides. Eleven of his victims were 
reportedly black men; the two whites were described as 
a Nebraska deputy sheriff and a brakeman on the 
Mobile & Ohio railroad. The letter ended on a wistful 
note. “I’m sorry I missed Richard Moore Sept. 12, 
1912,” Jones wrote. “Just one more would have made 
an even number.” 


JOUBERT, JOHN J. 


On August 22, 1982, 11-year-old Richard Stetson 
disappeared while jogging near his home, in Portland, 
Maine. A motorist found his body the next morning, 
lying beside a rural highway, and while he was initially 
believed to be the victim of a hit-and-run, autopsy 
results showed that Stetson was strangled, then stabbed 
several times in the chest. Bite marks on the body were 
inflicted by a set of human teeth. 


Investigators had no solid evidence to work with, and 
a year elapsed before a suspect, 24 years old, was 
booked for Stetson’s murder. Charges were dismissed in 
February 1984, by which time there were two more 
victims on the list, some 1,500 miles away. 


Danny Joe Eberle, age 13, was delivering newspapers 
in Bellevue, Nebraska, when he vanished on the 
morning of September 18, 1983. His bicycle and papers 
were found inside a gate, at the fourth house on his 
route, but Eberle remained missing until September 21, 
when searchers pulled his body from some roadside 
weeds. Partially stripped, he had been stabbed repeat- 
edly, then dumped where he was found. Detectives 
noticed bite marks on the body, and his ankles had been 
bound before he died. 


On December 2, 12-year-old Christopher Walden 
disappeared while walking to school in Papillion, 
Nebraska, three miles from the scene of the Eberle 
murder. Stabbed repeatedly, his corpse was found by 
pheasant hunters two days later, hidden in a grove of 
trees outside of town. 
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Six weeks later, on January 11, 1984, a suspicious 
young man was seen loitering around a Bellevue pre- 
school. Challenged by an adult attendant, he shoved her, 
threatened her with death, then ran to a nearby car and 
sped away. The attendant memorized his license 
number, and the rented vehicle was traced to 20-year- 
old John Joubert, an enlisted man at nearby Offutt Air 
Force Base. A search of Joubert’s quarters turned up 
rope identical to Danny Eberle’s bindings; more rope 
and a hunting knife were found in his car when Joubert 
was arrested that night. 


In custody, the suspect confessed both local murders, 
warning detectives that he might kill again, if released. 
Charged with two counts of homicide on January 12, 
Joubert was held in lieu of $10 million bond pending 
trial. He pled guilty to both counts on July 3, 1984, and 
a panel of three judges fixed his sentence at death. 


As a native of Portland, Maine, Joubert had also been 
making headlines at home. Detectives noted similarities 
between the two Nebraska murders and the Stetson 
case, instantly bumping Joubert to the head of their 
short suspect list. Hair samples and tooth impressions 
were obtained from Joubert in February 1985, and he 
was indicted for Richard Stetson’s murder on January 
10, 1986. Authorities in Maine have voiced their 
inclination to proceed with trial, despite the Nebraska 
death sentence, but no further steps have been taken at 
this writing. 


JOYNER, ANTHONY 


Between January and July 1983, six elderly women 
— ranging from 80 to 92 years of age — were raped 
and murdered at Philadelphia’s Kearsley Home, the 
oldest nursing home in the United States. An employee 
of the home, 22-year-old Anthony Joyner, was charged 
with the crime spree, convicted in May 1984 on five 
counts of first-degree murder and one count of second- 
degree. He was sentenced to a mandatory term of life 
imprisonment when jurors deadlocked over capital 
punishment in the penalty phase of his trial. 


JUDY, STEVEN 


The product of a broken home, Steven Judy grew up 
nursing memories of violent arguments between his 
parents. Later, when a foster family provided him with 
loving care, it was apparently too late; the violence of 
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his early years had taken root and twisted something in 
his personality. 


At twelve, he visited a neighbor’s home, pretending 
to have cookies for sale. Upon discovering that the 
young housewife was home alone, Judy forced her into 
the bedroom, raped her at knifepoint, and stabbed her 
forty-one times, finishing off his assault with a hatchet. 
His victim survived after brain surgery and testified 
against Judy, earning him a nine-month period of 
treatment in a mental institution. Therapy proved 
ineffective, and at age eighteen he was convicted of 
beating a woman in Chicago, spending twenty months 
in jail. Later, in Indianapolis, he abducted a young 
woman and forced her to drive into the countryside, but 
she managed to leap from the car and escape on foot. 
A kidnapping charge put him back in prison for a year. 


On April 28, 1979, a group of mushroom hunters 
found a woman’s naked body floating in White Lick 
Creek, outside Indianapolis. Further downstream, the 
bodies of three small children — two boys and a girl — 

were also found in the water. The woman had been 
raped and strangled; her children had drowned when 
they fell — or were thrown — into the creek. 


A bank book found nearby identified the adult victim 
as 20-year-old Terry Chasteen. Her boyfriend told 
police that she left home around seven o’clock that 
morning, taking her children to their babysitter before 
she reported for work at a local department store. None 
of them had made it to their destination. 


Public appeals for information brought reports of a 
distinctive red-and-silver pickup truck, observed near 
the murder scene. Detectives traced it to a building site, 
where its owner, 22-year-old Steven Judy, was 
employed as a bricklayer. Arrested at the home of his 
foster parents, Judy described how he had tricked Terry 
Chasteen into stopping her car, then disabled the engine 
while “checking under the hood.” She had accepted his 
offer of a ride to the nearest filling station, but he took 
her to the murder site instead, not far from where his 
previous victim had escaped two years earlier. Chas- 
teen’s three children were sent for a walk while he raped 
her, strangling his victim when she began to scream. The 
woman’s children returned at the sound of her cries, and 
Judy threw them in the creek, where all three drowned. 


At trial, the unrepentant Judy told assembled jurors, 
“You had better put me to death, because next time it 
might be one of you or your daughter.” They took him 
at his word, and on February 16, 1980, he was 
sentenced to die in the electric chair. 


Resisting all appeals on his behalf, Judy steadfastly 
fought for the right to die on schedule. While awaiting 
execution, he regaled authorities with tales of other 
homicides across the country. He had killed so many 
women, Judy said, that he could not remember all his 
victims, but there was a “string of bodies” spanning 
Indiana, Illinois, Louisiana, Texas, Florida. Despite 
investigation, sketchy details kept police from verifying 
any of his claims before he met his fate on March 8, 
1981. 


JUSTUS, BUDDY EARL 


A homicidal drifter and native of Niagara Falls, New 
York, Justus stands convicted of killing three women in 
separate states during 1978. A Williamsburg, Virginia, 
jury recommended the death penalty on Buddy’s 
conviction for the rape-murder of a pregnant housewife, 
and he was formally sentenced to death on November 
5, 1980. At this writing, Justus is awaiting execution of 
his sentence. 


KALLINGER, JOSEPH 


Joseph Kallinger 


Born December 11, 1936, in Philadelphia, Kallinger 
was surrendered for adoption as an infant, finding a 


home with Austrian immigrants Stephen and Anna 
Kallinger in October 1938. His childhood was bizarre, 
to say the least, marked by parental abuse in the form 
of floggings with a cat-o’-nine-tails, beatings with a 
hammer, and repeated threats of emasculation. In the 
summer of 1944, Kallinger was sexually abused at 
knifepoint by a gang of older boys, prompting subse- 
quent episodes in which he masturbated while clenching 
a knife in his fist. 


Kallinger married his first wife at age 17, the stormy 
relationship producing ten children before she aban- 
doned their home for another man in September 1956. 
A year later, Joseph was hospitalized with a suspected 
brain lesion, but tests revealed only a “psychopatholog- 
ical nervous disorder.” Married a second time in April 
1958, Kallinger soon torched his own home for 
amusement, reaping the fringe benefit of $1,600 from 
fire insurance. Committed to a state hospital in July 
1959, following a suicide attempt, Kallinger would set 
fire to the family’s second home on four separate 
occasions — twice in May 1963, once in August 1965, 
and once in October 1967. 


By 1972, the Kallingers had six children at home, 
including two from his failed first marriage. On January 
23 of that year, Joseph branded his oldest daughter’s 
thigh with a hot iron, as punishment for running away. 
Arrested a week later, he was found incompetent for 
trial and held for 60 days psychological examination, 
ultimately ruled fit for trial in June. Conviction on child 
abuse charges earned him four years probation, with a 
provision for mandatory psychiatric treatment. 


By mid-1974, Kallinger was reportedly hallucinating 
constantly, holding animated discussions with a disem- 
bodied head (dubbed “Charlie”) and receiving personal 
“orders from God.” The divine orders included 
demands that Kallinger murder young boys and sever 
their genitals, an urge that he confided to his son, 13- 
year-old Michael, on June 26. When Joe requested 
Michael’s help, the boy responded with enthusiasm: 
“Glad to do it, Dad!” Eleven days later, they murdered 
Jose Collazo, a Puerto Rican youth, in Philadelphia, 
first torturing their victim and cutting off his penis. 


Kallinger next set his sights on one of his own 
children, Joseph, Jr. In his first attempt, Joe tried to 
make the boy back off a cliff, cartoon-style, while posing 
for photographs. Failing in that, he took both boys along 
on a July 25 arson run, bungling an attempt to trap Joe 
Junior in a burning trailer. Finally, three days later, 
Kallinger and Michael drowned their victim at a 
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demolition site, the body recovered by authorities on 
August 9, 1974. Questioned as a suspect in the murder, 
Kallinger was not arrested due to lack of evidence. 


That autumn, the father-son team began ranging 
farther afield in their search for victims. On November 
22, they burglarized a house in Lindenwold, New 
Jersey, but no one was home. At their second stop, 
victim Joan Carty was tied to her bed and sexually 
abused by Joe Kallinger. Eleven days later, in Susque- 
hanna Township, Pennsylvania, five hostages were 
bound and robbed at knifepoint, the Kallingers making 
off with $20,000 in cash and jewelry after slashing one 
victim’s breast. Striking in Homeland, Maryland — a 
Baltimore suburb — father and son held Pamela Jaske 
Captive in her home, forcing her to fellate Joseph at 
gunpoint. On January 6, the ritual was repeated in 
Dumont, New Jersey, with victim Mary Rudolph. 


Two days later, on January 8, Kallinger and son 
invaded a home at Leonia, New Jersey, holding eight 
Captives at gunpoint while they ransacked the house. 
Nurse Maria Fasching was stabbed to death for refusing 
Joe’s order to bite off a male victim’s penis, but 
Kallinger got careless during the getaway, discarding a 
bloody shirt near the scene. Officers traced the shirt to 
its owner, and the Kallingers were arrested on January 
17 by a joint raiding party of federal and state author- 
ities. (Two months later, Michael Kallinger was ruled 
delinquent but “salvageable,’ with murder charges 
dismissed in return for his guilty plea on two counts of 
robbery. He was placed on probation until his twenty- 
fifth birthday, in December 1982.) 


Joe Kallinger’s first trial, in Pennsylvania, ended with 
a hung jury in June 1975. Three months later, at his 
retrial, he was convicted on nine felony counts, 
sentenced to prison for 30 to 80 years by a judge who 
called him “an evil man... utterly vile and depraved.” 
Convicted of the New Jersey murder in October 1976, 
Kallinger received a mandatory life sentence, to run 
consecutively with his time in Pennsylvania. 


Kallinger’s outbursts have continued in prison, with 
Joseph setting himself on fire in March 1977. A month 
later, he assaulted a fellow inmate before lighting a fire 
on his cell block. In March 1978, he slashed another 
convict’s throat in an unprovoked attack, but his victim 
managed to survive. As recently as 1988, in television 
interviews, Kallinger expressed his continuing desire to 
slaughter every person on earth, after which he hopes to 
commit suicide and “become God.” 
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KEARNEY, PATRICK WAYNE 


Patrick Kearney (foreground), with David Hill 


On July 5, 1977, authorities in Riverside, California, 
announced the confessions of two male suspects in a 
series of grisly “trash bag” murders, thought to include 
fifteen victims in five different counties since 1973. The 
suspects, Patrick Kearney and David Douglas Hill, were 
charged in only two cases — both victims slain in 
March 1977 — but that day Kearney led detectives to 
six alleged dumping sites in Imperial County. Evidence 
recovered from Kearney’s home, where Hill resided as 
a live-in lover, included fibers matched to those on 
several corpses and a bloody hacksaw, used in the 
dismemberment of certain victims. 


The California “trash bag” case officially began on 
April 13, 1975, when the mutilated remains of Albert 
Rivera, age 21, were discovered near San Juan Capis- 
trano. By November, six bodies had been found in Los 
Angeles, Orange, Riverside and San Diego Counties. 
The discovery of two more victims in March 1977 
raised the body-count to eight, and by that time police 
had their pattern. All the identified victims had 
homosexual backgrounds; each was found nude, shot in 
the head with a similar weapon; several were dismem- 
bered or otherwise mutilated, their remains tied up in 
identical plastic garbage bags. 


The final victim was 17-year-old John LaMay, last 
seen by his parents on March 13, when he left home to 
visit “Dave.” Police entered the case five days later, after 
LaMay’s dismembered remains were found beside a 


highway, south of Corona. Friends of the victim 
identified “Dave” as David Hill, supplying homicide 
detectives with an address. Warrants were issued for Hill 
and his roommate, but the lovers remained at large until 
July 1, when they entered the Riverside County sheriffs 
office, pointed to their posters on the wall, and smilingly 
announced, “That’s us.” 


A high school dropout from Lubbock, Texas, David 
Hill joined the army in 1960 but was soon discharged 
on diagnosis of an unspecified personality disorder. Back 
in Lubbock, he married his high school sweetheart, but 
the romance was short-lived. In 1962, he met Patrick 
Kearney, stationed with the air force in Texas, and their 
attraction was mutual. Hill divorced his wife in 1966 
and moved to California with Kearney a year later. 
They were living together in Culver City, a Los Angeles 
suburb, when the long string of murders began. (The 
first victim, known only as “George,” was buried behind 
Kearney’s Culver City duplex in September 1968; 
detectives, following the killer’s directions, unearthed his 
skeleton in July 1977.) 


On July 14, Patrick Kearney was formally indicted 
on two counts of murder, including that of John LaMay. 
David Hill was released the same day, his charges 
dismissed as Kearney shouldered full responsibility in 
the slayings, telling police that he killed because “it 
excited him and gave him a feeling of dominance.” By 
July 15, Kearney had signed confessions to twenty-eight 
murders, with twelve of the cases confirmed by police. 
On December 21, he pled guilty on three counts of first- 
degree murder, receiving a sentence of life 
imprisonment. 


Prosecutors launched the new year by charging 
Kearney with another eighteen counts of murder in 
February 1978. Nine of those charges disposed of the 
first dozen victims in Kearney’s confessions; the others 
included two children, ages five and eight, along with 
four victims whose bodies were never recovered. On 
February 21, Kearney pled guilty on all counts, 
receiving another life sentence. If his original confessions 
were truthful, at least seven victims remain unidentified. 


KELBACH, WALTER 
and LANCE, MYRON 


Walter Kelbach, 28, and 25-year-old Myron Lance 
had many things in common. Both were veterans of 
prison and aggressive homosexuals, each given to abuse 
of drugs and alcohol. Above all else, they shared a 


fondness for inflicting pain — and, ultimately, death — 

on fellow human beings. In December 1966, their 
twisted passion claimed five lives in Salt Lake City, 
Utah, touching off a local reign of terror. 


On December 17, hopped up on pills and wine, the 
duo stopped for gas at a service station where 18-year- 
old Stephen Shea was working the night shift alone. 
Impulsively, the “customers” drew weapons, robbing 
Shea of $147, forcing him into the back of their station 
wagon and driving him into the desert. There, Shea was 
ordered to strip, and was raped by both Kelbach and 
Lance. Afterward, a coin was tossed to see who would 
receive the “honor” of eliminating Shea. The winner — 

Kelbach — plunged a knife into his victim’s chest five 
times and left the body lying on a lonely desert road. 


Repeating their performance on the eighteenth of 
December, Lance and Kelbach kidnapped Michael 
Holtz, the night attendant at another Salt Lake City 
filling station. Raped by both of his abductors, Holtz 
was forced to watch while coins were tossed to choose 
his executioner. Lance won, this time, and stabbed his 
victim once in the heart with the same stiletto used on 
Stephen Shea. 


December 21. The killers changed their modus 
operandi, flagging down a taxi driver named Grant 
Strong, directing him to Salt Lake City’s airport. On the 
way, Strong stopped off at the taxi barn to tell his 
supervisor that he didn’t trust his latest fares. It was 
decided Strong should click his microphone transmitter 
switch in case of any trouble, and he flashed the signal 
moments later, after Kelbach drew a gun and pressed it 
to his skull, demanding money. Strong surrendered all 
his cash on hand — nine dollars — but his captors were 
not seriously interested in robbery. Police and fellow 
cabbies were converging on the scene when Kelbach put 
a bullet through his victim’s brain. “I just pulled the 
trigger and blood flew everywhere,” he later told an 
NBC reporter. “Oh boy! I never seen so much blood!” 


Police found Strong a short time later, lying dead 
inside his cab. By that time, Lance and Kelbach had 
arrived at Lolly’s Tavern, near the airport, acting casual 
as they perused the bar for further victims. Kelbach 
tinkered with a pinball game while Lance walked up 
behind a patron, 47-year-old James Sizemore, and 
coolly shot him in the head, immediately ordering the 
manager to empty out his till. Pocketing $300 from the 
cash register, Lance and Kelbach turned their pistols on 
the bartender and his four surviving customers, Fred 
Lillie and Beverly Mace were killed where they stood, 
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three other human targets feigning death until the manic 
marksmen took their leave. 


As Lance and Kelbach left, the manager retrieved a 
pistol from behind the bar and opened fire; he scored 
no hits, but panicked his assailants, and they fled on 
foot. Retrieving their car, both gunmen were captured 
at a roadblock several hours later. Convicted on five 
counts of murder, Kelbach and Lance were sentenced 
to death, their penalties commuted to life imprisonment 
after the U.S. Supreme Court ruled the death penalty 
unconstitutional. 


As lifers, Lance and Kelbach are theoretically eligible 
for parole. It is a prospect that concerns the residents of 
Utah, and the common fear was spread from coast to 
coast in 1972, after Kelbach was tapped for an interview 
by NBC News, on a televised program entitled Thou 
Shalt Not Kill. “I haven’t any feelings toward the 
victims,” Walter told his audience of millions, grinning 
for the camera. “I don’t mind people getting hurt 
because I just like to watch it.” 


KELLY, HORACE EDWARD 


On November 16, 1984, police officers in San 
Bernadino, California, were alerted to the discovery of 
a woman’s body at a local cemetery. Nude from the 
waist down, with her bra unfastened, the victim had 
been raped before she was shot in the chest and neck 
with a .357 magnum revolver. She was identified as 25- 
year-old Sonia Reed, last seen at a drug party the night 
of November 15. 


The following day, 42-year-old Ursula Houser was 
found dead in a San Bernadino alley, two miles from the 
Reed murder scene. Shot twice from behind with a .357, 
the victim had then been dragged 35 feet to conceal- 
ment, where the gunman finished his assault by raping 
her corpse. Ballistics tests matched bullets from the two 
shootings, and investigators knew they had a serial killer 
on their hands. 


Eight days elapsed before the next attack, in River- 
side. Daniel Osentkowski, age 11, was walking his 13- 
year-old cousin home from a neighborhood store when 
they were accosted by a black man in uniform. The 
stranger drew a pistol and grabbed Osentkowski’s 
cousin, dragging the girl toward a van parked nearby. 
Daniel waded in on the attacker, kicking the man’s 
shins, freeing his cousin before the gunman opened fire. 
Osentkowski was fatally wounded, but the gunman fled 
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empty-handed, his would-be victim providing police 
with descriptions of both man and vehicle. 


That evening, 25-year-old Horace Kelly was stopped 
in a light green van, arrested when officers found a 
recently-fired .357 magnum in his vehicle. A native of 
New Jersey, employed for the past two years as a 
security guard, Kelly first denied everything, then 
confessed when his surviving victim made a positive 
I.D. Convicted of murder and attempted murder in the 
Osentkowski incident, Kelly was sentenced to death on 
May 21, 1986. Eight months later, he was convicted on 
two counts of murder in San Bernadino, receiving 
another death sentence. 


KELLY, KIERON 


An Irish native, born in 1928, Kelly migrated to 
London at age 25, working odd jobs and spending most 
of his money on liquor while launching a one-man war 
against “poofters.” He slaughtered an uncertain number 
of gays over the next three decades, clearly recalling five 
victims at his arrest in 1983. Considering that he had 
killed those five in eight years time — and two within 
a three-month period preceding his incarceration — it 
is possible that Kelly murdered dozens in his thirty years 
at large. 


Kelly’s first known victim, elderly panhandler Hector 
Fisher, was found in a Clapham churchyard on Christ- 
mas Day 1975, stabbed repeatedly about the head and 
neck. Last seen alive on Christmas Eve, Fisher had been 
loitering with several men dressed up as “Father 
Christmas.” Homicide investigators grilled a dozen 
suspects in the case — including Kieron Kelly — but 
they found no evidence that would support a murder 
charge. 


Eighteen months later, on June 2, 1977, 68-year-old 
Maurice Weighly was found dead in Soho, his face and 
genitals mutilated, the neck of a broken bottle thrust up 
his rectum. Constables found Kelly and another 
transient in the neighborhood, with bloodstains on their 
clothing, and Kelly was charged with the murder, his 
companion describing the crime in grisly detail. Six 
months passed before the trial, and Kelly was acquitted 
after his lawyer branded the state’s key witness an 
alcoholic, “blind drunk” at the time of the murder. (The 
witness subsequently vanished and was never seen 
again. In 1983, Kieron Kelly confessed to his murder.) 


In May 1983, an elderly panhandler was pushed onto 
the tracks at London’s Kensington Station, saved when 


the driver managed to stop his train in time. Witnesses 
fingered Kelly in the attack, prompting his arrest on 
charges of attempted murder, but jurors failed to reach 
a verdict in his first trial, and he was acquitted the 
second time around. 

By August 4, Kelly was back in jail, charged with 
robbery and public drunkenness. Locked in the drunk 
tank with transients, he crushed the skull of inmate 
William Boyd, finishing his victim off with a garrote 
fashioned from stockings and shoelaces. When tea was 
delivered next morning, Kelly’s surviving cellmate 
begged for protection, ignoring dire threats in his 
eagerness to testify. 


Under close interrogation, Kelly confessed to five 
remembered slayings. William Boyd aside, he now 
admitted killing Hector Fisher and Maurice Weighly, 
protected from further charges in the latter case by his 
previous acquittal. Other victims included the missing 
witness from his first murder trial, and an elderly 
transient, shoved beneath a train days after the Kensing- 
ton Station attack. Authorities confirmed a fatal 
“accident” at Oval Station on the date in question, but 
they had no firm corroborating evidence. Convicted of 
the Fisher homicide in June 1984, Kelly was sentenced 
to life imprisonment. A few days later, he received an 
identical term for William Boyd’s murder, departing the 
courtroom with a cheerful “Happy Christmas to you 
all!” 


KEMPER, 
EDMUND EMIL Ill 


Edmund Kemper 


The product of a broken and abusive home, belittled 
by a shrewish mother who occasionally locked him in 


the basement when he failed to meet her standards of 
behavior, Edmund Kemper grew up timid and resentful, 
nursing a perception of his own inadequacy that gave 
rise to morbid fantasies of death and mutilation. As a 
child, he often played a “game” in which his sisters took 
the part of executioners, with Kemper as their victim, 
writhing in imaginary death throes when they “threw 
the switch.” Preoccupied with visions of decapitation 
and dismemberment, he cut the head and hands off of 
his sister’s doll — a modus operandi that he, would 
repeat, as an adult, with human victims. 


Before the age of ten, Kemper graduated to living 
targets, burying the family cat alive and subsequently 
cutting off its head, returning with the gruesome trophy 
to his room, where it was placed on proud display. 
Despite his tender age, he brooded over fantasies of love 
and sex, with violence playing an inevitable role. Unable 
to express affection in a normal way, he showed the 
warning signals of a latent necrophile. One afternoon, 
discussing Edmund’s childish crush upon a grade-school 
teacher, Kemper’s sister asked him why he did not 
simply kiss the woman. Kemper answered, dead-pan, 
“If I kiss her, I would have to kill her first.” A second 
family cat fell victim to his urges, this one hacked with 
a machete, pieces of the carcass hidden in his closet until 
they were accidentally discovered by his mother. 


Branding her son “a real weirdo,” Kemper’s mother 
first packed him off to live with her estranged husband, 
and then — after running away — the boy was 
delivered to his paternal grandparents, residing on a 
remote California ranch. There, in August 1963, 
fourteen-year-old Kemper shot his grandmother with a 
.22-caliber rifle, afterward stabbing her body repeatedly 
with a kitchen knife. When his grandfather came home, 
Kemper shot the old man as well, leaving him dead in 
the yard. 


Interrogated by authorities, Kemper could only say 
that “I just wondered how it would feel to shoot 
Grandma.” He regretted not stripping her corpse, and 
this statement, along with the motiveless violence 
displayed in his actions, got Kemper committed to the 
state’s maximum-security hospital at Atascadero. In 
1969, a 21-year-old behemoth grown to six-foot-nine 
and some 300 pounds, Kemper was paroled to his 
mother’s custody over the objections of the state 
psychiatrists. 

During Kemper’s enforced absence, his mother had 
settled in Santa Cruz, a college town whose population 
boasted thousands of attractive co-eds. For the next two 
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years, through 1970 and ’71, Kemper bided his time, 
holding odd jobs and cruising the highways in his leisure 
time, picking up dozens of young female hitchhikers, 
refining his approach, his “line,” until, he knew that he 
could put them totally at ease. Some evenings, he would 
frequent a saloon patronized by off-duty policemen, 
rubbing shoulders with the law and soaking up their 
tales of crime, becoming friendly with a number of 
detectives who would later be assigned to track him 
down. 


On May 7, 1972, Kemper picked up two 18-year-old 
roommates from Fresno State College, Mary Ann Pesce 
and Anita Luchessa. Driving them to a secluded cul-de- 
sac, he stabbed both girls to death, then took their bodies 
home and hid them in his room. Delighted with his 
“trophies,” Kemper took Polaroid snapshots, dissected 
the corpses, and sexually assaulted various organs before 
finally tiring of the game. Bundling the remains into 
plastic bags, he buried the truncated bodies in the Santa 
Cruz mountains, tossing the heads into a roadside 
ravine. 


Four months later, on September 14, Kemper offered 
a ride to 15-year-old Aiko Koo. Suffocating her with his 
large hands, Kemper raped her corpse on the spot and 
then carried it home for dissection. Koo’s severed head 
was resting in the trunk of Kemper’s car next morning, 
when he met with state psychiatrists and they pro- 
nounced him “safe,” recommending that his juvenile 
record be sealed for Kemper’s future protection. 
Following the interview, he buried Koo’s remains near 
a religious camp located in the mountains. 


Another four months passed before the ‘Co-ed 
Killer” struck again, on January 9, 1973. Picking up 
student Cindy Schall, Kemper forced her into the trunk 
of his car at gunpoint, then shot her to death. Driving 
back to his mother’s house, he carried the corpse to his 
room, and there had sex with it in his bed. Afterward, 
Kemper dissected Schall’s body in the bathtub, bagging 
the remains and tossing them over a cliff, into the sea. 
Schall’s head was buried in the back yard of his mother’s 
home. 


By this time, various remains of Kemper’s victims had 
been found and officers were on the case. Apparently, 
none of them had the least suspicion that their friend, 
Ed Kemper, was the man they sought, and some felt 
comfortable enough in Kemper’s company to brief him 
on the progress of their homicide investigation. Smiling, 
often springing for the next round, Kemper was all ears. 
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On February 5, 1973, Kemper picked up Rosalind 
Thorpe, 23, and another hitchhiker, Alice Lin. Both 
young women were shot to death in the car, then 
stacked in the trunk like so much excess luggage. 
Driving home, Kemper ate dinner and waited for his 
mother to retire before stepping outside and decapitating 
both corpses as they lay in the trunk. Unsatisfied, he 
carried Lin’s body inside and sexually assaulted it on the 
floor. Returning to the car, he chopped her hands off as 
a casual afterthought. 


With spring’s arrival, Kemper’s frenzy escalated, 
coming back full circle to his home and family. He 
toyed with the idea of killing everybody on his block, 
as “a demonstration to the authorities,” but finally 
dismissed: the notion. Instead, on Easter weekend, 
Kemper turned upon his mother, hammering her skull 
in as she slept. Decapitating her, he raped the headless 
corpse, then jammed her severed larynx down the 
garbage disposal. (“This seemed appropriate,” he told 
police, “as much as she’d bitched and screamed and 
yelled at me over so many years.”) Her head was 
propped on the mantle for use as a dart board. 


Still not sated, Kemper telephoned a friend of his 
mother’s, Sally Hallett, and invited her over for a 
“surprise” dinner in his mother’s honor. Upon her 
arrival, Kemper clubbed her over the head, strangled her 
to death, and then decapitated her. The headless body 
was deposited in his bed, while he wandered off to sleep 
in his mother’s room. 


On Easter Sunday, Kemper started driving east, with 
no destination in mind. He got as far as Colorado before 
pulling over to a roadside telephone booth and calling 
police in Santa Cruz. Several attempts were necessary 
before his friends would accept his confession, and local 
officers were dispatched to make the arrest while 
Kemper waited patiently in his car. 


In his detailed confessions, Kemper admitted slicing 
flesh from the legs of at least two victims, cooking it in 
a macaroni casserole and devouring it as a means of 
“possessing” his prey. He also acknowledged removing 
teeth, along with bits of hair and skin from his victims, 
retaining them as grisly keepsakes, trophies of the hunt. 
Described as sane by state psychiatrists, Kemper was 
convicted on eight counts of murder. Asked what 
punishment he considered fitting for his crimes, the 
defendant replied, “Death by torture.” Instead, he was 
sentenced to life imprisonment, with the possibility of 
parole. 


KENNEDY, JULIAN 


A drifter and escaped convict, linked with Southern 
“outlaw” motorcycle gangs, 30-year-old Julian 
Kennedy was confined in Lake City, Florida, awaiting 
trial on armed robbery charges, when he began confess- 
ing to multiple murders in March 1973. According to 
his statement, Kennedy committed his first murder in 
Tampa, at age 15, helping other bikers beat a man to 
death as part of an initiation ceremony. Another male 
victim was reportedly strangled, wrapped in plastic bags, 
and left on the front seat of a car parked outside the 
Tampa police station. One victim was a serviceman 
from McCoy Air Force Base, in Orlando, killed during 
a quarrel with Kennedy, while another died in an 
argument over a game of pool. In Hillsborough County, 
the killer reportedly strangled a woman in a dispute over 
drugs. While drifting aimlessly across the continent, he 
had committed holdup murders in the states of Arkan- 
sas, New Mexico, and Texas, later abducting motorist 
Elva Jones in Valdosta, Georgia, taking her life in the 
course of a September 1972 jailbreak. Charged with 
murder in the latter case, he was returned to Georgia for 
trial and ultimate conviction. 


KHAN, SOHRAB ASLAM 


A Pakistani-born physician, Sohrab Khan obtained 
his medical training in the United States, specializing in 
cardiology. In the 1970's, he served as a fellow at Baylor 
University Medical Center Hospital in Dallas, Texas, 
returning to his native city of Lahore in 1981. Whatever 
homicidal fantasies were cultivated in his mind, Khan 
managed to conceal them through the fall of 1986, until, 
at forty-two, he lapsed into a month-long homicidal 
binge and slaughtered thirteen victims. 


Four of those were gunned down on the evening of 
November 13, as Khan cruised Mall Road on a 
motorcycle, randomly blasting a dogcatcher, a night 
watchman, a laborer, and an unidentified transient. A 
week later, he shot two more night watchmen and a 
rickshaw driver, dumping their bodies in a canal. 
Another of his victims was a waiter, shot — Khan said 
— because he moved too slowly with the doctor’s order. 


Arrested on December 11, 1986, Khan was charged 
with thirteen murders and quickly obliged police with 
confessions in nine of the cases. A search of his home 


turned up a cache of unlicensed weapons, along with 
several false passports and sketches of various murder 
scenes, drawn from memory. Dubbing Khan “a maniac 
or saboteur who killed for the fun of it,” Punjab 
Province Police Chief Sabahuddin Jami declared, “He 
is a beast, not a human being.” 


KINNE, SHARON 


When James and Sharon Kinne were married in 
October 1956, it was a matter of necessity. At sixteen, 
she was pregnant, and while neither loved the other, 
marriage was “the thing to do” for teenage parents-to- 
be in Independence, Missouri. A miscarriage later 
removed the necessity of their union, but by then it was 
too late. By March of 1960, the Kinnes had a mortgage 
and two other children, but Sharon was restless, 
yearning for a life with someone other than a hometown 
boy who still included “shucks” in his vocabulary. 


On March 19, police were summoned to the Kinne 
residence, where they found James lying on the bed, a 
bullet in his brain. Sharon told detectives that, appar- 
ently, their two-year-old daughter had been playing with 
a pistol when the weapon discharged, striking James. 
Police remarked upon the youngster’s seeming familiar- 
ity with the weapon, including manipulation of its safety 
lever, and the death was ultimately ruled an accident. 


Suddenly flush with insurance money, Sharon bought 
herself a new car, becoming “friendly” with the 
salesman, Walter Jones. On May 27, 1960, she placed 
a second call to the police, reporting her discovery of a 
woman’s lifeless body on a lonely, wooded lane in rural 
Jackson County. Shot four times, the victim proved to 
be Patricia Jones, Walter’s wife. Sharon explained that 
she was helping Walter look for his missing wife, whom 
he suspected of meeting another man in the secluded 
lover’s lane. Instead of catching Patricia in flagrante 
delicto, they found her dead and calle& for the 
authorities. 


Patricia Jones had been shot with a .22-caliber pistol, 
and investigators learned that Sharon had recently 
acquired such a weapon. She had asked a male co- 
worker to buy the gun for her, specifically requesting 
that it not be registered in her name. Indicted for murder 
in September 1960, Sharon was subsequently acquitted 
when ballistics tests indicated that the gun in her 
possession was not the murder weapon. 


Upon release, Sharon was immediately re-arrested for 
the murder of her husband, homicide detectives having 
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chucked the “accident” theory in favor of darker 
suspicions. A two-year-old child, experts testified at 
Sharon’s trial in January 1962, could not have pulled 
the trigger on the gun that killed James Kinne. Con- 
victed of murder and sentenced to life, Sharon fought 
the verdict through a series of appeals. The jury 
deadlocked in her third trial, unable to reach a decision; 
a fourth trial was scheduled for October 1964, but 
Sharon Kinne had other plans. 


On September 14, Sharon and her new boyfriend, 
Frank Puglise, checked into the Hotel Gin, in Mexico 
City. Quarreling with her lover four days later, she went 
out alone and picked up a local radio announcer, 
Francisco Ordonez, returning with him to his motel 
room. A short time later, the proprietor heard shots and 
rushed to Ordonez’s room, surprised to find Ordonez 
sprawled on the floor, two bullets in his heart. Sharon 
stood over the corpse, gun in hand, and as the manager 
retreated, she shot him in the shoulder. They were 
grappling for the gun when officers arrived, so OUNN? 
to reports of gunfire. 


A Mexican court was unimpressed with Sharon’s tale 
of self-defense, and she was sentenced to ten years in 
prison; an unsuccessful appeal resulted in three more 
years being added to her term. In the meantime, Kansas 
authorities had a chance to examine the gun that had 
killed Ordonez, discovering that it had also killed 
Patricia Jones. New charges would be waiting if and 
when the prisoner discharged her sentence in a foreign 
jail. 

KIPP, MARTIN 


A full-blooded Blackfoot Indian, Kipp was the son of 
a prostitute who abandoned him at the age of twenty- 
two months. Adopted by relatives, he was raised by an 
alcoholic “father” who frequently beat Martin in public. 
Liberated by his guardian’s death, Kipp left the 
reservation for a stint in the Marine Corps and was 
briefly stationed in Japan, where he won divisional 
honors in boxing. 


Reassigned to the base at El Toro, California, Kipp 
began playing with a rock band in his leisure time. In 
June of 1981 he was accused of abducting and raping 
a woman he met at a tavern in Long Beach. Martin went 
AWOL in lieu of facing the charges, but was captured 
in Idaho and returned to California for trial. Convicted 
of rape, he was sentenced to three years in prison, 
serving an actual nineteen months before his release in 
1983. (Early release was granted, in part, because Kipp 
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had himself become a rape victim in prison.) He was 
already registered with Southern California authorities 
as a convicted sex offender when his violent urges 
surfaced once again. 


On the evening of September 16, 1983, 19-year-old 
Tiffany Frizzell checked into the Ramada Inn on Pacific 
Highway, in Long Beach, California. A native of 
Washington state, she was hoping for a good night’s rest 
before she had to register at Brooks College the next 
morning, signing up for classes and attempting to secure 
a dormitory room. 


She never made it to the campus. 


On September 17, a maid at the Ramada found the 
co-ed’s body stretched out on her bed, stripped naked 
from the waist. She had been beaten, raped, and 
strangled in a cruel assault that the medical examiner 
called “animalistic,” so swift and violent that self- 
defense was probably impossible. 


Fifteen months elapsed before the killer struck again, 
just after Christmas 1984. Antaya Howard, 19, left her 
Orange County home to buy a pack of cigarettes on 
December 29 and never returned. On January 3, 1985, 
her car was found in Huntington Beach; inside, beneath 
a blanket, lay Antaya’s body, fully-dressed, but with her 
clothing disarranged. Like Tiffany Frizzell, she had been 
strangled. 


In the minds of homicide investigators, there was 
nothing to initially connect the crimes. Los Angeles and 
Orange Counties chalk up several hundred murder 
victims every year, and strangulation is a common mode 
of death. Moreover, there were obvious dissimilarities: 
Tiffany Frizzell, was white, Antaya Howard black; the 
former had been killed in her motel room, while the 
latter was abducted from the street, abandoned in her 
car. In short, aside from cause of death, there was no 
pattern visible to overworked investigators. 


Working from a matchbook found beside Antaya 
Howard’s body, officers checked out an all-night 
restaurant in Newport Beach, where witnesses recalled 
the victim talking to a man identified as Martin Kipp. 
A quick scan of Kipp’s record put detectives on alert; 
they visited his Long Beach address and discovered he 
had lately been evicted by the paying tenants, who 
returned the evening of December 30 to find Kipp 
sleeping in a closet, clothing torn, deep scratches on his 
face. While they initially accepted Kipp’s explanation 
that he had suffered a “hard night,” his continual, 
mooching of food and liquor led his long-suffering 
roommates to show him the gate in early January. 


The coincidence of dates was damning, and a check 
of fingerprints on file matched Kipp’s with latent prints 
recovered from Antaya Howard’s car. Coincidentally 
arrested in Laguna Beach, on outstanding traffic 
warrants, Kipp was remanded to Orange County 
authorities for booking on a charge of rape and murder. 
Once in custody, Kipp faced a second murder charge 
filed in the case of Tiffany Frizzell, with police keeping 
mum on the nature of their evidence. 


Delays kept Martin out of court until the latter part 
of 1987. In the meantime, still incarcerated, he was 
married to a paralegal aide assigned to help with details 
of his case. In April 1987, Kipp’s bride was arrested on 
conspiracy charges, after she approached an undercover 
officer with plans to break Martin out of the Orange 
County jail. Pleading guilty, she escaped with probation, 
on the condition that she refrain from visiting her 
husband. 


Kipp’s trial, for murdering Antaya Howard, covered 
two full weeks in August 1987. Convicted on August 
15, he was sentenced to die in the gas chamber at San 
Quentin. At this writing, he has not been tried for the 
murder of Tiffany Frizzell. 


KISS, BELA 


A family man and amateur astrologer, Hungarian 
Bela Kiss began his career as a serial murderer relatively 
late in life. In February 1912, at forty years of age, Kiss 
moved to the village of Czinkota with his wife Marie, 
some fifteen years his junior. Within a matter of weeks, 
Marie had found herself a lover, one Paul Bikari, and 
in December 1912, Kiss sadly told his neighbors that the 
couple had run off together, leaving him alone. In place 
of his wife, Kiss hired an elderly housekeeper. She, in 
turn, learned to ignore the parade of women who came 
to spend time with Czinkota’s newly-eligible bachelor. 


Around this same time, Kiss began collecting large 
metal drums, informing the curious village constable 
that they were filled with gasoline, expected to be scarce 
with the approach of war in Europe. Budapest author- 
ities, meanwhile, were seeking information on the 
disappearance of two widows, named Schmeidak and 
Varga, who had not made contact with their friends or 
relatives for several weeks. Both women had been last 
seen in the company of a man named Hoffmann, 
dwelling near the Margaret Bridge in Budapest, but he 
had also disappeared without a trace. Czinkota’s 
constable was generally aware of the investigation, but 


he saw no reason to connect Herr Hoffmann with the 
quiet, unassuming Bela Kiss. 


In November 1914, Kiss was drafted into military 
service, leaving for the front as soon as he was sworn 
into the ranks and issued gear. Another eighteen months 
would pass before officials in Czinkota were informed 
that Kiss had died in combat, one more grim statistic for 
the casualty rosters in that bloody spring of 1916. He 
was forgotten by the townsfolk until June, when soldiers 
visited Czinkota in a search for stockpiled gasoline. 


The village constable remembered Kiss, his cache of 
metal drums, and led a squad of soldiers to the dead 
man’s home. Inside the house, the searchers turned up 
seven drums... but they contained no gasoline. Instead, 
each drum contained the naked body of a woman, 
strangled and preserved in aicohol. The drawers of 
Kiss’s bureau overflowed with cards and letters from 
women responding to newspaper advertisements, 
purchased by Kiss in the name of Hoffmann, a self- 
described “lonely widower seeking female 
companionship.” 


Czinkota’s constable recalled that there had been 
more drums — and many more, at that. A search of the 
surrounding countryside revealed another seventeen, 
each with a pickled corpse inside. Authorities from 
Budapest identified the missing widows, and Marie Kiss 
occupied another drum; her lover, Paul Bikari, was the 
only male among the twenty-four recovered victims. 


Homicide detectives theorized that Bela Kiss had slain 
his wife and her clandestine lover in a jealous rage, 
disposing of their bodies in a fashion that — he thought 
— eliminated any possibility of subsequent discovery. 
The crime apparently unleashed some hidden mania, 
and Kiss had spent the next two years pursuing lonely 
women with a passion, bilking several of their savings 
prior to strangling them and sealing them inside of 
makeshift funeral vaults. It was a grisly case, but Kiss 
had gone to face a higher court. 


Or had he? 
In the spring of 1919, Kiss was sighted on the 


Margaret Bridge in Budapest, “Herr Hoffmann’s” pre- 
war stomping grounds. Police investigation proved that 
Kiss had switched his papers with a battlefield fatality, 
assuming the dead man’s identity to make good his 
escape. That knowledge brought detectives no closer to 


their man, however, for Kiss had slipped the net again. 
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The futile search went on. In 1924, a deserter from 
the French Foreign Legion told officers of the Surete 
about a fellow legionnaire who entertained the troops 
with tales of his proficiency with the garrote. The 
soldier’s name was Hofman, and he matched descrip- 
tions of Bela Kiss, but the lead was another dead end. 
By the time Hungarian police were informed, Legion- 
naire “Hofman” had also deserted, vanishing without a 
trace. 


In 1932, a New York homicide detective, Henry 
Oswald, was convinced that he had sighted Bela Kiss, 
emerging from the Times Square subway station. 
Nicknamed “Camera Eye” by colleagues, after his 
uncanny memory for faces, Oswald was unshakable in 
his belief that Kiss — who would have been approach- 
ing 70 — was living somewhere in New York. Unfor- 
tunately, Times Square crowds prevented Oswald from 
pursuing Kiss, and he could only watch in helpless rage 
as his intended quarry disappeared. 


In 1936, a rumor spread that Kiss was working as a 
janitor, in some apartment buildings on Sixth Avenue. 
Again, he managed to evade police, and there the trail 
grew cold. Whatever finally became of Bela Kiss, if he 
was ever in New York at all, remains a mystery, beyond 
solution with the passage of a full half-century. In 
Hungary, he is remembered as the one who got away. 


KLENNER, 
FREDERICK ROBERT 


Police knew Fred Klenner was dangerous when they 
spotted his van on the outskirts of Greensboro, North 
Carolina, on June 3, 1985. A month earlier, he had 
slaughtered a family of three at Winston-Salem, and he 
was also sought in connection with the 1984 murders 
of a mother and daughter in Prospect, Kentucky. 
Authorities were ready to subdue him in the case of 
physical resistance, but they never got the chance. When 
Klenner’s van was stopped, he opened fire with a 
machine gun, wounding three officers in the initial burst 
of fire. Before they could respond in kind, he threw a 
switch and detonated an explosive charge inside the van, 
killing himself and his three passengers. Identified as 39- 
year-old Susie Lynch and her two sons, the latest dead 
were related by blood or marriage to all of Klenner’s 
previous victims. 
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KLOSOVSKI, 
SEVERIN ANTONIOVITCH 


Severin Klosovski 


Born in Poland on December 14, 1865, Klosovski 
was apprenticed to a surgeon at age fifteen. He studied 
for six years without obtaining a degree, later traveling 
the country as a barber-surgeon. Married in Prague, he 
was briefly employed at a hospital there, before 
spending a year and a half in the Russian army. 
Klosovski left his wife behind and moved to London in 
the early part of 1888, settling in the East End’s dismal 
Whitechapel district. 


Setting up shop as a hairdresser, Klosovski became a 
suspect in Scotland Yard’s search for “Jack the Ripper” 
after police informants reported his attempts to purchase 
poison. Based upon that testimony, and the evidence 
presented at his murder trial fourteen years later, it 
seems improbable that Klosovski, a consistent poisoner, 
would change his modus operandi by slashing street- 
walkers to death. 


In London, Klosovski “married” a Polish immigrant, 
but their honeymoon was disrupted by his lawful wife’s 


arrival on the scene. The women shared Klosovski for 
a time, living under the same roof, but his first wife soon 
grew tired of the threesome and vanished. Klosovski and 
his second “wife” moved to the United States in 1890; 
she returned to London without him in 1891, and 
Klosovski followed a year later, calling himself “George 
Chapman.” Thereafter, “Chapman’s” true name would 
remain a closely guarded secret, the diversion helping to 
obscure his past. 


Klosovski/Chapman met his first known murder 
victim during 1895. An alcoholic matron of independ- 
ent means, Mary Spinks lived with her new paramour 
for two years before moving to Hastings, where 
Klosovski used her money to open a hairdresser’s shop 
in 1897. He sold out after only six months, returning to 
London and there leasing a tavern. Mary was taken ill 
a short time later, racked with convulsions and vomit- 
ing. When she died, on Christmas Day, the death 
certificate attributed her passing to “consumption.” 


In need of help, Klosovski advertised for a barmaid, 
selecting Bessie Taylor from the crop of applicants. They 
later “married,” and Klosovski grew increasingly 
abusive over time, his violence making matters worse as 
Bessie’s health began to fail. She died on February 13, 
1901, of what Physicians called “exhaustion from 
vomiting and diarrhea.” 


Maud Marsh was Bessie’s new replacement in the bar 
and in Klosovski’s bed. She became his “wife” in 1902, 
and soon displayed the familiar symptoms of her 
predecessors. The attending physician suspected poison, 
his questions prompting Klosovski to finish the job with 
a hefty dose on October 22, 1902. An unauthorized 
autopsy turned up lethal traces of antimony, and 
Klosovski was charged with murder on October 25. 


Receiving word that “Chapman” was in custody, 
retired Inspector Frederick Abberline declared, “You’ve 
caught Jack the Ripper at last!” In fact, Klosovski never 
went to trial for any of the Ripper slayings, and the final 
number of his victims is unknown. Charged only in the 
murder of Maud Marsh, he was convicted on March 16, 
1903, and sentenced to hang. He stepped through the 
trap three weeks later, on April 7. 


KNOWLES, PAUL JOHN 


A Florida native, born in 1946, Knowles logged his 
first arrest at age 19, spending roughly six months of 
each year thereafter in jail, on various convictions for 
burglary and auto theft. He was serving time in Raiford 


when he began corresponding with California divorcee 
Angela Covic, and she visited the prison long enough to 
accept his proposal of marriage, shelling out money for 
lawyers to win his release. Parole came through in May 
1974, and Knowles flew directly to San Francisco for 
the nuptials, but Covic had changed her mind, warned 
off by a psychic who foresaw the entry of a new, 
dangerous man in her life. The night she dumped him, 
Knowles allegedly went out and killed three people on 
the streets of San Francisco, but his claim has not been 
verified. 


Paul Knowles 


Back home in Jacksonville, Knowles was jailed after 
a bar fight, but he picked a lock and escaped on July 
26, 1974. That night, he invaded the home of 65-year- 
old Alice Curtis, leaving her bound and gagged as he 
ransacked her house for money, finally taking off in her 
car. She choked to death on the gag, but Knowles hung 
around town for a few days, using her vehicle, until 
police connected him with the crime and his picture 
began turning up on TV. Preparing to drop the hot car 
On a quiet residential street, he spied 11-year-old Lillian 
Anderson and her seven-year-old sister Mylette, 
recognizing them as friends of his mother. Convinced 
the girls had seen him and would notify police, he 
kidnapped both of them and dumped their strangled 
bodies in a swamp outside of town. 


The next day, in Atlantic Beach, Florida, Knowles 
broke into the home of Marjorie Howe, strangling her 
with a nylon stocking and stealing her television set. His 
next victim was a teenage “Jane Doe” hitchhiker, raped 
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and strangled for sport as he drifted aimlessly, working 
his way north. On August 23, he invaded the home of 
Kathie Pierce, at Musella, strangling her with a tele- 
phone cord while her three-year-old son looked on, 
leaving the child unharmed. 


On September 3, Knowles met businessman William 
Bates at a tavern in Lima, Ohio, sharing a few drinks 
before he strangled Bates and dumped his body in some 
nearby woods, where it would be discovered in 
October. Stealing money, credit cards, and Bates’s car, 
Knowles made his way to Sacramento, back through 
Utah, pausing at Ely, Nevada, long enough to murder 
campers Emmett and Lois Johnson on September 18. 


Three days later, passing through Sequin, Texas, he 
spotted a female motorist stranded at roadside and 
stopped “to help,” raping her before he strangled her to 
death and dragged her body through a tangled barbed- 
wire fence. On September 23, he met beautician Ann 
Dawson in Birmingham and instantly caught her fancy; 
they traveled together, at her expense, until Knowles 
tired of the game and killed her September 29. Her body 
has never been found. 


Knowles drifted on through Oklahoma, Missouri, 
lowa and Minnesota, apparently keeping his nose clean, 
leaving no bodies behind. By October 19, he needed a 
“fix,” and he found it in Woodford, Virginia, barging 
into the home of 53-year-old Doris Hovey, shooting her 
dead with her own husband’s rifle, then wiping his prints 
from the gun and placing it beside her body. Afterward, 
police would find no signs of sex or robbery to offer 
them a motive in the case. 


Still driving Bates’s stolen car, Knowles picked up 
two hitchers in Key West, planning to kill them both, 
but his scheme went awry when a policeman stopped 
him for traffic violations. The careless officer let 
Knowles go with a warning, but the experience had 
shaken him. Dropping his passengers off in Miami, 
Knowles phoned his lawyer for advice. Rejecting a 
suggestion of surrender, he met the attorney long enough 
to hand over a taped confession, then slipped out of 
town before police were informed of his presence. 


On November 6, in Macon, Georgia, Knowles 
befriended Carswell Carr and was invited home to 
spend the night. Over drinks, he stabbed Carr to death 
and then strangled Carr’s 15-year-old daughter, failing 
in his attempt to have sex with her corpse. In the wake 
of his flight from Macon, Knowles was also suspected 
in the November 2 murder of hitchhiker Edward 
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Hilliard, found in some nearby woods, and his compan- 
ion Debbie Griffin (still, among the missing). 


Bar-hopping in Atlanta on November 8, Knowles 
met British journalist Sandy Fawkes, impressing her 
with his “gaunt good looks.” They spent the night 
together, Knowles unable to perform in bed, and he 
failed repeatedly at sex over the next two days, 
suggesting possible impotence with a willing compan- 
ion. They separated on November 10, but Knowles 
picked up one of Sandy’s friends, Susan MacKenzie, the 
next day, demanding sex at gunpoint. She escaped and 
notified police, but when patrolmen tried to stop him, 
Knowles brandished a sawed-off shotgun and made his 
escape. 


In West Palm Beach, he invaded the home of invalid 
Beverly Mabee, abducting her sister and stealing their 
car, dropping his hostage off in Fort Pierce, Florida, the 
following night. A police officer recognized the stolen 
car next morning and pulled Knowles over, but 
Knowles was faster on the draw. Taking the officer 
hostage, he drove away in the patrol car, using its siren 
to stop motorist James Meyer, switching cars a second 
time. Burdened with two prisoners now, Knowles 
handcuffed both men to a tree in Pulaski County, 
Georgia, and shot each one in the head at close range. 


A short time later, Knowles tried to crash through a 
police roadblock, losing control of his car and smashing 
into a tree. A chaotic foot chase ensued, with Knowles 
pursued by dogs and helicopters, finally cornered by an 
armed civilian on November 17. In custody, he claimed 
35 murders, but only 18 could be verified. On 
November 18, while being transferred to maximum 
security, Knowles made a grab for the sheriff's revolver, 
and FBI agent Ron Angel shot him dead in his tracks. 


KOEDATICH, JAMES J. 


Born in 1948, Koedatich committed his first known 
murder in Dade County, Florida, on June 13, 1971. 
The victim was his roommate, 40-year-old Robert 
Anderson, and Koedatich served eleven years on 
conviction of murder and robbery, winning parole from 
Raiford prison in August 1982. He moved north with 
the state’s permission, settling in Morristown, New 
Jersey, and he lasted all of two months before his 
bloodlust surfaced again. 


On November 23, 1902, Amy Hoffman, a high 
school cheerleader, was kidnapped from a Morristown 
shopping mall, fatally stabbed in the chest and back with 
a long-bladed knife, her body recovered from a rural 
water tank on Thanksgiving Day. Witnesses described 
her abductor, but police had no suspects in sight twelve 
days later, when 29-year-old Deirdre O'Brian was 
snatched from her car on a dark country road, raped and 
stabbed, then left for dead near Allamuchy, 20 miles 
from Morristown. She lived long enough to describe her 
attacker as “resembling a truck driver.” 


On the night of January 16, James Koedatich phoned 
police in Morristown, complaining that he had been 
stopped by an unknown assailant and stabbed in the 
back while driving through Morris Township, a quarter- 
mile from the scene of Deirdre O’Brian’s murder. 
Authorities routinely checked his car as part of their 
investigation, noting that his tires matched tracks 
discovered at the latest murder site. A further search 
turned up sufficient evidence to warrant his arrest, and 
Koedatich was held in lieu of $250,000 bail, formally 
charged with Deirdre O’Brian’s murder on May 12. 
Seven months later, on December 15, he was also 
indicted for murdering Amy Hoffman. 


Tried on the latter charge first, in October 1984, 
Koedatich was convicted of murder, kidnapping, 
aggravated sexual assault, and unlawful possession of a 
weapon with intent to kill. On October 29, he became 
the first man sentenced to die under New Jersey’s 
revised capital punishment statute. (Serial slayer 
Richard Biegenwald was the second, in 1985.) Con- 
victed of Deirdre O’Brian’s murder in May 1985, 
Koedatich received a sentence of life imprisonment 
when three jurors balked at voting the death penalty. 


KOGUT, JOHN 


In 1984 and early 1985, Long Island was the scene 
of several rapes and murders aimed at teenage girls, with 
evidence suggesting that the crimes had been committed 
by a mobile group including three or more young men. 
Police have solved one case, with indications that the 
perpetrators — and unknown accomplices — may be 
responsible for other slayings in the area. New evidence, 
secured by newsman Maury Terry, further indicates the 
possible involvement of a devil-worship cult with ties to 
other lethal groups in New York City and in California. 


The first Long Island victim was 15-year-old Kelly 
Morrissey, who vanished on the short walk home from 


a popular teenage hangout, on June 12, 1984. Five 
months later, on November 11, a friend of the missing 
girl — Theresa Fusco — was forced into a van after 
leaving a skating rink in Lynbrook, one mile from the 
spot where Morrissey disappeared. Fusco’s body, 
beaten, strangled, and raped by at least three men, was 
found on December 5, realizing the worst fears of her 
family and friends. 


John Kogut, a 21-year-old high school dropout and 
unemployed landscaper, was jailed on charges of 
burglary and disorderly conduct when police began 
asking him questions about the Fusco homicide. 
Cracking under interrogation, he confessed to the crime, 
naming two accomplices, and was formally charged 
with the murder on March 26, 1985. Kelly Morrissey 
was still missing, but her diary contained entries 
describing at least one date with Kogut prior to her 
disappearance. 


Eight hours after the announcement of Kogut’s arrest, 
19-year-old Jacqueline Martarella was reported missing 
from Oceanside, a short four miles from the scene of 
Theresa Fusco’s abduction. Kogut was obviously 
innocent in that case, but his alleged accomplices were 
still at large, and police were already collecting evidence 
of Kogut’s alleged participation in a Satanic cult that 
favored the rape of young virgins as a form of “sacri- 
fice.” Kogut’s friends informed police that he had once 
burned the mark of an inverted cross on his arm, and 
acquaintances of Theresa Fusco recalled her discussions 
of a Satanic coven reportedly active in the Long Beach- 
Oceanside area. 


On April 22, Martarella’s raped and strangled corpse 
was found beside a golf course at Lawrence, Long 
Island. Visiting the scene, journalist Maury Terry 
reported discovery of a “cult sign” linked with Satanists 
in Queens and Yonkers, who allegedly participated in 
the infamous “Son of Sam” murders in 1976 and ’77. 
Not far from the dump site, searchers discovered an 
abandoned root cellar, its walls festooned with cult 
symbols and slogans. Outside, some articles of clothing 
were found, described by Jacqueline Martarella’s 
parents as “very similar” to items she wore on the night 
of her disappearance. 


John Kogut steadfastly refused to discuss the cult 
angle, while freely admitting his role in the rape and 
strangulation of Theresa Fusco. After she was raped, he 
said, the girl had threatened to inform police, whereu- 
pon one of Kogut’s associates handed him a rope, with 
instructions to “Do what you gotta do.” On May 9, 
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1985, authorities went public with their theory that a 
gang of twelve associates was linked with three known 
murders and at least four rapes in which the victims had 
survived. By June 21, suspects John Restivo, 26, and 
Dennis Halstead, 30, were in custody on charges of first- 
degree rape and second-degree murder in the Fusco 
case. Kogut was convicted and sentenced to life in May 
1986, with Restivo and Halstead joining him later that 
year. (Prior to Kogut’s trial, a teenage friend — Bob 
Fletcher — who had testified to Kogut’s Satanism and 
involvement in pornography “committed suicide” in 
Rosedale, Queens. Police have been unable to explain 
the disappearance of the weapon that he used to shoot 
himself.) 


KOLTUN, JULIAN 


A Polish bookbinder turned railroad worker, Koltun 
made his first known foray into violent sex crime at age 
30. His victim was a Russian woman, assaulted on 
August 31, 1980, and savagely mauled in a rural area 
near Poland’s border with the Soviet Union. The 
woman survived his attack, and Koltun remained 
unidentified, his crime overshadowed by the rise of 
Solidarity and an epic strike at the Gdansk shipyard. 


Over the next four months, farming communities in 
eastern Poland were terrorized by the murders of two 
women and brutal assaults on four others. Koltun killed 
his first victim on September 17, inflicting such grievous 
injuries that he quickly became known as a “vampire.” 
Arrested in January 1981, the slayer confessed his 
crimes in a series of interviews with psychiatrists and 
self-styled “sexologists.” The early stages of his trial, in 
April, were closed to protect the public from “grue- 
some” forensic testimony, but spectators were admitted 
in time to see Koltun convicted and sentenced to life. 


KOMAR, JANUSZ 


In September 1980, 17-year-old Janusz Komar fled 
his native Czechoslovakia, seeking political asylum in 
West Germany. He signed on with the French Foreign 
Legion two months later, but was sent home in March 
1981, designated as unfit for duty. On June 10 of that 
year, he was charged with two counts of robbery, 
granted political asylum five days later, in spite of the 
pending criminal charges. Conviction of robbery as a 
juvenile earned him a one-year suspended sentence, and 
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he managed to stay out of trouble until June 1982, 
when he was arrested for drunk driving, driving without 
a license, and leaving the scene of an accident. Sent- 
enced to six months on those charges, he was released 
on the basis of four months served prior to trial. Upon 
release, Komar immediately violated terms of his 
probation by failing to report on schedule, and he was 
hauled back to “complete” his six-month sentence, 
hitting the streets again on November 10, 1983. 


A week later, 26-year-old Mutsuko Ayano, a Japa- 
nese student, was brutally beaten and stomped by a 
mugger in Trier, near the Luxembourg border. She died 
four days later, without regaining consciousness. Police 
saw no immediate connection with a burglary at Trier, 
November 28, in which $1,100 cash was stolen from a 
villa on the edge of town. By December 5, the action 
had shifted to Regensberg, across the country in Bavaria, 
with 68-year-old Maria Weiss robbed and stomped to 
death in her flower shop. 


Investigators played a hunch, reviewing unsolved 
robberies throughout West Germany, and they disco- 
vered a series of similar crimes connecting the two 
murder sites. A computer scan of similar solved cases 
kicked out names of three suspects, including 20-year- 
old Janusz Komar. An interview with Komar’s room- 
mate in Regensberg finally cracked the case, revealing 
that Komar had come home with blood on his clothing 
the day Maria Weiss was murdered. 


In custody, Komar confessed to the murders and 
various robberies, stating that he needed the money for 
travel, liquor, and drugs. Convicted on two counts of 
premeditated murder in November 1985, he was 
sentenced to ten years imprisonment — the maximum 
penalty allowed for defendants under 21 years of age. 
With time off for “good behavior,” he could theoreti- 
cally be on the streets again by 1990. 


KOMAROFF, VASILI 


Vasili Komaroff was known among his neighbors as 
a friendly, smiling family man. He dealt in horses, and 
maintained a stable at his home, in Moscow’s Shabo- 
lovki district. None who knew him well suspected that 
he might have been the “Wolf of Moscow,” an elusive 
killer who had terrorized the neighborhood and foiled 
police investigators in a two-year manhunt. 


Times were hard and life was cheap in Russia, in the 
early 1920s. Revolution and a grueling civil war had 


trained the populace to live with danger, but the recent 
spate of murders in the nation’s capital were something 
else, entirely. From the latter part of 1921, through early 
1923, police pursued the brutal executioner of twenty- 
one male victims, each of whom had been discovered 
tightly bound in sacks, their bodies dumped on waste 
ground in the Shabolovki neighborhood. The corpses 
had been “trussed like chickens for roasting,” and 
detectives noted they were nearly always found on 
Thursday or on Saturday. 


The timing seemed to be no mere coincidence, 
considering the fact that horses went to market in the 
neighborhood on Wednesday afternoons and Fridays. It 
seemed probable that victims were selected from the 
market crowds, but probability and proof were two 
entirely different things. 


At length, investigators heard about Vasili Komaroff 
from other traders in the district. It was curious, they 
said, that while Vasili seldom brought a horse to market, 
he was often seen to leave with customers. It might have 
been coincidence, and then again... 


Detectives questioned neighbors of the Komaroffs, 
and learned that familyman Vasili had a nasty, violent 
streak behind the ever-present smile. On one occasion, 
they were told, he tried to hang his eldest son — an 
eight-year-old — but was prevented by his wife, who 
cut the struggling victim down. A raiding party visited 
Vasili’s stable, on the pretext of a search for bootleg 
liquor, and they found his latest victim, trussed and 
bagged, beneath a pile of hay. 


In custody, the Wolf of Moscow readily confessed his 
crimes. In all, he reckoned he had murdered thirty-three 
prospective buyers, luring each in turn with promises of 
bargain prices, killing them in the seclusion of his stable. 
Robbery was cited as the motive, though he averaged 
barely eighty cents per man — a miserable $26.40 for 
the entire. series of crimes. Vasili led his captors to the 
dumping grounds where five more corpses lay in burlap 
bags. He had disposed of half a dozen others in the 
Moskva River; their remains were never found. 


The prisoner tried suicide three times, without 
success, thereafter trusting in the court to grant him 
speedy trial and execution. “I am fifty-two,” he told 
reporters from his cell. “I have had a good time and 
don’t want to live any longer.” Questioned on the nature 
of his crimes, he spoke of murder as “an awfully easy 
job.” Vasili told the press, “I killed a man who tried to 
beat me in a horse trade. He was the only one who ever 


resisted. It was very easy. I just knocked them on their 
heads with a hammer or strangled them.” 


His murder trial convened on June 7, 1923. Vasili’s 
wife was also charged with murder, on the theory that 
she scarcely could have overlooked her husband’s grisly 
homework. The proceedings were conducted in Mos- 
cow’s huge Polytechnic Museum to accommodate 
gawkers, and Vasili seemed to take it well when, in the 
predawn hours of June 8, the court condemned him to 
be shot within the next three days. Departing for his cell, 
the Wolf of Moscow quipped, “Well, it’s my turn to be 
put in the sack now.” 


An eleventh-hour change of heart resulted in appeals, 
delaying the inevitable, but the fate of the defendants 
had been sealed. On June 18, the Komaroffs were 
executed by a Moscow firing squad. 


KRAFT, RANDY STEVEN 


Randy Kraft 
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Shortly after 1 a.m. on May 14, 1983, highway patrol 
officers in Orange County, California, stopped a 
weaving motorist suspected of intoxication. The driver 
Randy Kraft, immediately left his vehicle, all smiles as 
he approached the cruiser to conduct his business. 
Growing more suspicious by the moment, officers 
walked Kraft back to his car, where they found Terry 
Gambrel, a 25-year-old Marine, slumped dead in the 
passenger’s seat. He had been strangled with a belt, and 
Kraft was booked on suspicion of murder, held in lieu 
of $250,000 bail. 


A background check on Kraft revealed a 1966 arrest 
for lewd conduct in Huntington Beach, with charges 
dismissed. He graduated from college a year later, with 
a degree in economics, and spent a year in the air force 
before he was discharged on grounds related to homo- 
sexual behavior. In 1975, Kraft was arrested in Long 
Beach for lewd conduct with another man; on convic- 
tion, he spent five days in jail and paid a $125 fine. 


The search of Kraft’s impounded auto turned up 
forty-seven color photographs depicting several young 
men, some of them naked, some apparently unconscious 
— or worse. A briefcase in the trunk contained a 
notebook, filled with more than sixty cryptic messages 
in some personal code. A tour of Kraft’s home unco- 
vered further evidence, convincing the authorities they 
had a most prolific killer on their hands, Kraft’s 
photographs depicted three young men whose deaths 
were still unsolved in Southern California. Robert 
Loggins, a teenaged Marine, had been found dead in 
September 1980; now, police examined snapshots of his 
naked body, stretched out on a couch recovered from 
Kraft’s home. Roger De Vaul, age 20, was last seen alive 
while hitchhiking with a friend, Geoffrey Nelson, on 
February 12, 1983. Nelson’s body was found in Garden 
Grove that afternoon; De Vaul’s had turned up the 
following day. Eric Church, another chronic hitchhiker, 
was found dead in Orange County on March 27, 1983. 


And the body-count kept growing. Fibers from a rug 
in Kraft’s garage matched those recovered from the 
corpse of Scott Hughes, 18, discarded beside the 
Riverside Freeway in April 1978. Personal items 
recovered from Kraft’s home included property stolen 
from three murder victims in Oregon, plus two items 
belonging to a man found dead near Grand Rapids, 
Michigan, in December 1982. Investigators learned that 
Kraft had worked for a Santa Monica-based aerospace 
firm between June 1980 and January 1983, visiting 
company offices in Oregon and Michigan at the times 
of unsolved murders in both states. 
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As names were added to the list of victims, prosecu- 
tors cracked the code in Kraft’s notebook. Thus, “2 in 
1 Hitch” referred to the double murder of Nelson and 
De Vaul. “Marine Carson” was a reference to Richard 
Keith, a young marine last seen in Carson, California, 
whose strangled body was found in Laguna Hills in 
June 1978. “Jail Out” described the case of Ronald 
Young, found stabbed in Irvine, hours after his release 
from the Orange County jail on June 11, 1978. 
“Parking Lot” recalled memories of an eight-year-old 
case, in which Keith Crotwell had vanished on March 
26, 1975. Fishermen found his severed head, days later, 
off the coast of Long Beach, and his skeleton was finally 
recovered in October. Kraft was briefly questioned in 
the case, and while he copped to meeting Crotwell in 
a parking lot the day he vanished, officers did not 
consider him a suspect in the crime. 


The list went on and on, with each notation matched 
against another unsolved homicide. A prosecutor 
working on the case told newsmen, “What we have here 
is a true score-card killer.” 


By August 1983, Kraft was charged with six counts 
of murder. A month later, the tally stood at sixteen 
homicides, eleven counts of sodomy, nine counts of 
sexual mutilation and three counts of robbery. In 
January 1984, prosecutors filed written notice of their 
intent to prove twenty-one additional murders, spanning 
twelve years and three states, during the penalty phase 
of Kraft’s trial. Jury selection finally began in July 1988, 
with prospective jurors advised that the trial might last 
a year Or more. 


KRIST, GARY STEVEN 


Gary Krist launched his criminal career at age 
fourteen, with the theft of a boat. A year later he stole 
a car, and at sixteen he was committed to the Utah State 
Industrial School, at Ogden, for a year. Krist entered 
confinement on June 2, 1961, but soon escaped; he was 
recaptured in Idaho on July 29, 1961. At age eighteen, 
he was sentenced to the state vocational school at Tracy, 
California, on conviction for two auto thefts in the 
vicinity of Oakland. Released on December 4, 1964, he 
was next arrested on January 6, 1966, after stealing two 
cars from a sales lot in San Mateo, California. Convicted 
of auto theft on May 20, 1966, he drew a term of six 
months to five years in state prison. Krist escaped from 
custody on November 11, 1966, and was still at large 
two years later, when he graduated to the big time. 


On December 17, 1968, 20-year-old Barbara Jane 
Mackle, a student at Emory College in Atlanta, was 
spending the night with her mother in a suburban motel. 
Recovering from influenza, Barbara had left her 
dormitory in consideration of her roommates, and her 
mother had flown in from Florida to nurse her through 
the illness. While the treatment might have seemed 
extravagant, it fit the Mackle life-style; Barbara’s father 
was a millionaire land developer and personal friend of 
President-elect Richard Nixon. 


The women weren’t expecting visitors that morning, 
in the pre-dawn hours, when Krist and female accom- 
plice Ruth Eisemann-Schier forced their way into the 
room at gunpoint. Barbara’s mother, bound and 
chloroformed, was left behind; the ailing girl was driven 
twenty miles northeast of town and buried in a box that 
had been fitted with an air pump, food and water, and 
a battery-powered lamp. Their dirty work complete, the 
kidnappers drove back to Florida, waiting for the news 
to break. 


A ransom note, buried in the Mackles’ front yard at 
Coral Gables, Florida, demanded $500,000 ransom in 
old $20 bills. The family followed orders, running a 
specified ad in a Miami newspaper on December 18, 
waiting nervously for instructions on the ransom’s 
delivery. The drop was arranged for December 19, on 
a causeway leading to uninhabited Fair Isle, in Biscayne 
Bay. Losing his way in the darkness, Robert Mackle 
arrived an’hour late at the drop point, but Krist 
confirmed the pay-off via telephone, circling back to 
pick up the suitcase. He barely had the bag in hand, 
when a policeman on routine patrol mistook Krist for 
a burglar, giving chase. The kidnapper escaped on foot, 
but clues from his abandoned vehicle identified both 
suspects for the FBI. 


At half-past midnight on December 20, a phone call 
to the Bureau’s office in Atlanta gave directions to the 
site where Barbara Mackle had been buried. Exhumed 
after 83 hours, she was found alive and well. Arrest 
warrants for Gary Krist and Ruth Eisemann-Schier 
were issued the same day, and their names were 
simultaneously added to the “Ten Most Wanted” list. 


In flight, Krist had used some of the ransom money 
to purchase a boat, planning to escape by water. A 
Coast Guard helicopter spoiled his plan, trailing him 
until Krist abandoned his craft on Hog Island, in 
Charleston Harbor. Captured by Sheriff Richard 
McLeod on December 22, the fugitive was held in lieu 
of $500,000 bail. On January 3, Krist and his accom- 


plice were indicted on state charges of kidnapping with 
ransom, a Capital crime in Georgia. 


In custody, awaiting trial, Krist startled jailers with 
confessions to a string of previously unsolved murders. 
According to the prisoner, his first victim was a 65-year- 
old hermit, with whom Krist had a homosexual 
relationship at age fourteen, while living in Pelican, 
Alaska. He had killed the man, Krist said, by tripping 
him while they were walking on a bridge across a deep 
ravine. Investigators verified a case, identical to Krist’s 
description, that had previously been described as death 
by accident. 


At nineteen, Krist asserted, he had killed a girl near 
San Diego, strangling and beating her to death, conceal- 
ing her body under a pile of rocks. Local officers 
confirmed the discovery of Helen Crow’s body on 
October 3, 1964, with a coroner’s estimate of death 
occurring six to eight weeks earlier. At that time, Krist 
was under lock and key at Tracy, California; his 
knowledge of the graphic details in the case remains a 
mystery. 


A third homicide, reported by Krist, was committed 
in 1961, shortly after his escape from confinement in 
Utah. According to Gary’s confession, he picked up a 
homosexual, described as a “sissy,” and later killed his 
victim in a violent fit of rage. The body had been 
dumped near Wendover, Utah, where local officers 
confirmed discovery of a skeleton on July 27, 1967. The 
coroner’s vague estimate of death, some three to five 
years earlier, roughly corresponds with Krist’s period of 
freedom from custody. 


Despite allusions to a fourth murder, Krist refrained 
from offering any details. Convicted of kidnapping on 
May 26, 1969, he was sentenced to a term of life 
imprisonment in Georgia. At this writing, there are no 
plans to prosecute murder charges in Utah or Alaska. 


KROLL, JOACHIM 


A nomadic German sex killer, Kroll lived in the 
vicinity of Duisburg, filling his bachelor apartment with 
electronic gadgets and inflatable sex dolls, frequently 
strangling the latter with one hand while he masturbated 
with the other. Too nervous and shy for sex with 
conscious partners, he turned to rape and murder at age 
22, killing so often over the next two decades that he 
lost count of his victims. In the 1960s, Kroll tried 
cannibalism on a whim, enjoying it so much that he kept 
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up the practice, stalking “tender” victims in an effort to 
reduce his grocery bills. 


Joachim Kroll 


Kroll’s first remembered victim was 19-year-old 
Irmgard Strehl, raped and murdered in a barn near the 
village of Walstedde, during February 1955. Twelve- 
year-old Erika Schuletter was the next to die, raped and 
strangled at Kirchhellen in 1956. Three years later and 
miles away, he killed Klara Jesmer in the woods near 
Rheinhausen, on June 17, 1959. Sixteen-year-old 
Manuela Knodt was raped and murdered near Brede- 
ney, south of Essen, with slices cut from her buttocks 
and thighs in the first slaying attributed to the man 
police would dub the “Ruhr Hunter.” 


On April 23, 1962, 13-year-old Petra Giese was 
raped and killed at Rees, near Walsum, both buttocks 
sliced off, along with her left forearm and hand. The 
Hunter was still stalking Walsum on June 4, when 13- 
year-old Monica Tafel vanished on her way to school. 
Searchers found her body in a nearby rye field, steaks 
carved from her buttocks and the back of her thighs. 


Kroll sometimes changed his pattern, in an effort to 
confuse police. No meat was taken when he murdered 
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12-year-old Barbara Bruder, in Burscheid, during 1962. 
In August 1965, at Grossenbaum, he crept up on a pair 
of young lovers, stabbing a tire on their car, then fatally 
knifing the driver, Hermann Schmitz, when he stepped 
out to investigate the noise. In Marl, he raped and 
murdered Ursula Roling on September 13, 1966, 
rebounding three months later to kill five-year-old flona 
Harke at Wuppertal, slicing steaks from her buttocks 
and shoulders. 


Kroll’s luck nearly ran out in 1967, when he settled 
briefly in Grafenhausen, befriending local children who 
began to call him “Uncle.” Luring a 10-year-old girl into 
a nearby field one afternoon, he promised to “show her 
a rabbit” but produced obscene photos instead, hoping 
the child might become sexually aroused. Instead, she 
was horrified, bolting for safety as Kroll made a grab for 
her throat, and he fled Grafenhausen the same day, 
before police could begin asking troublesome questions. 


On July 12, 1969, he invaded the home of 61-year- 
old Maria Hettgen, in Hueckeswagen, strangling her to 
death and raping her corpse in the front hall. Reverting 
to children on May 21, 1970, Kroll waylaid 13-year-old 
Jutta Ranh in Breitscheid, discarding her strangled body 
after he had satisfied his lust. In 1976, 10-year-old Karin 
Toepfer was raped and strangled on her way to school, 
in Dinslaken Voerde. 


Kroll’s arrogance defeated him in July 1976, when he 
claimed the next victim in his own neighborhood of 
Laar, a Duisburg suburb. Four-year-old Marion Ketter 
was reported missing from a nearby playground, and 
police were asking questions door-to-door when they 
heard a curious story from one of Kroll’s neighbors. 
According to their witness, Kroll had warned him that 
the upstairs toilet in their block of flats was clogged 
“with guts.” A plumber quickly verified the statement, 
flushing a child’s lungs and other organs out of the pipe, 
and detectives went calling on Kroll. In his apartment, 
they discovered plastic bags of human flesh stored in the 
freezer; on the stove, a tiny hand was boiling in a pot 
with carrots and potatoes. 


Convinced that they had bagged the Hunter, officers 
were stunned by Kroll’s long-running litany of rape and 
murder. He remembered fourteen victims, but he really 
couldn’t say if there were more, a circumstance that left 
detectives free to speculate upon his final body-count. 
With capital punishment abolished in Germany after 
World War II, Kroll received the maximum possible 
sentence of life imprisonment. 


KULAXIDES, PETER 


Arrested on September 22, 1930, moments before his 
eighth marriage, Greek “Bluebeard” Peter Kulaxides 
was charged with slaying his first seven wives. In 
custody, Kulaxides admitted killing wife number seven, 
after she “told him lies,” but he staunchly denied 
murdering the first six. His incredible run of bad luck 
had begun, he informed detectives, when his first wife 
collapsed from excitement and joy on receiving the 
news of Peter’s release from prison, where he was 
incarcerated on felony charges. From there, it was all 
downhill, with one wife after another succumbing to 
“natural causes.” The court rejected his sad story, and 
Kulaxides was convicted of murder charges. 


KURTEN, PETER 


Peter Kurten 


Born in Koln-Mulheim, Germany, in 1883, Peter 
Kurten was the product of a violent, abusive childhood. 
Thirteen members of his family existed in a single room, 
devoid of privacy, the atmosphere heavily charged with 
sexual tension. Kurten’s father, a brutal alcoholic, 
frequently compelled his wife to strip for sex in front of 
the assembled children, and he later went to prison for 
attempting to rape his own daughter. Peter likewise 
molested his sisters on occasion, and he was further 
influenced by a sadistic dogcatcher who lived in the 
same building. As a child, Kurten frequently watched 


this man torture his dogs, and was instructed in the art 
of masturbating animals for sport. 


Kurten claimed his first murders at age nine, when he 
pushed a playmate from a raft on the banks of the 
Rhine. A second boy jumped in to help the first, and 
Kurten managed to push them both under the raft, 
where they drowned. As in the case of Carroll Edward 
Cole, a half-century later, these youthful murders were 
dismissed by the authorities as “accidental deaths,” 


Around age twelve, Kurten moved with his family to 
Dusseldorf. Already twisted in his view of sexuality, he 
masturbated compulsively, attempting intercourse with 
his sisters and various schoolgirls. From age thirteen, he 
also practiced bestiality with sheep, pigs, and goats, 
deriving special satisfaction when he stabbed sheep to 
death during intercourse. 


In his early teens, Kurten ran away from home to live 
as a nomadic robber, choosing girls and women as his 
prey. Back home in Dusseldorf at age sixteen, he briefly 
worked as an apprentice moulder, but his master proved 
abusive and Kurten absconded with cash from the till, 
settling in Coblenz with a prostitute who thrived on 
violence and perversion. Kurten logged his first arrest in 
Coblenz — one of seventeen indictments that would 
land him in jail for a total of twenty-seven years. 
Released in 1899, he learned his parents had divorced, 
and Kurten promptly moved in with another masochis- 
tic hooker twice his age. 


Kurten claimed his first adult murder in November 
1899, strangling a girl during sex in the Grafenberger 
Wald, outside Dusseldorf, but no body was found and 
his victim may well have survived. He was jailed twice 
for fraud in 1900, then received another two years for 
attempting to shoot a girl with a rifle. Theft charges kept 
him behind bars until 1904, where he occupied his time 
with fantasies of violent sex and vengeance on society. 


Drafted by the military on release from prison, 
Kurten soon deserted. He had started setting fires by this 
time, drawing sensual excitement from the flames. His 
targets normally were barns and hayricks, torched in 
hopes that sleeping tramps might be burned up alive. 
Sentenced to seven years on a theft charge, in 1905, 
Kurten later claimed to have poisoned several inmates 
in the prison hospital. On release, in 1912, he raped a 
servant girl, and shortly after that was found accosting 
women in a local restaurant. A waiter tried to intervene, 
and Kurten drove him off with pistol fire, earning 
another year in prison for his trouble. 
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On May 25, 1913, Kurten broke into a pub in Koln- 
Mulheim while the owners were away. Creeping up to 
their quarters, he found their 13-year-old daughter, 
Christine Klein, asleep in bed. He cut her throat and 
penetrated her vagina with his fingers, taking time to 
drop a handkerchief with his initials at the scene, but 
luck was with him. The victim’s father, Peter Klein, had 
recently quarreled with his brother Otto, the latter 
threatening to do something Klein “would remember all 
his life.’ Otto Klein was indicted and tried for the 
murder, finally cleared for lack of evidence, while 
Kurten followed the proceedings with amusement. 


Stepping up his schedule, Kurten found another 
sleeping victim but was frightened off by members of 
her family. In separate incidents, he struck a man and 
woman with a hatchet, reaching climax at the sight of 
blood. He also torched another hayrick and attempted 
strangulation of two women, prior to drawing eight 
more years in jail on unrelated charges. 


Freed in 1921, he moved to Altenburg, informing 
new acquaintances that he had been a prisoner of war 
in Russia. Kurten met his future wife in Altenburg, a 
woman who had served five years in jail for shooting 
her fiancee. She initially rejected his proposals, but 
agreed to marry Kurten when he threatened her with 
murder. 


Settling down to a peculiar version of domestic bliss, 
Kurten endured a “normal” life for several years before 
he had a relapse and was charged with sexually 
assaulting servant girls on two occasions. Moving back 
to Dusseldorf in 1925, he was delighted by a blood-red 
sunset on the night of his arrival. He was ready to begin 
his final reign of terror. 


Based upon his subsequent confessions, Kurten bore 
responsibility, by 1928, in four attempted strangulations 
— all of women — and a rash of fires that claimed two 
homes and fifteen other targets. Still, he did not hit his 
stride until the early weeks of 1929. On February 3, he 
stabbed a woman twenty-four times and left her lying 
in the street, but she recovered after months of care. Ten 
days later, Kurten scored his first fatality at Flingern, 
stabbing a mechanic twenty times and leaving him for 
dead. 


On March 9, eight-year-old Rose Ohliger was found 
at a construction site in Dusseldorf; she had been raped, 
stabbed thirteen times, and efforts had been made to 
burn the corpse with paraffin. Comparing notes, 
detectives found their last three victims had been 
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marked by stab wounds in the temples, but the choice 
of targets — first a woman, then a man, and now a child 
— apparently ruled out a pattern in the case. 


In April 1929, police picked up a simple-minded 
transient for assaulting local women, but they found no 
evidence connecting him with homicide and he was sent 
to an asylum. Kurten rested from his labors, meanwhile, 
dallying with servant girls at home and “playfully” 
attempting strangulation during sex. Returning with a 
vengeance during August, Kurten later claimed that he 
had choked a woman by the name of “Ann” and 
dumped her body in the river, but no trace of her was 
ever found. Before the month was out, three other 
victims — one a man — were stabbed in hit-and-run 
attacks in Dusseldorf, but all survived. On August 24, 
two children — Gertrude Hamacher, age five, and 
Louise Lenzen, age 14 — were found dead near their 
homes, both strangled, with their throats cut. One day 
later, Gertrude Schulte was accosted on her way to see 
the fair, at Neuss. Confronted with a crude demand for 
sex, she said that she would rather die. “Well, die then,” 
Kurten answered, stabbing Gertrude several times 
before he fled. She lived and gave police a fair descrip- 
tion of her would-be rapist, but detectives still rejected 
the suggestion of a single man behind their recent crime 
wave. 


Kurten tried to strangle three more women in 
September, hurling one victim unto the river for good 
measure, but all survived. Ida Reuter was less fortunate, 
her skull crushed with a hammer near the end of the 
month. Another hammer victim, Elizabeth Dirries, was 
killed at Grafenbery, October 12. On the twenty-fifth, 
two more women were bludgeoned in separate attacks, 
but both recovered from their wounds. 


Five-year-Old Gertrude Alberman was reported 
missing in Dusseldorf on November 7, her body 
recovered two days later, after Kurten sent directions to 
a local newspaper. The child had been strangled, then 
stabbed thirty-six times for good measure. Following 
directions in Kurten’s letter, police also unearthed the 
remains of Maria Hahn, stabbed to death and buried in 
mid-August. Stabbed twenty times, Hahn had also been 
raped after death. 


Kurten’s luck ran out on May 14, 1930, when he 
picked up Maria Budlick and took her home for a meal, 
thereafter strolling through the woods with sex and 
strangulation on his mind. Maria fought him off, and 
Kurten unaccountably released her after she assured him 
that she had forgotten his address. Police were sum- 


moned and, in custody, their suspect launched a 
marathon confession that would send him to his death. 


Kurten’s trial opened on April 13, 1931, and ended 
eight days later. Jurors needed only ninety minutes to 
convict him on nine counts of murder, sternly rejecting 
Kurten’s insanity defense. Sentenced to death by 
decapitation, Kurten informed a psychiatrist that his 
greatest thrill of all time would be hearing the blood 
spurt from his own severed neck. He went to the 
guillotine, all smiles, on July 2, 1931. 


KUZNETSOF 


Described by Soviet reporters as a leader of the 
“Volga pirates,” cruel Kuznetsof stood accused, in 1929, 
of some 200 crimes, including six known homicides in 
which his relatives were normally selected as the 
victims. Unrepentant to the end, he chilled and titillated 
Russian audiences with his philosophical approach to 
murder, offering decisive proof that differences in 
politics have little bearing on the bestial side of man. 


The first three victims charged against Kuznetsof 
were his uncle, his aunt, and their lodger, an invalid 
soldier. According to Kuznetsof’s own description of the 
crime, the triple murder grew out of resentment toward 
his uncle. “When I went away,” the killer said, “he stole 
my property. He offered to give it back, but I thought 
buried men cannot bear witness, so I shot him, with his 
wife and lodger.” 


Next, Kuznetsof killed his infant daughter, whom he 
had regarded as a nuisance. “You cannot make a good 
plank out of rotten wood,” he decided, “so she was 
better off dead.” When his grieving wife called Kuznet- 
sof a murderer, he threw her in the Volga River, 
“because flowing streams wash away sorrow.” A second 
wife was also murdered, after Kuznetsof adopted a full- 
time criminal career. “She knew too much,” he told 
assembled journalists, “but in the grave all knowledge 
ends.” 


Asked if he believed he could escape detection for his 
crime, Kuznetsof said, “Of course not. My exploits 
became famous as soon as done. We criminals have our 
ways of communication faster than your telegraph, but 
the more and quicker they know us, the more they fear 
us.” On conviction for his crimes, Kuznetsof was 
immediately executed by a firing squad. 


LAKE, LEONARD, 
and NG, CHARLES CHITAT 


A native of San Francisco, Leonard Lake was born 
July 20, 1946. His mother sought to teach pride in the 
human body by encouraging Lake to photograph nude 
girls, including his sisters and cousins, but the “pride” 
soon developed into a precocious obsession with 
pornography. In adolescence, Lake extorted sexual 
favors from his sister, in return for protection from the 
violent outbursts of a younger brother, Donald. By his 
teens, Leonard displayed a fascination with the concept 
of collecting “slaves.” Lake joined the Marine Corps in 
1966 and served a noncombatant tour in Vietnam, as a 
radar operator. He also underwent two years of 
psychiatric therapy at Camp Pendleton, for unspecified 
mental problems, before his ultimate discharge in 1971. 


Back in civilian life, Lake moved to San Jose and was 
married, developing a local reputation as a gun buff, 
“survivalist,” and sex freak. His favorite high was 
filming bondage scenes, including female partners other 
than his wife, and they were soon divorced. In 1980, 
Lake was charged with grand theft, after ripping off 
building materials from a construction site, but he got 
off easy with one year’s probation. Married a second 
time in August 1981, he moved with his wife to a 
communal ranch at Ukiah, California, where a “renais- 
sance”’ life-style was practiced — complete with 
medieval costumes and surgical alteration of young 
goats to produce “unicorns.” A few months after his 
arrival in Ukiah, Lake met Charlie Ng. 


Hong Kong born, in 1961, Charles Chitat Ng was the 
son of wealthy Chinese parents. Forever in trouble, Ng 
was expelled from school in Hong Kong, and then from 
an expensive private school in England, where he was 
caught stealing from his fellow students. A subsequent 
shoplifting arrest drove him to California, where he 
joined the Marine Corps after a hit-and-run incident, 
falsely listing his place of birth as Bloomington, Indiana. 
An expert martial artist and self-styled “ninja warrior” 
who was “born to fight,” Ng talked incessantly of 
violence to his fellow leathernecks. In October 1979, he 
led two accomplices in stealing $11,000 worth of 
automatic weapons from a Marine arsenal in Hawaii 
and found himself under arrest. During psychiatric 
evaluation, Ng boasted of “assassinating” someone in 
California, but he never got around to naming the 
victim. He escaped from custody before his trial, and 
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was listed as a deserter when he answered Lake’s ad in 
a war gamer’s magazine, in 1981. 


The two men hit it off at once, in spite of Lake’s 
racism, which seemed to encompass only blacks and 
Hispanics. They began collecting automatic weapons 
from illegal sources, and a team of federal agents raided 
the Ukiah ranch in April 1982, arresting Lake and Ng 
for firearms violations. Released on $6,000 bond, Lake 
promptly went into hiding, using a variety of pseudo- 
nyms as he drifted around northern California. His 
second wife divorced him after the arrest, but they 
remained on friendly terms. As a fugitive, Ng was 
denied bail, and he struck a bargain with military 
prosecutors in August, pleading guilty to theft in return 
for a promise that he would serve no more than three 
years of a 14-year sentence. Confined to the military 
stockade at Leavenworth federal penitentiary, Ng was 
paroled after 18 months, avoiding deportation with a 
reference to the phony birthplace shown on his enlist- 
ment papers. On release from prison, he returned to 
California and again teamed up with Leonard Lake. 


By that time, Lake had settled on two and a half acres 
of woodland near Wilseyville, in Calaveras County, 
enlisting the help of neighbors to construct a fortified 
bunker beside his cabin, stockpiling illegal weapons and 
stolen video equipment. His every thought was recorded 
in various diaries, including details of “Operation 
Miranda,” entailing collection of sex slaves to serve his 
needs after a nuclear holocaust. On the subject of 
females, Lake wrote: “God meant women for cooking, 
cleaning house and sex. And when they are not in use, 
they should be locked up.” An oft-repeated motto in the 
diaries advised, “If you love something, let it go. If it 
doesn’t come back, hunt it down and kill it.” On 
February 25, 1984, shortly before his reunion with Ng, 
Lake described his life as “Mostly dull day-to-day 
routine still with death in my pocket and fantasy my 
major goal.” If authorities are correct, the first death in 
Lake’s pocket may have claimed brother Donald, 
reported missing by their mother — and never seen 
again — after he went to visit Lake in July 1983. 


On June 2, 1985, employees of a lumberyard in 
South San Francisco called police to report a peculiar 
shoplifting incident. An Oriental man had walked out 
of the store with a $75 vice, placed it in the trunk of 
a Honda auto parked nearby, and then escaped on foot 
before they could detain him. The car was still outside, 
and officers found a bearded white man at the wheel. 
He cheerfully produced a driver’s license in the name of 
“Robin Stapley,” but he bore no resemblance to its 
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photograph. A brief examination of the trunk turned up 
the stolen vice, along with a silencer-equipped .22- 
caliber pistol. Booked on theft and weapons charges, 
“Stapley” evaded questions for several hours, then asked 
for a drink of water, gulping a cyanide capsule removed 
from a secret compartment in his belt buckle. He was 
comatose on arrival at the hospital, where he would 
linger on life-support machines over the next four days, 
before he was finally pronounced dead on June 6. 


A fingerprint comparison identified “Stapley” as 
Leonard Lake, but the driver’s license was not a forgery. 
Its original owner was also the founder of San Diego’s 
Guardian Angels chapter — and he had not been seen 
at home for several weeks. The Honda’s license plate 
was registered to Lake, but the vehicle was not. Its 
owner of record, 39-year-old Paul Cosner, was a San 
Francisco car dealer who had disappeared in November 
1984, after leaving home to sell the car to “a weird guy.” 


Lake’s auto registration led detectives to the property 
in Wilseyville, where they discovered weapons, torture 
devices, and Leonard’s voluminous diaries. Serial 
numbers on Lake’s video equipment traced ownership 
to Harvey Dubs, a San Francisco photographer reported 
missing from home — along with his wife Deborah and 
infant son, Sean — on July 25, 1984. As detectives soon 
learned, the equipment had been used to produce 
ghoulish “home movies” of young women being 
stripped and threatened, raped and tortured, at least one 
of them mutilated so savagely she must have died as a 
result. Lake and Ng were the principal stars of the snuff 
tapes, but one of their “leading ladies” was quickly 
identified as the missing Deborah Dubs. 


Another reluctant “actress” was Brenda O’Connor, 
who once occupied the cabin adjacent to Lake’s with 
her husband, Lonnie Bond, and their infant son, Lonnie, 
Jr. They had known Lake as “Charles Gunnar,” an alias 
lifted from the best man at Lake’s second wedding and 
another missing person, last seen alive in 1983. O’Con- 
nor was afraid of “Gunnar,” telling friends that she had 
seen him plant a woman’s body in the woods, but rather 
than inform police, her husband had invited a friend — 
Guardian Angel Robin Stapley — to share their 
quarters and offer personal protection. All four had 
disappeared in May of 1985. 


Another snuff-tape victim, 18-year-old Kathleen 
Allen, made the acquaintance of Lake and Ng through 
her boyfriend, 23-year-old Mike Carroll. Carroll had 
served time with Ng at Leavenworth and later came 
west to join him in various shady enterprises. Allen 


abandoned her job in a supermarket after Lake 
informed her that Carroll had been shot and wounded 
“near Lake Tahoe,” offering to show her where he was. 
Her final paycheck had been mailed to Lake’s address 
in Wilseyville. 


Aside from videocassettes, authorities retrieved 
numerous still photos from Lake’s bunker, including 
snapshots of Leonard in long “witchy” robes, and 
photos of 21 young women captured in various stages 
of undress. Six were finally identified and found alive; 
the other 15 have remained elusive, despite publication 
of the photographs, and police suspect that most or all 
of them were murdered on the death ranch. 


Gradually, the search moved outward from Lake’s 
bunker, into the surrounding woods. A vehicle aban- 
doned near the cabin was registered to another missing 
person, Sunnyvale photographer Jeffrey Askern, and 
police soon had a fair idea of what had happened to 
Lake’s vanishing acquaintances. On June 8, portions of 
four human skeletons were unearthed near the bunker, 
with a fifth victim — and numerous charred bone 
fragments, including infant’s teeth — discovered on 
June 13. Number six was turned up five days later, and 
was first to be identified. A 34-year-old drifter, Randy 
Jacobson was last seen alive in October 1984, when he 
left his San Francisco rooming house to visit Lake and 
sell his van. Two of Jacobson’s neighbors, 26-year-old 
Cheryl Okoro and 38-year-old Maurice Wok, were also 
on the missing list, linked to the Wilseyville killers by 
personal contacts and cryptic entries in Lake’s diary. 


Three more skeletons were sorted out of scattered 
fragments on June 26, and authorities declared that 
Lake and Ng were linked with the disappearance of at 
least 25 persons. One of those was Mike Carroll, who 
reportedly agreed to dress in “sissy” clothes and lure 
gays for Ng to kill, then died himself when Charlie tired 
of the game. Donald Giuletti, a 36-year-old disc jockey 
in San Francisco, had offered oral sex through published 
advertisements, and one of the callers was a young 
Oriental who shot Giuletti to death in July 1984, 
critically wounding his roommate at the same time. 
Lake’s wife recalled that Ng had boasted of shooting 
two homosexuals, and the survivor readily identified 
Ng’s mugshot as a likeness of the gunman. 


Two other friends of Ng — and occasional co- 
workers at a Bay Area warehouse — were also on the 
missing list. Clifford Parenteau, age 24, had vanished 
after winning $400 on a Superbowl bet, telling asso- 
ciates that he was going “to the country” to spend the 


money with Ng. A short time later, 25-year-old Jeffrey 
Gerald dropped from sight after he agreed to help Ng 
move some furniture. Neither man was seen again, and 
Ng is formally charged with their deaths, in two of 
twelve first-degree murder counts filed against him. 
Other victims named in the indictment include Mike 
Carroll and Kathleen Allen, Lonnie Bond and family, 
Robin Stapley, Don Giuletti, and three members of the 
Dubs family. Ng is also charged as an accessory to 
murder in the disappearance of Paul Cosner. (Remains 
of Stapley and Lonnie Bond were found in a common 
grave on July 9, bringing the official body-count to 12 
known victims.) 


On July 6, 1985, Ng was arrested while shoplifting 
food from a market in Calgary, Alberta. A security 
guard was shot in the hand before Ng was subdued. 
Charges of attempted murder were reduced to aggra- 
vated assault, robbery, and illegal use of a weapon, with 
Ng sentenced to four and a half years imprisonment 
upon conviction. 


On November 29, 1988, a Canadian judge ruled that 
Ng should be extradited to the United States for trial on 
19 of 25 charges filed against him in California. Ng’s 
appeal of the decision was rejected on August 31,1989. 


LANDRU, HENRI DESIRE 


Henri Landru 


Born in Paris during 1869, the future “Bluebeard” 
was a bright student who studied mechanical engineer- 
ing at age sixteen. He served four years in the army, 
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rising to the rank of sergeant before his discharge in 
1894. During the same period, Landru seduced his 
cousin and she bore him a daughter in 1891, becoming 
his wife two years later. On discharge from the service, 
he enlisted with a Paris firm requiring cash deposits 
from its new employees, but the owner soon absconded 
with his money, leaving Landru bitter at society in 
general. 


He logged the first of seven felony arrests in 1900, 
sentenced to a two-year term for fraud. He drew another 
two years in 1904, thirteen months in 1906, and three 
years in 1908. While still imprisoned on the latter term, 
he was returned to Lille for trial on charges of swindling 
15,000 francs from a middle-aged widow he met 
through a lonely-hearts ad in the newspaper. That 
conviction earned him another three years, but Landru 
accepted his punishment philosophically, fathering three 
more children during his brief vacations from prison. 


Free on parole in 1914, Landru was suspected by 
police of various offenses and convicted in absentia, 
sentenced to a four-year prison term and lifelong 
deportation to New Caledonia, to be imposed upon his 
apprehension. He had nothing left to lose except his life, 
and by the outbreak of the war in Europe, he was 
risking that, as well. 


In 1914, posing as “Monsieur Diard,” he struck up 
an acquaintance with a widow, Madame Cuchet, and 
her 16-year-old son. Despite warnings from her family, 
the lady furnished a villa at Vernouillet and the three of 
them set up housekeeping. The Cuchets disappeared in 
January 1915, with Landru pocketing 5,000 francs on 
the deal and presenting his wife with the woman’s gold 
watch, as a gift. 


In early June 1915, Landru began courting another 
widow, Madame Laborde-Line. She sold off her 
furniture on June 21, telling friends she was going to live 
with her future husband at Vernouillet. Madame 
Laborde-Line was last seen alive on June 26, after 
which Landru sold her securities and other belongings 
for cash. 


Meeting his victims through lonely-hearts ads had 
become a routine, and by the time he disposed of his 
second mark, Landru had two more waiting in the 
wings. A Madame Guillin, 51, joined him at Vernouillet 
on August 2, and Landru sold off her securities a few 
days later. By December, a series of forged documents 
had siphoned 12,000 francs from the missing woman’s 
account. 
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Calling himself “Dupont,” Landru rented a villa at 
Gambais, south of Paris, in December 1915. His latest 
paramour, Madame Heon, joined him there on 
December 8, and was never seen again. Her friends were 
briefly pacified by notes from Landru, each explaining 
that the woman could no longer write herself, because 
of failing health. 


Victim number six, Madame Collomb, had main- 
tained correspondence with Landru since May 1915, 
accepting his pledges of true-blue affection. She moved 
into his Gambais villa in November 1916, but their 
romance was short lived, the lady vanishing on Christ- 
mas day. 


In January 1917, Landru met a young servant girl, 
Andree Babelay, at the railway station, offering her a 
place to stay while she looked for work. On March 11, 
Andree told her mother she was engaged, and she 
moved in with Landru full-time on March 29. Penniless, 
she had nothing to offer in terms of financial rewards, 
but her days were still numbered. By April 12, she had 
vanished without a trace. 


In July, after more than two years of running 
correspondence, Landru began courting Madame 
Buisson. They boarded the train for Gambais on August 
19, and she was seen no more. Suspicious relatives 
launched their own investigation in the face of police 
indifference, and began comparing notes with the family 
of Madame Collomb. 


Landru, meanwhile, continued his courting apace. 
Madame Jaune met her husband-to-be through a 
matrimonial agent, moving to Gambais on November 
25, 1917; five days later, Landru cleaned out her bank 
account. Madame Pascal joined the list on April 5, 
1918, her furniture sold as an afterthought. Madame 
Marchadier accepted Landru’s proposal on New Year’s 
Day, 1919; she moved to Gambais two weeks later... 
and vanished. 


Pressure from the Buisson and Collomb families 
eventually forced police to arrest Landru on April 12, 
1919. A notebook was found, bearing cryptic notations 
on each of his victims, but excavations around his villa 
unearthed only the remains of three dogs. No trace of 
his human prey was ever found, and Landru remained 
uncooperative, certain that he must go free in the 
absence of bodies. 


Prosecutors disagreed, and his trial at Versailles, in 
November, became a sensation. Neighbors from Gam- 
bais recalled the rancid smoke sporadically produced by 
Landru’s chimney, and the court was satisfied. Con- 


victed of murder, he was sentenced to die in spite of the 
jury’s recommendation for clemency. Taking his secrets 
to the grave, Landru was guillotined on February 23, 
1922. 


LANG, DONALD 


An illiterate deaf mute, Lang was charged with his 
first murder — of a Chicago woman — in 1965. Ruled 
unfit for trial on grounds that he could not participate 
in his defense, he was confined in a mental institution 
until 1971, when the state supreme court decreed that 
he must either be tried or released. Back on the street, 
Lang was charged with killing another Chicago woman 
in 1972, this time convicted and sentenced to prison for 
life. The conviction was overturned on appeal, since 
Lang could not communicate with his attorneys, and he 
was remanded into custody of the state mental health 
department. Despite his highly-publicized escape, in 
March of 1982, a Chicago judge granted Lang permis- 
sion to leave the hospital grounds a month later, for 
purposes of learning sign language and meeting with 
other deaf patients. The court acknowledged that Lang 
was “potentially dangerous,” but ruled that “a reasona- 
ble risk’? should be taken to help him develop 
emotionally. 


LANHAM, HARRY, and 
KNOPPA, ANTONY MICHAEL 


On November 3, 1971, the body of 16-year-old 
Adele Crabtree was found outside Conroe, Texas. Last 
seen alive at a “hippy” commune in Houston, she was 
fully clothed when found, her death attributed to close- 
range shotgun blasts. The same day, Linda Sutherlin was 
reported missing in Houston, when she failed to come 
home after work. Police retrieved her blood-stained car, 
but five more days would pass before her corpse was 
found near Pearland, in Brazoria County. A pair of 
nylon pantyhose was tied around her neck, but death 
was the result of shotgun blasts. 


Investigators learned that Sutherlin had stopped in a 
neighborhood bar after work, on the night she disap- 
peared. Witnesses recalled her talking to one Harry 
Lanham, a tow-truck driver once convicted of rape, 
more recently charged with beating his girlfriend and 
her five-year-old daughter. Picked up for questioning on 
December 8, Lanham refused to cooperate with police, 


but he was careless with his cellmate, making reference 
to “his own private graveyard.” 


The pressure of surveillance and interrogation finally 
got to Lanham, during April 1972, and he fingered an 
acquaintance, 24-year-old Tony Knoppa, in the Suther- 
lin murder. Previously charged with rape, Knoppa had 
been sentenced to seven months even after the victim 
changed her story. Back in jail on suspicion of murder, 
he was outraged by Lanham’s fancy footwork, inform- 
ing detectives that Harry was the triggerman in both the 
Sutherlin and Crabtree slayings. 


In the wake of his prior rape conviction, Knoppa said, 
Lanham had vowed to silence his future victims, 
insuring against further jail time. “He said I should stick 
with him,” Knoppa testified, “then I’'d see a lot of 
women killed.” Their typical M.0. involved picking up 
hitchhikers, women in bars, or stranded motorists, 
transporting them to a vacant house for multiple rapes, 
after which they were driven into the countryside and 
shot. In custody, Lanham was also linked with the 
murder of 13-year-old Collette Wilson, from Alvin, 
Texas, whose bones were found with those of Houston 
victim Gloria Gonzales, missing since October 1971. 
Convicted on all counts, Lanham and Knoppa were 
sentenced to life imprisonment. 


LASKEY, POSTEAL 


Between October 1965 and December 1966, female 
Cincinnati residents were terrorized by a series of 
stranglings and sexual assaults, recalling memories of 
recent turmoil generated by the “Boston Strangler.” 
Seven women died and one was injured in the space of 
fourteen months, the ultimate conviction of a suspect in 
a single case relaxing tension only when the murders 
ceased, thereby supporting homicide detectives in their 
claim that all eight crimes had been committed by a 
single man. 


The killer blew his first attempt, on October 12, 
1965, when he beat and raped a 65-year-old woman, 
failing in his effort to strangle her with a length of plastic 
clothesline. Two months later, on December 2, his 
weapon was the same, employed to strangle Emogene 
Harrington in the basement of her own apartment 
building. Police linked the two crimes in theory, but the 
panic was yet to come. 

On April 4, 1966, 58-year-old Lois Dant was raped 
and strangled in her first-floor Cincinnati apartment. 
Two months later, on June 10, 56-year-old Jeannette 
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Messer was found in a city park, raped and strangled 
with a necktie. On October 12, Mrs. Carl Hochhausler, 
51, was found by her daughter in the family garage, 
beaten, raped and strangled to death by an unknown 
assailant. Eight days later, in a crime that police called 
“an exact copy” of the previous murders, 81-year-old 
Rose Winstsel was savagely beaten in her home, 
strangled with the electric cord of a heating pad. 
Authorities were less certain in the death of octogenar- 
ian Lula Kerrick, found in the elevator of her apartment 
building on December 9. The strangulation looked 
familiar, granted, but she had not suffered sexual assault. 


A few days later, suspect Posteal Laskey was arrested 
and charged with the “similar” slaying of a seventh 
victim, Barbara Bowman. Convicted and sentenced to 
life for that crime, Laskey was never charged in the 
other stranglings, but police remain confident of his 
guilt, an assumption seemingly supported by the abrupt 
cessation of murders after his arrest. 


LEE, BRUCE 


Born Peter George Dinsdale in 1960, Lee was the son 
of a British prostitute, afflicted from birth with epilepsy, 
partial paralysis, and a deformed right arm. Until the age 
of three, he lived with his maternal grandmother, 
afterward joining his mother and her common-law 
husband until the relationship disintegrated. Until the 
age of sixteen, he attended a school for the physically 
handicapped, and was there introduced to homosexual 
practices that, in the words of his prosecutors, “eventu- 
ally led to his downfall and discovery.” At age nineteen, 
Lee changed his name to emulate the famous kung-fu 
film star whom he idolized. 


A classic pyromaniac, Lee would explain in his 
confessions that a tingling in his fingers signalled him 
that it was time to light a fire. His first act of arson, at 
age nine, caused more than $30,000 damage to a 
shopping center. Lee’s normal technique involved 
dumping paraffin through a mail slot, followed by a 
match to light the fuel. 


Lee scored his first fatality in June of 1973. On 
January 5, 1977, eleven elderly men were killed and six 
rescuers injured when he torched a local rest home. 
Slapped by an old man in an altercation over Lee’s 
disturbing some pigeons, Bruce threatened to kill his 
assailant. Later, the birds were all found with their necks 
wrung, and the man was burned to death in his 
armchair. The death was ruled an accident until, years 
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later, Lee confessed that he had found the man asleep 
and set his clothes on fire with paraffin. 


In 1980, a house fire on Selby Street, in Hull, killed 
Edith Hastie and her three sons. Police found paper, 
soaked in paraffin, near the front door, but the Hasties 
were so unpopular with their neighbors that everyone in 
the vicinity was suspect. Some 18,000 persons were 
questioned before police discovered that Charles Hastie, 
one of the victims, was acquainted with various 
homosexuals who patronized public restrooms near his 
home. A group of suspects were rounded up, including 
Lee, who confessed to a series of fires spanning the past 
eleven years. In all, 26 persons had died by his hand, 
and multiple charges of manslaughter were filed. 


Pleading guilty on all counts, Lee was sentenced to 
an indefinite term in a mental hospital. As his prosecutor 
remarked, “The sad fact is that this is his only real 
accomplishment in life, and something he had expressed 
himself as being proud of.” Lee described his motive 
more compellingly. “I am devoted to fire,” he said. “Fire 
is my master, and that is why I cause these fires.” 


LeGRAND, DEVERNON 


A New York native, born in 1925, LeGrand was 
arrested on charges of kidnapping, assault, and firearms 
possession in 1965. Three years later, police accused 
him of snatching a 23-year-old woman from her home, 
assaulting and raping her before she managed to escape. 
Neither case was prosecuted, but in 1975, LeGrand was 
convicted of bribery and sexual misconduct with a 17- 
year-old girl. That same year, along with his 20-year-old 
son Noconda, LeGrand was convicted of kidnapping 
and rape; he drew a sentence of five to 15 years in 
prison, while his son got off “easy” with an eight-year 
prison term. 


Such conduct is not unheard of in New York City, 
but it is peculiar for the leader of a church. A self-styled 
holy man, LeGrand had organized St. John’s Pentecos- 
tal Church of Our Lord a decade earlier, putting down 
roots in the Crown Heights district of Brooklyn. His 
headquarters, a four-story townhouse, was occupied by 
eleven “nuns” and their 47 children, many of them 
fathered by LeGrand. According to police, LeGrand did 
most of his recruiting by seduction, impregnating young 
women, then threatening them or their children if they 
refused to beg for money on the streets. His black-clad 
“nuns” were often seen around Grand Central Station, 
and others had been jailed on misdemeanor charges in 


New Jersey. It was within the Crown Heights “chapel” 
that LeGrand had raped his final victim, during August 
1974, and authorities suspected that sexual assault was 
only the tip of the iceberg. 


In 1966, LeGrand’s “church” had purchased a 58- 
acre spread in the Catskills, near White Sulphur Springs, 
converting the place to a summer retreat for the faithful. 
Over the next eight years, state police received steady 
complaints from the neighbors, alleging child abuse and 
health violations, wild parties and indiscriminate 
gunfire. Children from the camp roamed freely through 
the countryside, begging and stealing, while horses were 
cruelly beaten and left to starve. Authorities raided the 
camp in October 1968, seizing drug paraphernalia, 
photographing clogged toilets and general squalor, but 
LeGrand’s troop returned each summer, without fail, 
immune to public opinion. 


Church members Gladys Stewart, 16, and her sister 
Yvonne, 18, had testified for the prosecution in 
LeGrand’s bribery trial, but they were missing when the 
D.A. sought to use their testimony in the later rape case. 
Informants said the girls were dead, dismembered in the 
Brooklyn “church,” with their remains transported to 
the Catskills for disposal. State police dug up the ranch 
in mid-December 1975, but they came away empty- 
handed. Three months later, on March 6, assorted bones 
and bits of cartilage were found in Briscoe Lake, and 
Brooklyn raiding parties turned up human bloodstains 
in the Crown Heights townhouse. 


By April, state police were confident that Devernon 
LeGrand had murdered a dozen or more victims, 
dumping some of them in Briscoe Lake. The list 
included three wives, two of LeGrand’s step-children, 
the Stewart sisters, and two male employees of his 
“church.” In May 1976, LeGrand was indicted on four 
counts of murder, including the Stewarts and two of his 
wives, slain in 1963 and 1970, respectively. The 
“reverend’s” son, 26-year-old Steven LeGrand, was also 
charged with murdering the Stewart sisters, plus two 
men employed by his father as pimps. Father and son 
were convicted together in the Stewart case, on May 7, 
1977, and both drew prison terms of 25 years to life. 


LEHMAN, CHRISTA 


Born in 1922 at Worms, Germany, young Christa 
Ambros lost her mother to an asylum while still in her 
teens. Neglected by her father, she grew up wild and 
undisciplined, serving a term of probation on conviction 


for petty theft. In 1944, she married an alcoholic named 
Karl Lehman, responding to his inattention with several 
affairs that became open secrets in her hometown. 


Christa Lehman 


On September 17, 1952, Karl Lehman died at his 
home, in convulsions, a doctor listing the cause of death 
as a ruptured stomach ulcer. Thirteen months later, on 
October 14, 1953, Christa’s father-in-law collapsed on 
the street and died in convulsions, twenty minutes after 
leaving her house. Ignoring the strange coincidence, 
authorities accepted another verdict of death by natural 
causes, and the case was closed. 


On February 15, 1954, Christa handed out chocolate 
truffles to some of her neighbors, with startling results. 
One recipient, Annie Hamann, bit into a piece and 
pronounced it bitter, lapsing into convulsions and death 
a short time later. A dog that ate the truffles also died, 
and tests revealed traces of a new phosphorous-based 
pesticide, known as E-605. 


Arrested on February 23, Lehman confessed to 
spiking the truffles with poison in an effort to kill elderly 
Eva Ruh, a neighbor who lived with Annie Hamann. 
Ruh had earned Christa’s animosity by criticizing her 
friendship with Hamann, but the murder scheme 
backfired, landing her in court on multiple homicide 
charges. Lehman was convicted on September 20 and 
sentenced to life, reports of her trial ironically prompting 
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dozens of Germans to purchase E-605 and commit 
suicide. 


LEONSKI, 
EDWARD JOSEPH 


A self-described “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,” Leonski 
was a U.S. Army private stationed in Australia during 
World War II, convicted and sentenced to die for 
strangling three women in Melbourne. The first victim 
was Ivy McLeod, found dead on the night of May 2, 
1942, after leaving a tavern for home. A week later, 
Pauline Thompson was murdered in similar fashion, 
with Gladys Hosking joining the list on May 28. A 
fourth woman was also accosted, but the killer unac- 
countably left her alone when she threatened to call the 
police. 


Suspicion focused on American servicemen after an 
Australian sentry reported sighting a GI in blood-stained 
clothing on May 28. Troops in Melbourne were 
assembled on parade, for an inspection, and the sentry 
picked Leonski from the lineup. Under questioning, the 
stocky Texan made a full confession, telling his 
interrogators of a twisted fascination with the female 
voice. “That’s why I choked those ladies,” he explained. 
“Tt was to get their voices.” Pauline Thompson had sung 
for Leonski on their last date, and he recalled that “Her 
voice was sweet and soft, and I could feel myself going 
mad about it.” 


Dubbed the “Singing Strangler” in the press, Leonski 
filed a plea of not guilty by reason of insanity. Convicted 
at his court martial and sentenced to die for his crimes, 
the defendant was hanged on November 9, 1942. 


LEWINGDON, GARY JAMES 
and LEWINGDON, 
THADDEUS CHARLES 


Between February and December 1978, residents of 
Columbus, Ohio, were panicked by a string of random, 
senseless murders, characterized by nocturnal ambush 
and home invasions, with victims shot numerous times 
in the head at close range. Police were stymied in their 
search for the “.22-caliber Killer,” and only a clumsy 
mistake by one gunman prevented the crimes from 
continuing indefinitely. 


On February 12, 1978, a prowler invaded the home 
of nightclub owner Robert McCann, executing 
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McCann, his mother Dorothy, and live-in girlfriend 
Christine Herdman with multiple shots to the head. 
Robbery appeared to be the motive, but police were less 
certain on April 8, when 77-year-old Jenkin Jones was 
gunned down in his home, shot six times in the head, 
with four dogs killed nearby. 


Gary Lewingdon 


The same gun was used in both crimes, and ballistics 
tests matched again, on April 30, when Rev. Gerald 
Fields was killed in Columbus, while working part-time 
as a security guard. Three weeks later, on May 21, the 
gunman cornered 47-year-old Jerry Martin and his wife, 
51-year-old Martha, in their home, snuffing both victims 
with close-range shots to the head. 


Police played a hunch, dusting off their files on an 
unsolved shooting from December 1977. Joyce Vermil- 
lion and Karen Dodrill had been ambushed on 
December 10, gunned down after work at a Newark, 
Ohio, restaurant, and detectives examined the nine 
rounds retrieved from their bodies. Again, the bullets 
matched, and that made nine dead, in a little over five 
months time. 


The final victim, 56-year-old Joseph Annick, was 
robbed of his wallet and shot nine times in his own 
garage, on December 4, 1978. A different .22 was used, 
but homicide investigators recognized the classic style of 
over-kill, and none of them had any doubts when 
Annick joined the victims list as number ten. 


The case broke on December 9, when 38-year-old 
Gary Lewingdon presented Annick’s stolen credit card 
to a clerk in a local department store. Arrested on the 
spot, he was detained on suspicion of murder while 
detectives examined his rap sheet. Discharged from the 
air force in 1962, Lewingdon had lived with his mother 
until 1977, when he married one of victim Robert 
McCann’s nightclub waitresses. Along the way, he had 
logged arrests for petty larceny, possession of criminal 
tools, indecent exposure, and carrying a concealed 
weapon. None of the charges had led to conviction, but 
this time detectives were sure that they had their man 
cold. 


Thaddeus Lewingdon 


In custody, Lewingdon swiftly confessed his role in 
the “.22-caliber murders,” fingering his brother, 
Thaddeus, as the other trigger man. Search parties 
recovered the murder weapons, stolen from a gunshop 
in November 1977, and the brothers were indicted on 
December 14, with Gary facing 20 felony counts, while 
Thaddeus was hit with 17. 


On February 19, 1979, Thaddeus Lewingdon was 
convicted of the Vermillion, Dodrill, and Jones homi- 
cides. A month later, on March 26, he was convicted 
of the McCann-Martin murders and sentenced to six 
terms of life imprisonment. Brother Gary went to trial, 
for all ten homicides, on May 14; twelve days later, the 
jury convicted him of eight counts, failing to reach a 
verdict on two others. His sentence was fixed at eight 
consecutive life terms, plus a $45,000 fine. 


LIBERTY, 
ROBERT WILLARD 


Robert Liberty first met Marcela Landis in an Orange 
County, California, mental institution, where both were 
confined after failed suicide attempts. He was attracted 
to the woman, eight years older than himself, and their 
relationship appeared to blossom on release, but Liberty 
was closer to the edge than anyone had realized. In 
1966, he strangled Landis in her Westminster apart- 
ment, laying her body out on the couch with a Bible on 
her chest and candles burning at her feet. When the 
police arrived, he sat nearby, strumming a guitar by 
candle light and humming to himself. 


The courts found Liberty insane and packed him off 
to a state hospital for treatment. He was released 
September 15, 1969, after a panel of six psychiatrists 
voted him sane, no further menace to society. As we 
have seen too often in the past, their vote of confidence 
was rather premature. 


On March 12, 1970, in Huntington Beach, California, 
Liberty shot and killed his former roommate, Thomas 
Astorina, in an argument about a television set. Police 
were still without a suspect three months later, on June 
7, when authorities in San Diego found the battered 
corpse of Robert Irion, age 53, in his apartment. There 
were candles burning near his body, and a note was 
mounted on the closet door. It read: “The candlelight 
killer strikes again.” 


Investigators learned that Irion and Liberty had 
logged some time together, in the state hospital, and the 
killer’s MO made a positive match. Liberty and a female 
companion had fled San Diego in Irion’s car, but they 
were captured three days later, by police in Colorado 
Springs. Returned for trial, the slayer with a taste for 
candlelight would find the courts less sympathetic on the 
second time around. 


LIGHTBOURNE, WENDELL 


On March 7, 1959, Gertrude Robinson, age 72, was 
found raped and murdered at Southlands Beach, 
Bermuda. Two months later, on May 9, 59-year-old 
Dorothy Pearse was raped and beaten to death in the 
same vicinity, her body found covered with bite marks 
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and scratches. Both victims had lived alone, in beach 
cottages, and there was no evidence of robbery in either 
case. Because Bermuda is a British crown colony, CID 
detectives were dispatched from Scotland Yard, in 
London, to take charge of the investigation. 


On September 28, Dorothy Rawlinson, a 29-year-old 
secretary, was found floating in the surf off Bermuda’s 
southern shore. Although her body had been mauled by 
sharks, investigators soon discovered that the cause of 
death had been a savage beating. Some days later, a 
local merchant informed police that a black man had 
entered his shop on the day of the murder, wearing wet 
clothes and paying his bill with wet currency. The 
suspect, 19-year-old Wendell Lightbourne, confessed to 
the crimes under questioning and was later sentenced to 
die. His sentence was commuted to a term of life 
imprisonment, now being served in England. 


LOCKETT, WILL 


Born Petrie Kimbrough, Lockett did most of his 
traveling — and killing — under the alias that eventu- 
ally followed him to the electric chair. A black man, he 
fled his native Kentucky after assaulting a white woman 
in Todd County, during 1905. Convicted fifteen years 
later in the beating death of a white child, 10-year-old 
Geneva Hardman, Lockett became the target of a lynch 
mob in Lexington, Kentucky. Rioting erupted after 
officers prevented lynchers from reaching Lockett on 
February 9, 1920, but he made it safely to the state 
prison at Eddyville. On March 8, three days before his 
scheduled date with the electric chair, Lockett confessed 
to the murders of three adult women, plus several 
botched attempts. His victims — all anonymous — 
included a white woman raped and strangled at Carmi, 
Illinois, during 1912 or °13; a black woman dispatched 
in similar fashion at Evansville, Indiana, in 1917; and 
“a woman of uncertain color,” raped and strangled near 
Camp Zachary Taylor, outside Louisville, while Lockett 
was serving with the army in February 1919. Author- 
ities attempted to confirm the slayings, but they soon 
lost interest after Lockett’s execution, on March 11, 
1920. 


LOCKHART, MICHAEL LEE 


A drifter who has left his tracks from coast to coast, 
Mike Lockhart was paroled from a Wyoming prison in 
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December 1986. Authorities suggest that over fifteen 
months, from Christmas 1986 through March of 1988, 
he was responsible for crimes including grand theft, 
robbery and rape, selecting victims from Wyoming to 
the Florida panhandle, with intermediate stops in 
Missouri, Illinois, Indiana, Ohio, Texas, and Louisiana. 
If detectives are correct, he also claimed at least four 
lives along the way. 


By June 1988, Lockhart was back in jail, charged 
with raping his wife in Toledo, Ohio, and stealing a 
salesman’s new car. Police “know for a fact” that 
Lockhart assaulted a Chicago woman on October 12, 
1987, forcing her into an alley where he stole her purse 
and slashed her skirt with a knife. The killings charged 
against him started one day later, fifty miles away. 


On October 13, Wendy Gallagher was murdered in 
Griffith, Indiana, southeast of Chicago, stabbed 21 times 
by her killer. Three months later, on January 20, 1988, 
a 14-year-old girl was knifed to death in Land O’Lakes, 
Florida. Both victims were attacked in their homes, 
choked unconscious and raped before their assailant 
wielded his knife in a maniacal frenzy. 


On March 22, Lockhart surfaced in Beaumont, 
Texas, where he killed a police officer and was 
subsequently arrested, held in lieu of $1 million bond. 
He was connected with the Indiana case when homicide 
detectives started sharing information, and his finger- 
prints were matched to suspect prints from Wendy 
Gallagher’s apartment. Charged with Wendy’s homicide 
June 17, the drifter faces further accusations in the 
murder of a co-ed at Vincennes University, in Indiana. 
At this writing, police in several other states are 
scrutinizing unsolved murders and assaults, in search of 
Lockhart’s grisly “signature.” 


LONDON 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


On the night of September 5, 1948, 60-year-old Dora 
Freedman was found stabbed to death at her home, in 
the Long Acre district of London. Three weeks later, on 
September 26, Rachel Fennick, a 41-year-old prostitute 
also known as “Ginger Rae,” was fatally stabbed in her 
Soho apartment, on Broadwick Street. Police attributed 
both crimes to a single killer, but he was never 
identified, and no other homicides were linked to the 
series. 


LONG, NEAL BRADLEY 


A native of Dayton, Ohio, born in 1927, Long was 
a violent racist who could not abide the specter of black 
progress in his home community. In 1966, he 
approached local police and confessed to stabbing a 
black man in 1944, but he was released when detectives 
could find no record of the crime in their files. They had 
forgotten about Long by the early 1970s, when a three- 
year series of shootings left six blacks dead and fourteen 
others wounded, pushing Dayton toward the brink of 
racial war. 


The catalyst for Long’s final rampage was a school 
desegregation program that included busing students — 
Neal’s 12-year-old son among them — from one school 
to another in the interest of “racial balance.” On 
September 19, 1975, Long picked his boy up from 
school at the end of the day and promised, “You won’t 
be bused any more, son.” 


An hour later, Dayton’s white desegregation planner 
— Dr. Charles Glatt — was shot four times and fatally 
wounded in his office at the federal building. Long was 
arrested near the scene, and FBI agents noted his 
resemblance to descriptions of an unknown gunman in 
a score of shootings logged since 1972. Indicted on 
seven counts of murder, Long was found competent for 
trial in November 1975 and was eventually convicted 
of two counts, drawing consecutive terms of life 
imprisonment. To protect him from black inmates — 
and vice versa — Long was confined at the US. 
Medical Center for federal prisoners in Springfield, 
Missouri, under conditions of maximum security. 


LONG, ROBERT JOSEPH 


Born October 14, 1953, at Kenova, West Virginia, 
Long may be the classic case of someone “destined” to 
become a random killer. With other members of his 
family, he suffered from a genetic disorder characterized 
by an extra “X” chromosome, causing his glands to 
produce abnormal amounts of estrogen in puberty, with 
the result that his breasts began to enlarge. Surgery 
removed six pounds of excess tissue from his chest, but 
the resultant gender confusion remained, perhaps 
exacerbated by his mother, who shared Long’s bed until 
he reached the age of 13 years. (Long’s mother, twice 
divorced, denies his allegations that he watched her 


entertain numerous male “visitors” in their one- 
bedroom apartment.) 


Aside from genetic and family problems, Long also 
suffered a series of grievous head injuries beginning at 
age five, when he was knocked unconscious in a fall 
from a swing, one eyelid skewered by a stick. The 
following year, he was thrown from his bicycle, crashing 
head-first into a parked car, with injuries including loss 
of several teeth and a severe concussion. At age seven, 
he fell from a pony onto his head, remaining dizzy and 
nauseous for several weeks after the accident. 


At age 13, Long met the girl who would become his 
wife and simultaneously gave up sleeping with his 
mother. Various accounts agree that he was dominated 
by his girlfriend almost from the moment of their 
meeting, but his mother kept her hand in, too, the 
females in his life apparently cooperating rather than 
competing. 


Long enlisted in the army prior to marriage, and he 
crashed a motorcycle six months later, shattering his 
helmet with the impact of his skull on asphalt. Conva- 
lescing in the hospital, he was alternately stricken by 
blinding headaches and unpredictable violent rages, 
discovering a new obsession with sex. While still in a 
cast, Long masturbated five times a day to relieve 
himself, continuing the practice at home despite twice- 
daily intercourse with his wife. Still, it was not enough, 
and soon he began to search for other prey. 


Between 1980 and 1983, Long terrorized the Florida 
communities of Miami, Ocala and Fort Lauderdale as 
the “Classified Ad Rapist,” preying on housewives in 
mid-day attacks. Dropping by while their husbands 
were working, Long typically produced a knife, bound 
his victims, raped them violently, and robbed their 
homes before he fled. Convicted of rape in November 
1981, Long was cleared on appeal through discovery of 
“witnesses” alleging the victim’s consent, and so the 
attacks continued, with murder shortly added to his list 
of crimes. 


Unlike the 50 women raped by Long, his murder 
victims were selected from the ranks of prostitutes or 
other women whom he viewed as “tramps.” Between 
May and November 1984, he strangled, stabbed and 
shot at least nine victims, with a tenth suspected by 
police but never charged against him. In early 
November, he snatched a 17-year-old girl off the street 
and raped her, sparing her life when she described acts 
of incest performed by her father. In releasing a victim 
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capable of describing him and his car, Long sealed his 
own fate, but police were too slow to save victim Kim 
Swann, murdered two days later in a final frenzy. 


Arrested on November 17, 1984, Long was charged 
with nine counts of first-degree murder, plus felony 
counts of abduction, rape, and sexual assault on his 
surviving victim. Convicted at his trial in early 1985, he 
was sentenced to die. 


LOPEZ, PEDRO ALONZO 


Pedro Lopez was the seventh child of thirteen, born 
in squalor to a prostitute in the village of Tolima, 
Colombia. Exiled from the family hovel at age eight, 
after his mother caught him fondling a younger sister, 
Pedro was picked up on the streets by a pedophile who 
offered food, a place to stay. Instead, the boy was taken 
into a deserted building and there sodomized, a trauma 
that apparently did lethal damage to his already-twisted 
psyche. 


Homeless, terrified of strangers, Pedro slept in 
alleyways and empty village market stalls, drifting from 
town to town and living hand-to-mouth on the streets. 
In Bogota, an American family took Lopez in, providing 
him with free room and board, enrolling him in a day 
school for orphans. At age twelve, Pedro ran away after 
stealing money from the school, his flight allegedly 
precipitated by a teacher’s sexual advances. 


Six years passed before the future “Monster of the 
Andes” left another mark on public records, this time 
charged and sent to prison for the theft of an automo- 
bile. On his second day behind bars, 18-year-old Lopez 
was gang-raped by four older inmates, a risk run by 
young men in jails the world over. Instead of reporting 
the crime, Lopez fashioned himself a crude knife and 
went out for revenge, killing three of his assailants in the 
next two weeks. Authorities describe the homicides as 
self-defense, and tacked a token two years onto Pedro’s 
standing sentence. 


On release from prison, Lopez started stalking young 
girls with a vengeance; by 1978, the killer estimated he 
had raped and slain at least 100 in Peru. His specialty 
appeared to be abducting children from Indian tribes, 
but the technique backfired when he was captured by 
a group of Ayachucos, in northern Peru, while attempt- 
ing to kidnap a nine-year-old girl. Lopez was beaten by 
his captors, stripped and tortured. The Ayachucos were 
prepared to bury him alive, when a female American 
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missionary intervened, convincing Pedro’s captors that 
they should deliver him to the police. They grudgingly 
agreed, and Lopez was deported within days, Peruvian 
authorities declining to waste valuable time on Indian 
complaints. 


Once more at liberty, Lopez began traveling widely 
through Colombia and Ecuador, selecting victims with 
impunity. A sudden rash of missing girls in three 
adjacent nations was ascribed to the activity of slavery 
or prostitution rings, but the authorities had no firm 
evidence, no suspects, prior to April 1980, when a flash 
flood near Ambato, Ecuador, uncovered bodies of four 
vanished children. Days later, Carvina Poveda observed 
Lopez leaving the Plaza Rosa marketplace with her 12- 
year-old daughter, Maria. Summoning help, she pursued 
him, and Lopez was captured by townspeople, held for 
police, who began to suspect that they might have a 
madman in custody. 


In the face of Pedro’s continuing silence, police tried 
a different stratagem. Dressing a priest, Father Cordoba 
Gudino, in prison garb, they placed him in a cell with 
Lopez, leaving Gudino to win the suspect’s confidence, 
swapping stories of real or imagined crimes late into the 
evening. At length, when the padre had heard enough, 
Lopez was confronted with the evidence of his own 
admissions and he broke down, making a full confes- 
sion. Liaison with authorities in Peru and Colombia 
substantiated parts of the prisoner’s grisly, almost 
incredible story. 


According to Pedro’s best estimate, he had murdered 
at least 110 girls in Ecuador, perhaps 100 in Colombia, 
and “many more than 100” in Peru. “I like the girls in 
Ecuador,” he told police. “They are more gentle and 
trusting, more innocent. They are not as suspicious of 
strangers as Colombian girls.” 


In the course of his confessions, Lopez made an effort 
to invest his crimes with philosophical trappings. “I lost 
my innocence at age eight,” he told interrogators, “so I 
decided to do the same to as many young girls as I 
could.” Trolling village markets for selected targets with 
“a certain look of innocence,” Lopez first raped his 
victims, then stared into their eyes as he strangled them, 
deriving sadistic pleasure from watching them die. 
Hunting by daylight, so darkness could not hide their 
death throes, Lopez allegedly sought out one victim 
immediately after another, his bloodlust becoming 
insatiable over time. 


Police were initially skeptical of their suspect’s 
grandiose claims, but doubts evaporated after Lopez led 


detectives to 53 graves in the vicinity of Ambato, 
standing by in irons as they unearthed the remains of 
girls aged eight to twelve. At 28 other sites, searchers 
came up empty in the wake of raids by predatory 
animals, but the police were now convinced. Originally 
charged with 53 murders, Lopez saw the ante boosted 
to 110 as a result of his detailed confessions. As Major 
Victor Lascano, director of the Ambato prison, 
explained: “If someone confesses to 53 you find and 
hundreds more you don’t, you tend to believe what he 
says.” Lascano also told reporters, in response to 
questions, that “I think his estimate of 300 is very low, 
because in the beginning he cooperated with us and took 
us each day to three or four hidden corpses. But then 
he tired, changed his mind, and stopped helping.” 


The change of heart occurred too late to let the 
“Monster of the Andes” off the hook. Convicted of 
murder in Ecuador, Lopez was sentenced to life 
imprisonment — a penalty that normally amounts to 16 
years in custody. With time for good behavior, Lopez 
could be eligible for parole in 1990, but Colombia is 
waiting to receive him... and the penalty for murder 
there is death by firing squad. 


LOS ANGELES 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS (1980) 


On June 12, 1980, members of a highway construc- 
tion crew discovered the nude bodies of two white 
males, both in their early twenties, near the Ventura 
Freeway’s exit ramp for Forest Lawn Drive. Cause of 
death was undetermined, the bodies bearing no marks 
other than some superficial scratches from their slide 
down the embankment, after they had been ejected from 
a vehicle. At this writing, both victims remain 
unidentified. 


A month later, on July 19, a woman’s decomposing 
body was found beside a church basketball court in 
Pasadena, stuffed inside a cardboard box. Listed in 
official records as a “Jane Doe,” the victim had first 
been sighted on September 17, mistaken for a dead 
animal with only hair visible at first glance. 


On September 10, Orange County authorities were 
summoned to Oak Creek Horse Ranch, where the 
bodies of a man and woman had been unearthed from 
a Shallow grave. Unlike the other recent victims, these 
were fully clothed and had been killed by close-range 
shotgun blasts. Like those who went before, they remain 
unidentified, their killer(s) still at large. 


LOS ANGELES 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS (1980) 


On November 6, 1980, the Los Angeles Police 
Department asked for public help in their pursuit of 
three Hispanic men connected to a string of robberies, 
assaults, and fatal stabbings in the San Fernando Valley 
area. Lt. William Gaida said of the elusive trio,’ “They 
seen to derive some sadistic pleasure out of stabbing 
people. Apparently robbery is the primary motive, but 
the suspects stabbed the victims in almost all cases; 
stabbed them even if the victim complied with all their 
demands.” 


The reign of terror began on May 17, 1980, when 
three separate victims were slain and a fourth gravely 
wounded over a period of three hours and fifteen 
minutes. A task force was organized to handle the case 
on September 29, and by October 30, when 19-year-old 
Jesus Solis was knifed to death by assailants matching 
the suspect descriptions, police credited the trio with a 
minimum of seven murders. 


Still at large, two of the suspects were described as 
Latin men between the ages of 25 and 30 years, while 
no description was available for their companion. The 
killers reportedly lurked in the restrooms of taverns or 
loitered outside, choosing Hispanic males as their 
primary targets for robbery and murder. At this writing, 
the case remains unsolved, the killers still at large. 


LOS ANGELES 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS (1982) 


Between the months of August and October 1982, 
Los Angeles police were mobilized to track a prowling 
gunman who selected random motorists as targets, 
imitating New York’s “Son of Sam.” Before the 
rampage ended — with the gunman still at large — two 
victims had been killed and three more wounded in a 
spate of sudden, unprovoked attacks. 


The first two victims, killed in August, were a local 
oceanographer and a vacationing student from Prin- 
ceton University. On September 4, 51-year-old Jack 
Listman was wounded by shots fired through a window 
of his car, while he was waiting for the lights to change 
at a Los Angeles intersection. In the week of October 
11 to 15, two Beverly Hills women were wounded in 
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separate shooting incidents, apparently by the same 
gunman. 


Detective Sherman Oakes could offer little hope for 
a solution in the case when he addressed the media in 
mid-October. Describing the gunman’s technique, 
Oakes said, “He just walks up, never says a word, and 
starts shooting. Once the victim is dead, he then goes 
through the victim’s pockets.” Moving on or tiring of his 
game with the October shootings, L.A.’s phantom 
gunman faded from the scene, still unidentified, to be 
replaced by other random killers in the coming months. 


LOVER’S LANE GUNMAN 
— ATLANTA, GA 


While homicide detectives in New York were 
stalking the elusive “Son of Sam,” their counterparts in 
Georgia were attempting to identify a killer with a 
similar M.0., who preyed on couples parked on 
darkened lanes, attacking from the shadows, interrupt- 
ing passion with the searing blasts of point-blank 
gunfire. In Manhattan, officers eventually bagged a 
suspect; in Atlanta, there was no such luck. As this is 
written, Georgia’s phantom gunman still remains at 
large. 


The stalker’s one-man war began on January 16, 
1977, when police were summoned to the scene of a 
peculiar auto accident. A single vehicle had veered 
across an intersection, terminating its erratic course 
when it collided with a traffic sign. Inside, a naked man 
lay slumped behind the steering wheel, his face and 
body streaked with blood. A woman — also nude and 
bloody — lay behind him, in the back seat, covered by 
a coat. 


The victims were identified as LaBrian Lovett, 26, 
and Veronica Hill, age 20. Lovett had been shot four 
times — in the head, stomach, right leg, and left arm; 
his companion had suffered two wounds, in the left leg 
and abdomen. Both died at the hospital, but investiga- 
tors determined they were shot while making love in 
nearby Adams Park. 


Police were playing the percentages, investigating 
jealous friends and lovers, when the killer struck a 
second time, attacking in the pre-dawn hours of 
February 12. This time, his targets were a teenage 
couple necking in West Manor Park, three miles 
northwest of Adams Park. Approaching their car at 2:45 
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a.m., the assailant — described as a large black man — 
fired six shots into the car before trying to open the 
locked doors. Frustrated, he fled on foot, leaving both 
victims with non-fatal chest wounds. 


Jealousy went out the window as a motive when 
ballistics tests revealed that the same .38-caliber weapon 
had been used in both recent shootings. Likewise, the 
gunman seemed to have no interest in robbing his 
victims, nor in raping the women. Detectives were still 
puzzling over the motiveless crimes when their adver- 
sary made his third appearance in Atlanta. 


On the night of March 12, Diane Collins, 20, was 
cuddling with her fiancee in Adams Park. They had 
announced their engagement a few days earlier, taking 
in a movie that evening before stopping in the park. 
Distracted, neither saw the gunman as he approached 
their vehicle, pumping six rounds through the window 
on the passenger’s side. Diane was killed instantly, her 
fiancee wounded in the head. Despite the spurting blood 
that nearly blinded him, he put the car in motion, 
driving home on instinct, there to telephone an 
ambulance. 


Police were baffled, but at least they had the bare 
suggestion of a pattern now. Twenty-seven days had 
elapsed between the first two attacks, Twenty-eight 
between the second and third shootings. If their man 
was hunting on a four-week cycle, homicide investiga- 
tors theorized, they stood a decent chance of catching 
him by staking out the local parks on April 6-8. 


The plan was logical enough, but it was wasted as the 
gunman vanished, calling off his lethal feud as suddenly 
and inexplicably as it began. Weeks lengthened into 
months without a new attack, and by the time a local 
newsman wrote a two-year retrospective article about 
the shootings, in March 1979, police were frank in their 
admission that they had no leads, no suspects in the case. 
Atlanta’s phantom gunman — like the ripper who 
preceded him in 1912 — is one of those who got away. 


LUCAS, HENRY LEE 


America’s most controversial murderer was born 
August 23, 1936, at Blacksburg, Virginia. The Lucas 
family home was a two-room, dirt-floor cabin in the 
woods outside of town, where Henry’s alcoholic parents 
brewed bootleg whiskey, his mother doing occasional 
turns as the neighborhood prostitute. Viola Lucas ran 
her family with a rod of iron, while husband Anderson 


Lucas — dubbed “No Legs” after his drunken encounter 
with a freight train — dragged himself around the house 
and tried to drown his personal humiliation in a non- 
stop flow of liquor. 


The Lucas brood consisted of nine children, but 
several were farmed out to relatives, institutions, and 
foster homes over the years. Henry was one of those 
“lucky” enough to remain with his parents, and mother 
Viola appears to have hated the child from the moment 
of birth, seizing every opportunity to make his life a 
living hell on earth. Both Anderson and Henry were the 
targets of her violent outbursts, man and boy alike 
enduring wicked beatings, forced to witness the parade 
of strangers who were called upon to share Viola’s bed. 
Sickened by one such episode, Anderson Lucas dragged 
himself outside to spend a night in the snow, there 
contracting a fatal case of pneumonia. 


Henry Lee Lucas 


Henry survived, after a fashion, but his mother’s 
cruelty seemed to know no bounds. When Lucas 
entered school, in 1943, she curled his stringy hair in 
ringlets, dressed him as a girl, and sent him off to class 
that way. Barefoot until a kindly teacher bought him 
shoes, Henry was beaten at home for accepting the gift. 
If Henry found a pet, his mother killed it, and he came 
to understand that life — like sex — was cheap. When 
Henry’s eye was gashed, reportedly while playing with 
a knife, Viola let him suffer until doctors had to 
surgically remove the withered orb, replacing it with 
glass. On one occasion, after he was beaten with a piece 
of lumber, Henry lay semi-conscious for three days 
before Viola’s live-in lover — “Uncle Bernie” — took 
him to a local hospital for treatment. 


Bernie also introduced the boy to bestiality, teaching 
Henry to kill various animals after they were raped and 
tortured. At age 15, anxious to try sex with a human 
being, Lucas picked up a girl near Lynchburg, strangled 
her when she resisted his clumsy advances, and buried 
her corpse in the woods near Harrisburg, Virginia. (The 
March 1951 disappearance of 17-year-old Laura 
Burnley would remain unsolved for three decades, until 
Lucas confessed the murder in 1983.) 


In June 1954, a series of burglaries around Richmond 
earned Lucas a six-year prison term. He walked away 
from a road gang on September 14, 1957, and author- 
ities tracked him to his half-sister’s home, in Tecumseh, 
Michigan, three months later. A second escape attempt, 
in December 1957, saw Lucas recaptured the same day, 
and he was discharged from prison on September 2, 
1959. 


Back in Tecumseh, Henry was furious when his 74- 
year-old mother turned up on the doorstep, nagging him 
incessantly with her demands that he return to Blacks- 
burg. Both of them were drinking on the night of 
January 11, 1960, when she struck him with a broom 
and Henry struck back with a knife, leaving her dead 
on the floor. Arrested five days later, in Toledo, Ohio, 
Lucas confessed to the murder and boasted of raping his 
mother’s corpse, a detail he later retracted as “something 
I made up.” Convicted in March 1960, he drew a term 
of 20 to 40 years in prison. Two months later, he was 
transferred to TIonia’s state hospital for the criminally 
insane, where he remained until April 1966. Paroled on 
June 3, 1970, Lucas went back to Tecumseh and moved 
in with relatives. 


In December 1971, Henry was booked on a charge 
of molesting two teenaged girls. The charge was reduced 
to simple kidnapping at his trial, and Lucas went back 
to the state pen at Jackson. Paroled in August 1975, 
over his own objections, Henry found brief employment 
at a Pennsylvania mushroom farm, then married Betty 
Crawford — the widow of a cousin — in December 
1975. Three months later, they moved to Port Deposit, 
Maryland, and Betty divorced him in the summer of 
1977, charging that Lucas molested her daughters by a 
previous marriage. 


Meanwhile, according to Henry’s confessions, he had 
already launched a career of random murder, traveling 
and killing as the spirit moved him, claiming victims in 
Maryland and farther afield. In late 1976, he met 29- 
year-old Ottis Toole at a Jacksonville, Florida, soup 
kitchen. The homosexual Toole was an arsonist and 


Case Histories 215 


serial killer in his own right, and they hit it off 
immediately, swapping grisly tales of their adventures in 
homicide. Over the next six and a half years, Lucas and 
Toole were fast friends, occasional lovers and frequent 
traveling companions, taking their murderous act on the 
road. 


A bachelor once again by 1978, Lucas moved in with 
Toole’s family in Jacksonville. There, he met Toole’s 
niece and nephew, Frieda and Frank Powell, falling 
slowly in love with the ten-year-old girl who called 
herself Becky. In 1979, Lucas and Toole were hired by 
a Jacksonville roofing company, Southeast Color Coat, 
but they often missed work as they answered the call of 
the highway. Two years later, after Toole’s mother and 
sister died a few months apart, Becky and Frank were 
placed in juvenile homes. Lucas helped spring them 
both, and they made a quartet on the road, Frank 
Powell witnessing deeds that would drive him into a 
mental institution by 1983. 


Authorities came looking for Becky Powell in 
January 1982, and she fled westward with Lucas. In 
Hemet, California, they met Jack and O’Bere Smart, 
spending four months with the couple as house guests 
and hired hands, refinishing furniture to earn their keep. 
In May, O’Bere Smart had a brainstorm, dispatching 
Lucas and Powell to care for her 80-year-old mother, 
Kate Rich, in Ringgold, Texas. 


Henry and Becky arrived on May 14, spending four 
days with Rich and cashing two $50 checks on her bank 
account before relatives booted them out of the house. 
Thumbing their way out of town, they were picked up 
by Ruben Moore and invited to join his religious 
commune — the All People’s House of Prayer — near 
Stoneburg, Texas. Becky grew homesick in August, and 
they set off, hitchhiking, on August 23. Camped out that 
night, in Denton County, they began to quarrel. Becky 
made the grave mistake of slapping Lucas, and he 
stabbed her on the spot, dismembering her corpse and 
scattering its parts around the desert. 


Back in Stoneburg the next morning, Lucas explained 
that Becky had “run off’ with a truck driver. Kate Rich 
dropped from sight three weeks later, on September 16, 
and police grew suspicious when Lucas left town the 
next day, his car found abandoned in Needles, Califor- 
nia, on September 21. An arsonist burned Rich’s home 
on October 17, and deputies were waiting when Lucas 
surfaced in Stoneburg the following day. Held on a 
fugitive warrant from Maryland, he was released when 
authorities there dropped pending charges of auto theft. 
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Chafing under sporadic surveillance, Lucas huddled 
with Ruben Moore on June 4, 1983, declaring an intent 
to “clear his name” by finding Powell and Rich, 
wherever they might be. He left a pistol with Moore, for 
safe-keeping, and rolled out of town in a wheezing old 
junker. Four days later, Moore was summoned to fetch 
him from San Juan, New Mexico, where his car had 
given up the ghost. Returning to Stoneburg on June 11, 
Lucas was jailed as an ex-con possessing a handgun. 
Four nights later, he summoned the jailer, pressing his 
face to the bars of his cage as he whispered, “I’ve done 
some bad things.” 


Over the next 18 months, Lucas confessed to a 
seemingly endless series of murders, bumping his 
estimated body-count from 75 to 100, then from 150 to 
360, tossing in murders by friends and associates to 
reach a total “way over 500.” Ottis Toole, then serving 
time on a Florida arson charge, was implicated in many 
of the crimes, and Toole chimed in with more confes- 
sions of his own. Some of the crimes, said Lucas, were 
committed under orders from a nationwide Satanic cult, 
the “Hand of Death,” that he had joined at Toole’s 
request. Toole sometimes ate the flesh of victims they 
had killed, but Lucas abstained. His reason: “I don’t like 
barbecue sauce.” 


Detectives from around the country gathered in 
Monroe, Louisiana, in October 1983, comparing notes 
and going home convinced that Toole and. Lucas were 
responsible for at least 69 murders. A second conference 
at Monroe, in January 1984, raised the total to 81. By 
March 1985, police in 20 states had “cleared” 90 
murders for Lucas alone, plus another 108 committed 
with Toole as an accomplice. Henry stood convicted in 
nine deaths — including a Texas death sentence on one 
of the unsolved “I-35 murders” — and he was formally 
charged with 30 others across the country. Dozens of 
officers visited Lucas in jail, and he also toured the 
country under guard, visiting crime scenes, providing 
details from memory. A California tour, in August 
1984, “cleared” 14 unsolved cases. Five months later, in 
New Orleans, Lucas solved five more. In the first week 
of April 1985, he led a caravan across the state of 
Georgia, closing the books on ten murders. 


Lucas was barely home from that trip when the storm 
broke, on April 15. Writing for the Dallas Times- 
Herald, journalist Hugh Aynesworth prepared a series of 
headline articles, blasting the “massive hoax” that Lucas 
had perpetrated, misleading homicide investigators and 
the public, sometimes with connivance from the officers 


themselves. According to Aynesworth, over-zealous 
detectives had prompted Lucas with vital bits of 
information, coaching him through his confessions, 
deliberately ignoring evidence that placed him miles 
away from various murder scenes at the crucial 
moment. From jail, Lucas joined in by recanting his 
statements across the board. Aside from his mother, he 
claimed to have slain only two victims — Powell and 
Rich — in his life. By April 23, he was denying those 
crimes, despite the fact that he led police to Becky’s 
grave, while Rich’s bones had been recovered from his 
stove, at Stoneburg. 


From the beginning, officers had been aware of 
Henry’s penchant for exaggeration. One of his first 
alleged victims, a Virginia schoolteacher, was found 
alive and well by police. Some of his statements were 
clearly absurd, including confessions to murders in 
Spain and Japan, plus delivery of poison to the People’s 
Temple cultists in Guyana. On the other hand, there 
were also problems with Henry’s retraction. Soon after 
the Aynesworth story broke, Lucas smuggled a letter to 
authors Jerry Potter and Joel Norris, claiming that he 
had been drugged and forced to recant. A local minister, 
close to Lucas since his 1983 “conversion,” produced a 
tape recording of Henry’s voice, warning listeners not to 
believe the new stories emerging from prison. 


The most curious part about Henry’s new tale was the 
role of Hugh Aynesworth, himself. In his newspaper 
series, Aynesworth claimed to have known of the 
“hoax” — hearing the scheme from Henry’s own lips — 
since October 1983. A month later, on November 9, 
Aynesworth signed a contract to write Henry’s bio- 
graphy. In September 1984, he appeared on the CBS- 
TV “Nightwatch” program, offering no objections as 
videotapes of the Lucas confessions were aired. As late 
as February 1985, Aynesworth published a Lucas 
interview in Penthouse magazine, prompting Henry 
with leading remarks about Lucas “killing furiously” 
and claiming victims “all over the country” in the 1970s. 
Through it all, the Times-Herald maintained stony 
silence, allowing the “hoax” to proceed, while dozens 
(or hundreds) of killers remained free on the basis of 
Henry’s “false” confessions. 


In retrospect, the Aynesworth series smells strongly of 
sour grapes. A clue to the author’s motive is found in 
his first article, with a passing reference to the fact that 
Lucas had signed an exclusive publishing contract — 
with a Waco used-car dealer — shortly after his June 
1983 arrest. The prior existence of that contract scuttled 


Aynesworth’s deal, concocted five months later, and 
prevented him from winning fame as Lucas’s bio- 
grapher. The next best thing, perhaps, would be to foul 
the waters and prevent competitors from publishing a 
book about the case. (It is worth noting that Aynes- 
worth omits all mention of his own contract with Lucas, 
while listing various authors who tried to “cash in” on 
the “hoax.”) 


Aynesworth produced an elaborate time-line to 
support his “fraud” story, comparing Henry’s “known 
movements” with various crimes to discredit police, but 
the final product is riddled with flaws. Aynesworth rules 
out numerous murders by placing the Lucas-Toole 
meeting in 1979, while both killers and numerous 
independent witnesses describe an earlier meeting, in 
late 1976. (In fact, Lucas was living with Toole’s family 
in 1978, a year before Aynesworth’s acknowledged 
“first meeting.”) The reporter cites pay records from 
Southeast Color Coat to prove that the killers seldom 
left Jacksonville, but office manager Eileen Knight 
recalls that they would often “come and go.” (At the 
same time, Aynesworth places Lucas in West Virginia 
while he was working in Florida, the same error of 
which he accuses police.) According to Aynesworth, 
Lucas spent “all the time” between January and March 
1978 with girlfriend Rhonda Knuckles, never leaving 
her side, but his version ignores the testimony of a 
surviving witness, tailed by Lucas across 200 miles of 
Colorado and New Mexico in February of that year. 
The woman remembers Henry’s face — and she 
recorded his license number for police — but her story 
is lost in Aynesworth’s account. At one point, Aynes- 
worth is so anxious to clear Henry’s name that he lists 
one victim twice on the time-line, murdered on two 
occasions, four days apart, in July 1981. 


Authorities reacted in various ways to Henry’s turn- 
around. Arkansas filed new murder charges against him 
on April 23, eight days after his change of heart, and 
other jurisdictions remain unimpressed by his belated 
pleas of innocence. In Marrero, Louisiana, relatives of 
victim Ruth Kaiser point out that Lucas confessed to 
stealing a stereo after he killed the 79-year-old woman: 
a theft that was never reported and therefore could not 
have been “leaked” by police. As they recalled, “He 
described things we had forgotten about, details that 
never appeared in the paper and that we never put in 
a police report.” 


Investigator Jim Lawson, of the Scotts Bluff County 
sheriff's office, in Nebraska, questioned Lucas in 
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September 1984, regarding the February 1978 murder 
of schoolteacher Stella McLean. “I purposely tried to 
trick him several times during the interview,” Lawson 
said, “but to no avail. We even tried to ‘feed’ him 
another homicide from our area to see if he was 
confessing to anything and everything in an effort to 
build a name for himself, but he denied any participa- 
tion in the crime.” 


Commander J.T. Duff, intelligence chief for the 
Georgia Bureau of Investigation, describes Henry’s April 
1985 tour thus: “Lucas was not provided with any 
information or directions to any of the crime scenes, but 
gave the information to law enforcement. When a crime 
scene was encountered, Lucas voluntarily and freely 
gave details that only the perpetrator would have 
known.” 


By November 1985, police in 18 states had reopened 
90 “Lucas cases,” but what of the other 108? And what 
of the telephone conversation between Lucas, in Texas, 
and Toole, in Florida, monitored by police in November 
1983? At the time, Henry and Ottis had not seen or 
spoken to each other in at least seven months, deprived 
of any chance to work up a script, but their dialogue 
lends chilling support to the later confessions. 


LUCAS: Onis, I don’t want you to think I'm 
doing this as a revenge. 


TOOLE: No. I don’t want you to hold 
anything back about me. 


LUCAS: See, we got so many of them, Ottis. 
We got to turn up the bodies. Now, this boy 
and girl, I don’t know anything about. 


TOOLE: Well, maybe that’s the two I killed 
my own Self. Just like that Mexican that 
wasn't going to let me out of the house. I took 
an ax and chopped him all up. What made 
me — I been meaning to ask you. That time 
when I cooked some of those people. Why'd 
I do that? 


LUCAS: I think it was just the hands doing 
it. I know a lot of the things we done, in 
human sight, are impossible to believe. 


Indeed. And yet, the victims were dispatched, if not 
by Toole and Lucas, then by someone else. The truth 
may never be revealed, but in the meantime, Henry’s 
jailers are convinced of his involvement in at least 100 
homicides. (See also: Toole, Ottis) 


218 HUNTING HUMANS 


LUDKE, BRUNO 


German born in 1909, Ludke was a petty thief and 
mental defective who derived sadistic pleasure from 
torturing animals. At age eighteen, he made the shift to 
human victims, stalking girls and women who aroused 
his hyperactive sexual desires. On one occasion, 
working as a roundsman for a laundry, he allegedly ran 
down a woman with his horse-drawn wagon, leaving 
her for dead. The atmosphere of violence in Nazi 
Germany facilitated Ludke’s crimes, and if his own 
confessions are accepted, he was highly active in the 
early years of World War II. Arrested on a charge of 
sexual assault, he was sterilized on order of Himmler’s 
SS, but the operation seemingly had no effect on his 
libido. 

On January 29, 1943, Frieda Rosner, age 51, was 
found strangled in the woods outside Berlin, where she 
had been collecting firewood. Kriminal Kommissar 
Franz headed the investigation, beginning with a canvas 
of known criminals in the nearby village of Kopenick. 
One of them was Bruno Ludke, who admitted an 
acquaintance with the victim. When police asked Ludke 
if he was responsible for Rosner’s death, he ran amok, 
assaulting his interrogators, and was physically subdued. 


Upon reflection, Ludke made a full confession to the 
homicide, informing officers that under Paragraph 51 — 
a law dealing with mental defectives — he was immune 
from indictment. Once he started talking, Ludke could 
not seem to stop, and his confessions ultimately listed 
eighty-five murders, committed since 1928. Although 
his victims were occasionally robbed, Ludke claimed 
rape as his primary motive. Kommissar Franz spent a 
year checking Ludke’s confessions, emerging convinced 
that his suspect was guilty of numerous murders; 
conversely, some critics maintain that police saw the 
chance to unload open cases on Ludke and thereby save 
face. 


Embarrassed by a case that now included the arrest 
of several blameless men for crimes confessed by Ludke, 
Nazi prosecutors opted for a cover-up. Immune to 
prosecution under law, Ludke was dispatched to Vienna 
as a subject for medical experimentation. He died there, 
from a chemical injection, on April 8, 1944. 


LUPO, MICHAEL 


A former choir boy in his native Italy, Lupo disco- 
vered his homosexual tendencies while serving with an 


elite military unit in the early 1970s. Commando 
training taught him how to kill bare-handed, and he 
took the lessons with him when he moved to London, 
in 1975. Starting out as a hairdresser, Lupo worked his 
way up to ownership of a stylish boutique, buying 
himself a $300,000 home in Roland Gardens, South 
Kensington. Along the way, he boasted of liaisons with 
some 4,000 male lovers, recording the intimate details 
in numerous journals. The payoff for promiscuity 
arrived in March 1986, with a positive diagnosis of 
AIDS, after which Lupo apparently ran amok, indulg- 
ing his taste for sadomasochism in a violent campaign 
of revenge against the gay community. 


On March 15, 1986, 37-year-old James Burns was 
prowling leather bars in search of a companion for the 
night, undeterred by his own diagnosis of AIDS two 
weeks earlier. Vagrants found his body in a London 
basement, mutilated with a razor, sodomized and 
smeared with excrement, his tongue bitten off in the 
frenzied attack that took his life. Three weeks later, on 
the afternoon of April 5, AIDS victim Anthony 
Connolly was found by children playing in a railroad 
shed, his body slashed and smeared with human offal in 
a carbon-copy homicide. 


Lupo was leaving a gay bar, the night of April 18, 
when he met an elderly tramp on Hungerford Bridge 
and something inside of him suddenly “screamed out at 
the world.” Assaulting the stranger, Lupo kicked him in 
the groin and strangled him on the spot, afterward 
dumping his body into the Thames. The following day, 
Lupo met Mark Leyland at Charing Cross, and the men 
made their way to a public restroom for sex. Once there, 
Leyland changed his mind, whereupon Lupo produced 
an iron bar and attacked him. Escaping with his life, 
Leyland reported the incident as a mugging, later telling 
the truth to police after Lupo’s arrest. (He has since 
disappeared.) Victim Damien McCluskey was last seen 
alive, in a Kensington tavern, on April 24, 1986. His 
body, strangled, raped, and mutilated with a razor, was 
discovered some time later in a basement flat. 


On the night of May 7, Lupo picked up another gay 
partner, attempting to strangle him with a black nylon 
stocking, but once more his prey escaped. This time, 
police received a full report, the victim touring gay bars 
with an escort to identify the culprit, finally spotting 
Lupo on the night of May 15. A search of Lupo’s home 
revealed one room converted to a modern torture 
chamber, and his confiscated diaries were reported to 
contain the names of many prominent connections. 


Convicted at his trial in July 1987, Lupo received four 
life sentences and two terms of seven years each (for 
attempted murder), with the judge’s assurance that in his 
case, “life meant life.” At this writing, Interpol is double- 
checking mutilation deaths in Amsterdam, West Berlin, 
Hamburg, Los Angeles and New York City, seeking 
connections with Lupo and his various trips abroad. 


LYLES, ANJETTE DONOVAN 


A self-styled practitioner of black magic and voodoo, 
Anjette Lyles was born in Georgia during 1917. In 
1958, authorities in Macon received an anonymous 
letter, charging that Lyles’ daughter Marcia was being 
poisoned at home, and they felt obliged to investigate. 
The girl died before police intervened, but an autopsy 
revealed lethal traces of arsenic. The grieving mother 
spun a tale of accidental death, with Marcia eating 
poison during a game of “doctor and nurse,” but 
homicide investigators weren’t convinced. Their back- 
ground search had turned up other family skeletons, 
including Anjette’s last two husbands and one of her 
mothers-in-law. On exhumation, all three victims tested 
positive for arsenic, and Lyles was shown to have 
received insurance benefits upon the death of each. 
Convicted and sentenced to death at her trial, the 
defendant was later ruled insane by court psychiatrists, 
packed off to the state hospital at Milledgeville for life. 


MacDONALD, WILLIAM 


On June 4, 1961, Australian detectives were sum- 
moned to the Sydney Domain Baths, where a man’s 
nude, mutilated body had been found beneath the 
dressing sheds. The victim, Alfred Greenfield, had been 
stabbed a minimum of 30 times, his genitals hacked off, 
and homicide investigators pegged the crime as a 
homosexual assault. Their suspicions were confirmed 
when the killer left his second victim, William Cobbin, 
stabbed repeatedly and mutilated in a public restroom 
at Moore Park. 


Investigators were scouring homosexual hangouts, 
searching for possible witnesses, when a third victim was 
savaged in suburban Darlinghurst, on March 31, 1962. 
Frank Mclean was still alive when found, but he died 
from his wounds a short time later, without providing 
a description of his killer. 


In mid-November, merchants in suburban Concord 
filed complaints of rancid odors emanating from a shop 
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purchased by William MacDonald two weeks earlier. 
The new tenant had not been seen since November 4, 
and searchers were convinced that he had fallen victim 
to the “Sidney Mutilator” when they found a naked, 
butchered corpse concealed beneath the shop. The latest 
victim had been stabbed 41 times, his genitals slashed, 
but a new twist was added to the case when police 
examined clothing found beside the body, tracing a 
laundry mark back to its source. In time, the victim was 
identified as an Irishman, Patrick Hackett, and the 
search for William MacDonald resumed. 


On April 22, 1963, a former co-worker sighted 
MacDonald on a Sydney street. A month later, he was 
traced to his new job, in a Melbourne railway station, 
where he had been hired as “David Allan.” Under 
questioning, MacDonald confessed his identity along 
with the series of murders, blaming the crimes on an 
irresistible compulsion. Traumatized by a homosexual 
rape in his teens, the slayer was driven to seek revenge 
against gays selected at random. Sentenced to life on 
conviction of murder, MacDonald was later transferred 
to the Morriset Home for the Criminally Insane. 


MACKEK, RICHARD O. 


A native of McHenry, Illinois, Macek was 26 years 
old when he launched a two-state murder spree in 1974. 
On August 15 of that year, in Fontana, Wisconsin, he 
cornered Paula Cupit, a 24-year-old hotel maid, in one 
of the rooms she was assigned to clean, beating her and 
stabbing her in the heart before he began to gnaw and 
mutilate her body. Two months later, in Wauwatosa, 
the “Mad Biter” struck again, raping another maid, but 
his second victim survived to offer police a description 
of her assailant. 


Macek shifted back to Illinois, murdering 26-year-old 
Nancy Lossman and her three-year-old daughter, Lisa, 
at Crystal Lake, before the end of the year. In July 1975, 
he invaded a Woodstock laundromat, battering a 20- 
year-old woman and leaving her for dead. Traced to San 
Bernadino, California, Macek was arrested on 
December 5, charged with the Wauwatosa rape and 
held in lieu of $175,000 bond. In custody, he signed 
confessions to the Fontana and Wauwatosa attacks. 


In April 1976, Macek was committed to Wisconsin’s 
Central State Hospital for an indefinite term, under 
provisions of the state’s sex deviate statutes. Six months 
later, in Illinois, he drew a term of 50 to 70 years for 
attempted murder at Woodstock. On February 22, 
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1977, Macek pled guilty to Paula Cupit’s murder in 
Wisconsin, receiving a life term from Judge Robert 
Gollmar (who also handled the case of Ed Gein). In 
September 1980, Macek was sentenced to 30 years for 
the Wauwatosa rape, and conviction of double homi- 
cide in Illinois earned him another sentence of 200 to 
400 years in prison. 

Depressed by the prospect of perpetual confinement, 
Macek opted for a shortcut. On March 2, 1987, he was 
found dead in his prison cell, hanging from an air vent 
with a pair of shoestrings looped around his neck. The 
death was ruled a suicide. 


MACKAY, PATRICK DAVID 


Born September 25, 1952, in Middlesex, England, 
Mackay was the son of a violent, alcoholic father who 
once kicked his pregnant wife in the stomach while she 
was carrying Patrick. Ten years old when his father 
died, Mackay had already established his reputation as 
a bully, thief, and liar. As a child, he tortured his pets, 
including cats and rabbits, once roasting a tortoise alive, 
and his preoccupation with death was manifested in 
habitual fondling of dead birds. Hauled into juvenile 
court for setting a Catholic church on fire, Mackay was 
let off with probation. At thirteen, he was committed to 
a mental hospital for the first time, after trashing the 
furniture at home, and assaulting his mother and sisters. 
Though large for his age — topping six feet in his early 
teens — Mackay insisted on taking a doll to bed in his 
hospital room. 


By age 15, Mackay had compiled a long record of 
violent offenses, including the atti. mpted strangulation of 
his mother and a near-fatal assault on a younger 
neighborhood boy. Diagnosed by one psychiatrist as a 
“cold, psychopathic killer,” Mackay was released from 
the asylum a second time against staff recommenda- 
tions, moving in with two aunts. Drinking heavily and 
dabbling in drugs, he later tried to strangle one of the 
women in a drunken rage. On the side, Mackay 
developed a fascination with Nazism, decorating his 
bedroom with World War II photos and fixing himself 
a stormtrooper’s uniform. In public, he began to call 
himself “Franklin Bollvolt the First,” imagining himself 
as a world dictator. 


In 1973, Mackay was befriended by a Catholic priest, 
63-year-old Father Anthony Crean. He repaid the 
priest’s kindness by burglarizing Crean’s home, cashing 
a stolen check, escaping with a $50 fine on conviction 


of theft. Police dismissed him as a petty criminal, and 
they would recognize their grave mistake too late to save 
an estimated dozen lives. 


In July 1973, Mackay killed Heidi Mnilk, an au pair 
girl, by hurling her from a train near New Cross. That 
same month, victim Mary Hynes was beaten to death 
in her Kentish Town apartment. In January 1974, 
Stephanie Britton and her four-year-old grandson were 
stabbed to death at Hadley Green, in Hertfordshire. A 
few days later, Mackay tossed an aging vagrant to his 
death from Hungerford Bridge. In February 1974, he 
invaded the Chelsea home of Isabella Griffiths, stran- 
gling her to death and plunging a kitchen knife into her 
stomach. The rash of “unconnected” slayings would be 
solved with Mackay’s confessions, in 1975, but none of 
the crimes were ever charged against him. 


By early 1974, Mackay was living with friends in 
Finchley, north London, proclaiming himself possessed 
by demons. Ejected from the house for his bizarre 
activities, he tried to rob the dwelling out of spite and 
drew six months in jail on conviction of burglary. By 
autumn, he had settled into a career of purse-snatching 
and mugging the elderly, chalking up three more 
homicides in the process. At Finsbury Park, he blud- 
geoned a 62-year-old tobacconist to death with a piece 
of lead pipe. Sarah Rodwell, age 92, was beaten to death 
on her doorstep in Hackney, robbed of a $10 Christmas 
bonus. In Southend, cafe proprietress Ivy Davies was 
slain with an ax. 


By March 1975, Mackay was out of control. On 
March 10, he strangled Adele Price, an elderly widow, 
in her London apartment. Eleven days later, he invaded 
the home of Father Crean, in Gravesend, splitting the 
priest’s skull with an ax, stabbing the body repeatedly 
for good measure. Arrested two days later, he was 
charged with Crean’s murder, convicted, and sentenced 
to life. 


“MAD BUTCHER OF 
KINGSBURY RUN, THE” 


The gully known as Kingsbury Run lies like a scar 
across the face of downtown Cleveland, Ohio. Sixty feet 
deep in places, the ancient creek bed is lined with 30- 
odd pairs of railroad tracks serving local factories and 
distant cities, bearing cargo to Pittsburgh, Chicago, or 
Youngstown, whisking commuters to posh bedroom 
communities like Shaker Heights. During the Depres- 


sion, Kingsbury Run was also a favorite camp site for 
hobos, and a playground for children with time on their 
hands. In the latter 1930s, it became the focal point of 
America’s most fascinating murder mystery — a puzzle 
that endures to this day — though, in fact, the case had 
its origins elsewhere, on the shores of Lake Erie. 


Frank Dloezal after his “suicide” in jail 


On September 5, 1934, a driftwood hunter found the 
lower portion of a woman’s torso buried in the sand at 
Euclid Beach, eight miles east of downtown Cleveland. 
The victim’s legs were severed at the knees, her skin 
discolored by the application of a chemical preservative. 
A coroner extrapolated height and age from the pathetic 
evidence available, but victim number one did not 
resemble any of Cleveland’s known missing women. 
She was never identified, police adding insult to injury 
by their stubborn refusal to count her as an “official” 
victim once a pattern of crime became apparent. 


A year later, on September 23, 1935, boys playing in 
Kingsbury Run found two headless male bodies, nude 
but for stockings worn by the younger victim. Both had 
been emasculated, and their severed heads were found 
nearby. The older victim, unidentified, had died at least 
five days before the younger, and his skin possessed a 
reddish tinge from treatment with a chemical preserva- 
tive. The younger man, identified as 29-year-old 
Edward Andrassy, was a bisexual ex-convict with a long 
record of petty arrests in Cleveland. Retraction of the 
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neck muscles on both corpses pointed to decapitation as 
the cause of death. 


On January 26, 1936, a Cleveland butcher was 
alerted to the presence of “some meat in a basket,” 
behind his shop. Investigating, he was stunned to find 
two human thighs, one arm, and the lower half of a 
woman’s torso. The upper torso, lower legs and missing 
arm were found behind a vacant house on February 7, 
several blocks away, but fingerprints had already 
identified the victim as Florence Polillo, a 41-year-old 
prostitute. Her severed head was never found. 


Coroner Samuel Gerber with remains of male victim 
found in August 1938 


Four months later, on June 5, two boys found the 
severed head of a man in Kingsbury Run, a mile from 
the spot where Andrassy and his nameless companion 
were found in September 1935. Railroad workers found 
the matching body on June 6, but victim number five 
remained anonymous, despite publication of numerous 
distinctive tattoos. His fingerprints were not on file in 
Cleveland, and he had not been reported missing. 


On July 22, 1936, the naked, headless body of an 
unknown man was found beside Big Creek, in the 
suburb of Brooklyn, across town from Kingsbury Run. 
The only victim slain on Cleveland’s southwest side, this 
new “John Doe” would also be the only victim killed 
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where he was found. Decomposition foiled all efforts to 
identify the corpse. 


A hobo spotted number seven — or, a portion of him 
— in Kingsbury Run, on September 10, 1936. The 
dismembered remains were floating in a stagnant pond, 
and police divers were called to retrieve two halves of 
a torso, plus the lower legs and thighs. The severed head, 
along with arms and genitals, was never found. Decap- 
itation had not been the cause of death, but medical 
examiners could not identify another cause. 


Soon after the discovery of victim number seven, 
Detectives Peter Merylo and Martin Zalewski were 
assigned to the “torso” case full-time. Over the next two 
years, they investigated hundreds of leads, cleared scores 
of innocent suspects, jailed dozens of perverts and 
fugitives — all without bagging their man. The press, 
meanwhile, ran banner headlines on the futile search for 
Cleveland’s “Mad Butcher,” speculating endlessly on 
motives, the identity of victims, and the killer’s supposed 
surgical skill. 


On February 23, 1937, the upper half of a woman’s 
torso was found at Euclid Beach, almost precisely where 
the first (and unacknowledged) victim was discovered in 
September 1934. The lower trunk was found in Lake 
Ene, off East 30th Street, on May 5, while the head, 
arms, and legs remained forever missing. 


On June 6, the skeleton of a black woman — missing 
one rib; plus the bones of arms and legs — was found 
beneath the Lorain-Carnegie Bridge. The victim was 
decapitated, and Coroner Samuel Gerber placed her 
death some time in early June of 1936. In April 1938, 
the son of Rose Wallace “identified” his mother’s 
remains on the basis of dental work, but problems 
remained. Wallace had disappeared in August 1936, 
two months after the victim’s estimated date of death, 
and her Cincinnati dentist was also deceased, his files 
destroyed, rendering positive identification impossible. 
Detective Merylo accepted the shaky I.D., but it 
brought him no closer to the arrest of a suspect. 


Exactly one month after number nine was found, the 
lower torso of a man was sighted in the Cuyahoga 
River, underneath the Third Street Bridge. Police 
retrieved the upper trunk and severed thighs that 
afternoon, and other pieces surfaced in the days to come. 
By July 14, authorities had everything except the 
nameless victim’s head, and that was never found. 


On April 8, 1938, a woman’s lowelllr left leg was 
fished out of the Cuyahoga, behind Public Square. The 
missing left foot, both thighs, and two halves of the torso 
were hauled ashore, wrapped in burlap, on May 2, but 
the victim’s head, right leg, and arms remained at large. 


The last “official” victims — male and female, killed 
at different times — were found on August 16, 1938, 
by workmen at a lakeside rubbish dump. The new 
“John Doe” was nothing but a skeleton, decapitated in 
familiar style, missing two ribs, plus both hands and feet. 
Murdered no later than February 1938, he might have 
died as early as December 1937. The female victim was 
cut into nine pieces, but all were accounted for. She had 
been killed some time between February and April 
1938, her identity forever disguised by advanced 
decomposition. 


In January 1939, the Cleveland Press reprinted this 
letter, mailed from Los Angeles: 


Chief of Police Matowitz: 


You can rest easy now, as I have come to 
sunny California for the winter. I felt bad 
operating on those people, but science must 
advance. I shall astound the medical profes- 
sion, a man with only a D.C. 


What did their lives mean in comparison 
to hundreds of sick and disease-twisted 
bodies? Just laboratory guinea pigs found on 
any public street. No one missed them when 
I failed. My last case was successful. I know 
now the feeling of Pasteur, Thoreau and 
other pioneers. 


Right now I have a volunteer who will 
absolutely prove my theory. They call me 
mad and a butcher, but the truth will out. 


I have failed but once here. The body has 
not been found and never will be, but the 
head, minus the features, is buried on Cen- 
tury Boulevard, between Western and Cren- 
shaw. I feel it my duty to dispose of the 
bodies as I do. It is God’s will not to let them 
suffer. 


(Signed) “X” 


No buried heads were found in Los Angeles, and the 
manhunt shifted back to Cleveland. On July 5, 1939, 


sheriffs deputies arrested a Slavic immigrant, 52-year- 
old Frank Dolezal, and launched a marathon interroga- 
tion of their suspect. Dolezal eventually confessed to 
murdering Andrassy and Polillo, fumbling numerous 
details that were “corrected” in later “confessions.” He 
later retracted his statements, charging detectives with 
third-degree tactics, and suspicious stains found in his 
flat were identified as animal blood. On August 24, 
Dolezal “hanged himself” in his cell, suspended from a 
wall hook shorter than he was, and the autopsy révealed 
four ribs broken by beatings in jail. Today, no one 
regards him seriously as a suspect in the “torso” case. 


On May 3, 1940, three male corpses were discovered 
in abandoned box cars at McKees Rocks, Pennsylvania, 
outside Pittsburgh. All had been decapitated, and the 
heads were missing; one was otherwise intact, while two 
had been dissected at the hips and shoulders. Killed in 
the cars where they lay, the men had been dead from 
three to six months, and all three bodies had been 
scorched by fire. The most “complete” victim was 
identified as 30-year-old James Nicholson, a homosex- 
ual ex-convict from Wisconsin. The killer had carved 
the word “NAZI” on Nicholson’s chest, inverting the 
“Z” by accident or design. Authorities unanimously 
blamed the crimes on Cleveland’s butcher, tracing 
movements of the box cars to pinpoint the murders in 
Youngstown, Ohio, during December 1939. 


In 4 Against the Mob, journalist Oscar Fraley 
contends that Eliot Ness — then Cleveland’s director of 
public safety — not only identified the Butcher in 1938, 
but also brought him to a semblance of justice. Dubbed 
“Gaylord Sundheim,” in defense against libel suits, the 
suspect was described as a homosexual pre-med student 
and member of a prominent Cleveland family. Interro- 
gated by Ness in autumn 1938, “Sundheim” escaped 
prosecution by committing himself to a mental hospital 
where he died around 1940 or °41. In the interim, he 
tormented Ness with a barrage of obscene, menacing 
notes, that terminated with his death. 


The tale deserves consideration, inasmuch as Ness 
preserved the “greeting cards” — all carefully anonym- 
ous — and they are viewable in Cleveland archives. But, 
do taunting notes provide a viable solution in the torso 
murders? Why did experts on the case insist the Butcher 
claimed three victims in December 1939, when “Sund- 
heim” had been out of circulation for a year or more? 
If Ness was certain of the killer’s whereabouts, why did 
he allow “suspect” Frank Dolezal to be abused (and 
possibly murdered) by sheriffs officers in 1939? If the 
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case was solved in 1938, why did Detective Merylo 
pursue the Butcher into retirement, blaming his elusive 
quarry for 50-odd murders by 1947? Tantalizing as it 
is, the Fraley story falls apart on close examination, 
failing every test of common sense. 


There is a grisly post script to the Butcher’s story. On 
July 23, 1950, a man’s headless body, emasculated and 
dismembered, was found in a Cleveland lumber yard, a 
few miles from Kingsbury Run. The missing head 
turned up four days later, and the victim was identified 
as Robert Robertson. Coroner Samuel Gerber, respon- 
sible for handling most of the Butcher’s “official” 
victims, reported that “The work resembles exactly that 
of the torso murderer.” 


In retrospect, it is clear that the headhunter murdered 
at least 16 victims between 1934 and 1939. He may 
have slaughtered the 1950 victim, as well, and specula- 
tion links the Butcher with a series of decapitation 
murders around New Castle, Pennsylvania, between 
1925 and 1939. No firm connections were established 
in that case, and the number of New Castle victims has 
been widely inflated by sensational journalists, but the 
crimes were committed in close proximity to rail lines 
serving Cleveland and Youngstown. None of the New 
Castle victims were ever identified, and the identity of 
their killer — like the whereabouts of the Butcher’s eight 
trophy heads — remains a mystery. (See also: New 
Castle, Penn. — Unsolved Murders) 


MANSFIELD, WILLIAM, Jr. 


The oldest son of a Florida child molester, Mansfield 
was born in 1956. In line with family tradition, he 
boasted a police record that included a one-year 
sentence for sex crimes in Michigan. Paroled in March 
1980, he returned to the family home — a six-acre junk 
yard at Weeki Wachee Acres, near Tampa — and 
managed to last for three months before clashing again 
with the law. A June 19 incident saw him charged with 
battery and false imprisonment of a young woman, and 
Mansfield departed for California in early September. 
Arrested in Santa Cruz on November 23, he was 
released on $1,500 bond. Two weeks later, when 
officers tried to correct the mistake, it was already too 
late for one of his victims. 


Rene Sailing, age 30, was last seen alive when she left 
a California tavern with Mansfield, on December 6, 
1980. Next morning, her bullet-punctured body was 
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recovered from a drainage ditch, and warrants were 
issued for Mansfield’s arrest. He was captured days later, 
with 23-year-old brother Gary Mansfield, in Winne- 
mucca, Nevada. William was held on charges of first- 
degree murder, his brother accused as an accessory after 
the fact. 


On March 16, 1981, Hernando County deputies 
descended on the Mansfield home at Weeki Wachee 
Acres, bearing warrants for a search of the premises. 
Tipsters had informed them that a missing woman, 21- 
year-old Sandra Graham, of Tampa, might be buried on 
the property, and officers came prepared for full-scale 
excavation. 


The first female skeleton, unearthed on March 17, 
was identified only as a white woman in her twenties. 
Number two, discovered a week later, was that of 15- 
year-old Elaine Zeigler, a tourist from Ohio who 
disappeared from a nearby campground on July 1, 
1976. Another “Jane Doe” surfaced on April 3, but 
authorities got lucky with the next skeleton, four days 
later, finally identifying the remains of Sandra Graham. 


Two of the junkyard victims remain unidentified 
today, but Mansfield is also a suspect in other Florida 
homicides. Melinda Harder, 21, was a neighbor of 
Mansfield’s, in St. Petersburg, when she disappeared on 
July 27, 1980. Another Ohio native, Carrol Barret, was 
abducted from her Daytona Beach motel room in 1980, 
shot to death and dumped beside a highway near 
Jacksonville. Mansfield fit the description of her killer, 
but eyewitnesses could make no positive I.D. 


Ironically, police maintain that William Mansfield, 
Sr. — serving 30 years on a plea bargain to charges of 
child molestation — is not implicated in the series of 
murders. Neither, apparently, is Mansfield’s mother, 
who claims total ignorance of the corpses planted within 
40 feet of her home. No further skeletons were found 
at Weeki Wachee, and the excavations were abandoned 
by police in mid-April 1980. 


MANSON, CHARLES MILLES 


Born “no name Maddox” in Cincinnati, Ohio, on 
November 12, 1934, Manson was the illegitimate son of 
Kathleen Maddox, a 16-year-old prostitute. His sur- 
name was derived from one of Kathleen’s many lovers, 
whom she briefly married, but it signified no blood 
connection. During 1936, Kathleen filed a paternity suit 


against one “Colonel Scott,” of Ashland, Kentucky, 
winning the grand monthly sum of five dollars for the 
support of “Charles Milles Manson.” Scott instantly 
defaulted on the judgment, and he died in 1954, without 
acknowledging his son. 


In 1939, Kathleen and her brother were sentenced to 
five years in prison for robbing a West Virginia gas 
station. Charles was packed off to live with a strictly 
religious aunt and her sadistic husband, who constantly 
berated the boy as a “sissy,” dressing him in girl’s 
clothing for his first day of school in an effort to help 
Manson “act like a man.” Paroled in 1942, Maddox 
reclaimed her son, but she was clearly unsuited to 
motherhood. An alcoholic tramp who brought home 
lovers of both sexes, Kathleen frequently left Charles 
with neighbors “for an hour,” then disappeared for days 
or weeks on end, leaving relatives to track the boy 
down. On one occasion, she reportedly gave Charles to 
a barmaid, in payment for a pitcher of beer. 


By 1947, Kathleen was seeking a foster home for her 
son, but none was available. Charles wound up in the 
Gibault School for Boys, in Terre Haute, Indiana, but 
fled after ten months, rejoining his mother. She still 
didn’t want him, and so Manson took to living on the 
streets, making his way by theft. Arrested in Indiana, he 
escaped from the local juvenile center after one day’s 
confinement. Recaptured and sent to Father Flanagan’s 
Boy’s Town, he lasted four days before his next escape, 
fleeing in a stolen car to visit relatives in Illinois. He 
pulled more robberies en route and on arrival, leading 
to another bust at age 13. Confined for three years in 
a reform school at Plainfield, Indiana, Manson recalls 
sadistic abuse by older boys and guards alike. If we may 
trust his memory, at least one guard incited other boys 
to rape and torture Manson, while the officer stood by 
and masturbated on the sidelines. 


In February 1951, Manson and two other inmates 
escaped from the Plainfield “school,” fleeing westward 
in a series of stolen cars. Arrested in Beaver, Utah, 
Manson was sentenced to federal time for driving hot 
Cars across state lines. Starting off in a minimum- 
security establishment, Manson assaulted another 
inmate in January 1952, holding a razor blade to the 
boy’s throat and sodomizing him. Reclassified as 
“dangerous,” Manson was transferred to a tougher lock- 
up, logging eight major disciplinary infractions — 
including three homosexual assaults — by August 1952. 
He was moved to the Chilicothe, Ohio, reformatory a 
month later, and suddenly turned over a new leaf, 


becoming a “model” prisoner almost overnight. The 
cunning act was rewarded by parole in May 1954. 


Arrested a second time for driving hot cars interstate, 
in September 1955, Manson got off easy with five years 
probation. He celebrated by skipping a court date in 
Florida, on pending charges of auto theft, and his 
probation was promptly revoked. Picked up in Indiana- 
polis on March 14, 1956, he was sent to the federal 
prison at Terminal Island, California, winning parole on 
September 30, 1958. Seven months later, on May 1, 
1959, he was jailed in Los Angeles, on charges of 
forging and cashing stolen U.S. Treasury checks. Once 
more, he escaped with probation, swiftly revoked with 
his April 1960 arrest for pimping and transporting 
whores interstate. Entering the lock-up at McNeil 
Island, Manson listed his religion as “Scientologist”; his 
IQ was tested at 121. Paroled on March 21, 1967, over 
his own objections, Manson was drawn to San Fran- 
cisco and the teeming Haight-Ashbury district. 


It was the “Summer of Love,” when thousands of 
young people flocked to the banner of drugs and “flower 
power,” heeding Timothy Leary’s advice to “tune in, 
turn on, drop out.” The streets and crash-pads over- 
flowed with teenage runaways and drifters, seeking 
insight on the world and on themselves. Behind the 
scenes, a minor army of manipulators — gurus, outlaw 
bikers, pushers, pimps and Satanists — stood ready to 
squeeze a grim profit from the Age of Aquarius. 


In San Francisco, Manson displayed a surprising 
charisma, attracting young drop-outs of both sexes, 
drawn from all strata of white society. Some, like Mary 
Brunner, were college graduates. Others, like Susan 
Atkins and Robert Beausoleil, were involved with 
Satanic cults. Most were hopelessly confused about their 
lives, adopting Manson as a combination mentor, father- 
figure, lover, Christ incarnate, and the self-styled “God 
of Fuck.” They drifted up and down the state in 
fluctuating numbers, with the “family” topping fifty 
members at its peak. From Mendocino and the Haight 
to Hollywood, Los Angeles, Death Valley, Manson’s 
nomads followed their leader as the Summer of Love 
became a nightmare. Along the way, they rubbed 
shoulders with the Church of Satan, the Process Church 
of Final Judgment (worshipping Satan, Lucifer and 
Jehovah simultaneously), the Circe Order of Dog 
Blood, and — some say — the homicidal “Four Pi 
Movement.” Manson grew obsessed with death and 
“Helter Skelter,” his interpretation of a Beatles song 
predicting race war in America. In Manson’s view, once 
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“blackie” had been driven to the point of violence, 
helpless whites would be annihilated, leaving Manson 
and his family to rule the roost. 


On October 13, 1968, two women were found 
beaten and strangled to death near Ukiah, California. 
One, Nancy Warren, was the pregnant wife of a 
highway patrol officer. The other victim, Clida Delaney, 
was Warren’s 64-year-old grandmother. The murders 
were ritualistic in nature, with 36 leather thongs 
wrapped around each victim’s throat, and several 
members of the Manson “family” — including two later 
convicted of unrelated murders — were visiting Ukiah 
at the time. 


Two months later, on December 30, 17-year-old 
Marina Habe was abducted outside her West Holly- 
wood home, her body recovered on New Year’s Day, 
with multiple stab wounds in the neck and chest. 
Investigators learned that Habe was friendly with 
various “family” members, and police believe her ties 
with the Manson group led directly to her death. 


On May 27, 1969, 64-year-old Darwin Scott — the 
brother of Manson’s alleged father — was hacked to 
death in his Ashland, Kentucky, apartment, pinned to 
the floor by a long butcher knife. Manson was out of 
touch with his California parole officer between May 22 
and June 18, 1969, and an unidentified “LSD preacher 
from California” set up shop with several young 
women, in nearby Huntington, around the same time. 


On July 17, 1969, 16-year-old Mark Walts disap-' 
peared while hitchhiking from Chatsworth, California, 
to the pier at Santa Monica, to do some fishing. His 
battered body, shot three times and possibly run over by 
a car, was found next morning in Topanga Canyon. 
Walts was a frequent visitor to Manson’s commune at 
the Spahn movie ranch, and the dead boy’s brother 
publicly accused Manson of the murder, though no 
charges were filed. 


Around the time of Walts’ death, a “Jane Doe” 
corpse was discovered near Castaic, northeast of the 
Spahn ranch, tentatively identified from articles of 
clothing as Susan Scott, a “family” member once 
arrested with a group of Manson girls in Mendocino. 
Scott was living at the ranch when she droped out of 
sight, and while the Castaic corpse remains technically 
unidentified, Susan has not been seen again. 


In the month between July 27 and August 26, 1969, 
Manson’s tribe slaughtered at least nine persons in 
Southern California. Musician Gary Hinman was the 
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first to dic, hacked to death in retaliation for a drug deal 
gone sour, “political” graffiti scrawled at the scene in his 
blood, as Manson tried to blame the crime on “blackie.” 
On August 9, a Manson hit team raided the home of 
movie director Roman Polanski, slaughtering Polanski’s 
wife — pregnant actress Sharon Tate — and four of her 
guests: Abigail Folger, Jay Sebring, Voytek Frykowski, 
and Steven Parent. The following night, Manson’s 
“creepy crawlers” killed and mutilated another couple, 
Leno and Rosemary LaBianca, in their Los Angeles 
home. 


An atmosphere of general panic gripped affluent 
L.A., the grisly crimes demonstrating that no one was 
safe. On August 16, sheriffs deputies raided the Spahn 
ranch, arresting Manson and company on various drug- 
related charges, but Charles was back on the street by 
August 26. That night, he directed the murder and 
dismemberment of movie stuntman Donald “Shorty” 
Shea, a hanger-on who “knew too much” and was 
suspected of discussing family business with police. 


Ironically, Manson’s downfall came about through a 
relatively petty crime. On the night of September 18-19, 
1969, members of the family burned a piece of road- 
grading equipment that was “obstructing” one of their 
desert dune buggy routes. Arson investigators traced the 
evidence to Manson, and he was arrested again on 
October 12. A day later, Susan Atkins was picked up 
in Ontario, California, and she soon confided details of 
the Tate-LaBianca murders to cellmates in Los Angeles. 
Sweeping indictments followed, but even Manson’s 
removal from circulation could not halt the violence. 


On November 5, 1969, family member John Haught 
— alias “Zero” — was shot and killed while “playing 
Russian roulette” in Venice, California. Eleven days 
later, another “Jane Doe” — tentatively identified as 
family associate Sherry Cooper — was found near the 
site where Marina Habe’s body had been discovered in 
1968. On November 21, Scientologists James Sharp, 
15, and Doreen Gaul, 19, were found dead in a Los 
Angeles alley, stabbed more than 50 times each with a 
long-bladed knife. Investigators learned that Gaul had 
been a girlfriend of Bruce Davis, a family member 
subsequently convicted of first-degree murder in L.A. 


And Manson’s arm was long. Joel Pugh, husband of 
Mansonite Sandra Good, flew to London in late 1968, 
accompanied by Bruce Davis. Their mission included 
the sale of some rare coins and the establishment of 
connections with Satanic orders in Britain. Davis 
returned to the United States in April 1969, but Pugh 


lingered on, and his body was found in a London hotel 
room on December 1, his throat slit with razor blades, 
his blood used to inscribe “backwards writing” and 
“comic book drawings” on a nearby mirror. 


Charged with the seven Tate-LaBianca murders, 
Manson and three of his female disciples — Susan 
Atkins, Patricia Krenwinkel, and Leslie Van Houten — 
went to trial in June 1970. The defense rested its case 
on November 19, and attorney Ronald Hughes disap- 
peared eight days later, after he was driven to Sespe Hot 
Springs by two family associates called “James” and 
“Lauren.” The lawyer’s decomposing corpse was found 
in Sespe Creek five months later, around the time 
Manson’s death sentence was announced, and positive 
identification was confirmed through dental X-rays. 


Prosecutor Vincent Bugliosi believes that he has 
traced the fate of “James” and “Lauren,” suspected of 
guilty knowledge in Hughes’s death. On November 8, 
1972, hikers found the body of 26-year-old James 
Willett, shotgunned and decapitated, in a shallow grave 
near Guerneville, California. Three days later, Willett’s 
station wagon was spotted outside a house in Stockton, 
and police arrested two members of the Aryan Broth- 
erhood inside, along with three Manson women. Lauren 
Willett, wife of James, was buried in the basement, and 
an initial tale of “Russian roulette” was dropped in April 
1973, when four of the suspects pled guilty to murder 
charges. 


Meanwhile, the Manson trials continued in Los 
Angeles. Trigger man Charles “Tex” Watson was 
convicted and sentenced to die for the Tate-LaBianca 
murders in 1971. During August of that year, six family 
members — including original disciple Mary Brunner 
— tried to steal 140 weapons from a Hawthorne 
gunshop, planning to break Manson out of jail, but they 
were captured in a shootout with: police. All were 
subsequently convicted, and Brunner was also sentenced 
for participation in the Hinman murder. Robert 
Beausoleil and Susan Atkins picked up additional death 
sentences for that slaying, while Manson, Bruce Davis, 
and Steve Grogan were convicted in both the Hinman 
and Shea murders. Various death sentences were 
overturned by the U.S. Supreme Court in 1972, and all 
of the family hackers are now technically eligible for 
parole. 


In Manson’s absence, Lynette “Squeaky” Fromme 
held the family reins, corresponding with Charlie in 
prison and spreading his gospel on the streets, forging 
new alliances with sundry cults and racist groups. In 


September 1975, she tried to assassinate President 
Gerald Ford, but her pistol misfired, and Squeaky was 
sentenced to life imprisonment. Family remnants 
survive to the present day, and members have been 
linked with groups promoting child pornography and 
sexual abuse, as well as rumored human sacrifice. 


MANUEL, PETER 


Born in New York City during 1927, Manuel was the 
son of British parents who returned to England five 
years later. He logged his first arrest, for burglary, at 
Coventry in October 1939, drawing a term of proba- 
tion. Five weeks later, he was packed off to reform 
school on a charge of housebreaking. Manuel escaped 
to commit more thefts, and by 1942 he had been 
returned to the school eleven times. He committed his 
first sexual offense — an indecent assault on the wife of 
a school employee — shortly before Christmas 1942. 
Jailed for that offense in March 1943, he was released 
two years later. In March 1946, he was convicted on 15 
counts of housebreaking and sentenced to prison; while 
serving his time, Manuel was also convicted of rape, 
with eight more years appended to his sentence. 
Released in 1953, he was briefly engaged, the relation- 
ship broken off after he mailed his fiancee an anonym- 
ous letter, detailing his criminal record. 


On January 4, 1956, 17-year-old Anne Kneilands 
was found on a golf course at East Kilbride, south of 
Glasgow, her skull crushed by heavy blows. Although 
her clothing had been disarranged, there was no 
evidence of rape. Manuel was questioned in the case, as 
an habitual criminal, but he was released with no 
charges filed. 


On September 17, 1956, Lanarkshire resident 
William Watt returned from a fishing trip to find his 
wife, their 16-year-old daughter, and a visiting sister-in- 
law murdered at his home, each shot through the head 
as they slept. Held for two months as a suspect in the 
massacre, Watt was finally released for lack of evidence. 
Ironically, he had been jailed with Peter Manuel, then 
serving time on an October burglary conviction that 
kept him behind bars until December 1957. 


On December 20, 1957, 17-year-old Isabelle Cooke 
disappeared from her home in Mount Vernon. Nine 
days later, Peter Smart, his wife and 11-year-old son 
were found dead in their home at Uddingston, each shot 
through the head as they slept. Reckless spending led to 
Manuel’s arrest on burglary charges, and he was charged 
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with the Smart murders in January 14, 1958. Two days 
later, he signed confessions to eight homicides spanning 
the past two years, leading police to the buried remains 
of Isabelle Cooke, near her home. 


Despite the confessions, Manuel mounted a spirited 
defense at his murder trial, in May 1958. Convicted on 
all counts, he was sentenced to die for his crimes, and 
he mounted the gallows on July 11. 


MARCUS, JERRY 


A drifter and unemployed construction worker, 36- 
year-old Jerry Marcus was arrested in Starkville, 
Mississippi, on April 17, 1987, charged with the day-old 
murder of Dorothy Davis, age 26. In custody, he 
promptly confessed to the crime, along with the slayings 
of six other women in Alabama, Tennessee, and 
Georgia, killed since 1971. After scanning the suspect’s 
record, Lowndes County Sheriff Louis Harper estimated 
that Marcus might have claimed fifteen victims in his 
sixteen years of aimless wandering around the South. 


MARJEK, ALI 


Regrettably, few details are available in the rare case 
of a Middle Eastern serial slayer, 19-year-old Ali 
Marjek. Convicted of raping and murdering three young 
Syrian boys, Marjek was sentenced to death and 
hanged, in Damascus, on March 27, 1977. Announce- 
ments of his execution branded the case as the only one 
of its kind in Syria’s history. 


MARQUETTE, 
RICHARD LAWRENCE 


A native Oregonian, from Portland, Marquette 
logged his first arrest in June 1956, on a charge of 
attempted rape. His victim failed to press the charge, and 
so her 21-year-old assailant was released. A few months 
later, he was held a second time, for disorderly conduct. 
In August 1957, Marquette tried to rob a Portland 
service station, clubbing the attendant with a sack full 
of wrenches. His guilty plea earned Richard eighteen 
months in jail, but he was turned out after twelve — for 
good behavior — and returned at once to Portland. 


On June 5, 1961, a Portland housewife, Joan Rae 
Caudle, was reported missing by her husband when she 
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failed to come home after shopping. Three days later, 
parts of a dismembered woman’s body were discovered, 
scattered over several vacant lots around the southeast 
side of Portland. 


Fingerprints identified Joan Caudle as the victim on 
June 14. Eyewitnesses had seen the murdered woman 
in a tavern on the night she disappeared; she had been 
killing time with Dick Marquette, a regular, and they 
had left the bar together. 


A murder charge was filed against Marquette on June 
19, and one day later he was named a federal fugitive, 
on charges of unlawful flight. His name was added to 
the FBI’s “Ten Most Wanted” list June 29 — the first 
time that the list had been expanded to include eleven 
names. The extraordinary step was warranted, the FBI 
decided, based on Marquette’s demonstrated tendency 
toward violence and the threat he posed to women. 


On June 30, one day after the release of Marquette’s 
WANTED flyers, the manager of an employment 
agency in Santa Maria, California, recognized his 
newest client in the mug shots. Agents of the FBI were 
notified, and they surprised Marquette at work, repair- 
ing furniture for resale in a thrift shop. Seemingly 
relieved, the killer offered no resistance. “I knew the FBI 
would get me sooner or later,” he told his captors. 


According to Marquette, his victim had been picked 
up in a bar, and they had argued after having sex. He 
strangled her and then, impulsively, cut up her body to 
facilitate disposal. On July 2, Marquette led authorities 
to the missing remains. Convicted of first-degree murder 
in December, sentenced to a term of life imprisonment, 
his parting words to the court were a heartfelt “Thank 
God.” 


Paroled after only twelve years, Marquette slaught- 
ered another female victim soon after his release, but 
escaped detection in that case. In April 1975, he 
dissected Betty Wilson in Salem, Oregon, and was 
arrested once again. In the absence of capital punish- 
ment, Marquette’s second murder conviction earned 
him another sentence of life imprisonment, with 
theoretical eligibility for parole. 


MARTIN, RHONDA BELL 


A 49-year-old waitress in Montgomery, Alabama, 
Martin confessed during March 1956 to the arsenic 
murders of her mother, two of her five husbands, and 
three of her own children. Husband number five had 


been more fortunate than his predecessors, surviving the 
dosage that left him paralyzed from the waist down, 
confined to a hospital in Biloxi, Mississippi. Under 
questioning, Rhonda was vague on her motive for the 
string of killings, but detectives learned that she collected 
insurance money on each of the victims in turn. (She 
denied the slaying of two other children, whose deaths 
were also the subject of investigation.) Convicted on the 
basis of her own confessions, she was jailed for life. 


MARYLAND 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


Between December 1986 and January 1987, five 
black women from the District of Columbia were 
murdered and their bodies dumped near Suitland, in 
Prince Georges County, Maryland. By September 1987, 
at least four more women were murdered in Washing- 
ton, but the conviction of a suspect in one case has 
brought authorities no closer to solution of the rest. 


The first victim, 20-year-old Dorothy Miller, was 
found in the woods near Suitland’s Bradbury Recreation 
Center, on December 13, 1986. Killed by an apparent 
drug overdose, Miller had also been violently sodom- 
ized, a fact that linked her death with those of four other 
victims discovered a month later. 


On January 11, 1987, young patrons of the recrea- 
tion center noticed women’s clothing hanging in a tree, 
nearby. Investigating, they discovered the body of 25- 
year-old Pamela Malcolm, missing from her Suitland 
home since October 22. An autopsy revealed she had 
been sodomized and stabbed to death. 


On January 12, a team of 50 police recruits swept 
through the forest north of the U.S. Census Bureau’s 
headquarters, seeking more clues in the two homicides. 
Instead of evidence, they found two more corpses, 
identified as 22-year-old Cynthia Westbury and 26- 
year-old Juanita Walls. Both had been reported missing 
from the District of Columbia — Westbury in mid- 
November — and both were sodomized, before or after 
they were stabbed to death. 


Number five, 22-year-old Angela Wilkerson, was 
found near Suitland on January 13, and authorities 
reported that four of the victims had lived within a one- 
mile radius of each other, in Southeast Washington. All 
four of the D.C. victims were unemployed, and at least 
two had frequented the same restaurant, on Good Hope 
Road. 


On January 15, another “profile” victim, 20-year-old 
Janice Morton, was found naked and beaten and 
strangled to death in a Northeast Washington alley. 
That investigation was still underway in April 5, when 
a nude “Jane Doe” was discovered near Euclid and 13th 
Street, Northwest, her body dumped in a secluded 
driveway. A 31-year-old suspect, Alton Alonzo Best, 
was indicted for Norton’s slaying in April 7, and he 
confessed to the crime on June 9. Authorities say Best 
knew two of the Maryland victims, but the fact remains 
that his conviction did not stop the killing. 


On April 10, with Best in jail, an unknown suspect 
in a van attempted to abduct a 25-year-old woman one 
block from the home of Suitland victim Pamela 
Malcolm. Police were still checking the facts five days 
later, when another black victim, Donna Nichols, was 
beaten to death in a Washington alley. On June 24, 21- 
year-old Cheryl Henderson was found in a wooded area 
of Southeast Washington, less than two miles from 
Suitland, with her throat slashed from ear to ear. 
Another female victim was discovered on September 
21, at a Southeast Washington apartment complex, 
authorities refusing to discuss the cause of death or 
possible connections to their other “open” cases. 


At this writing, the Maryland-Washington series of 
murders remains unsolved, the killer(s) still at large. His 
preference for blacks has led to speculation that the 
“Freeway Phantom” may have surfaced, after fifteen 
years of inactivity, but homicide detectives have 
revealed no evidence of a connection to the early 
unsolved crimes. 


MATAJKE, DOROTHY JEAN 


A resident of Nevada, Iowa, Dorothy Matajke began 
working as a nurse’s aide and professional companion 
for the elderly and ailing in the 1970s. It came as no 
surprise to anyone when several of her patients died, and 
there were no suggestions of foul play except where 
money was concerned. In 1973, Matajke was convicted 
of fraud and sentenced to five years in prison. She 
escaped in February 1974 and remained at large until 
1980, when she was recaptured and returned to finish 
out her sentence. Despite the prison break, she won 
parole in 1983, serving less than the original five years. 


Upon release, Matajke moved to Little Rock and 
picked up with her old profession as a live-in nurse. On 
March 24, 1985, she moved in with Paul Kinsey, 72, 
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and his wife Opal, age 71. When Opal died on April 
5, the cause was listed as a recently-discovered cancer. 
Paul Kinsey’s health began deteriorating rapidly after his 
wife’s death, but relatives attributed his lapse to grief and 
loneliness. 


Dorothy Matajke 


On September 9, 1986, Matajke acquired a new 
client, elderly Marion Doyle. Another cancer patient, 
Doyle survived nine days of nursing by Matajke, but her 
death was not ascribed to cancer. Rather, a police report 
suggested that the woman had committed suicide. A 
routine inventory, made by the executor of Doyle’s 
estate, discovered several checks made out to Dorothy 
Matajke, totaling almost $4,000. There was something 
curious about Doyle’s signature, and on a hunch, her 
body was exhumed for reexamination. Tissue samples 
showed sufficient drugs to cause a fatal overdose. 


Meanwhile, Paul Kinsey’s health continued to 
decline. The old man stubbornly refused to eat or take 
his medication, telling relatives that every meal or dose 
prepared by his “companion” left him deathly ill. 
Kinsey ordered Matajke out of his house on October 28, 
and three days later he was hospitalized in critical 
condition. Dorothy Matajke bullied her way past 
relatives and doctors to visit her ex-patient in the 
emergency room, and she was still by his side when 
detectives arrived to arrest her. 


Initially, the “nurse” was charged with forgery and 
theft for looting Marion Doyle’s bank account. Subse- 
quent charges included felony possession of a firearm, 
and additional counts of forgery relating to checks 
written on Paul Kinsey’s account. A search of Matajke’s 
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home yielded mislabeled bottles of drugs and tranqui- 
lizers, along with three bottles of arsenic-based ant 
poison, and more serious charges were added. 


On November 24, she was accused of first-degree 
murder in the death of Marion Doyle and first-degree 
battery in the non-fatal poisoning of Paul Kinsey. Opal 
Kinsey’s body was exhumed December 5, with the 
results of laboratory tests kept secret pending disposition 
of the standing charges. After Paul Kinsey died, on 
February 10, 1987, assault charges were replaced with 
another count of first-degree murder. 


In June 1987, Matajke was convicted of Paul 
Kinsey’s murder and sentenced to life. Two months 
later, in a negotiated plea bargain, she received another 
term of 60 years for killing Marion Doyle. Charges are 
pending in the case of Opal Kinsey, and new investiga- 
tions are expected in the deaths of several patients 
“cared for” by Matajke in Iowa. 


MAXWELL, BOBBY JOE 


Los Angeles police were still recovering from jibes 
about the “Skid Row Slasher” case when transients in 
their city started falling prey to yet another random 
slayer. Knives were favored once again, and there was 
a suggestion of familiar ritual about the murders, with 
the name of Satan scrawled in blood, on cardboard, 
near one victim’s body. Newsmen dubbed their latest 
maniac the “Skid Row Stabber,” to avoid confusion, 
and before his ultimate arrest, he proved himself as 
lethally prolific as his predecessor. 


Jesse Martinez, age 50, was the stabber’s first victim, 
found in a skid row parking lot on the morning of 
October 23, 1978. Five days later, 32-year-old Jose 
Cortez was knifed to death in an alley, followed by 46- 
year-old Bruce Drake on October 30. J.P. Henderson, 
age 65, was found sprawled on a sidewalk, in the 
predawn hours of November 4. Five days later, taking 
a leaf from the old Slasher’s book, 39-year-old David 
Jones was killed on a walkway of L.A.’s Central 
Library. Francisco Rodriguez, 57, and 36-year-old 
Frank Reed were both found in parking lots, killed on 
November 11 and 12, respectively. The second victim 
in a double-header on November 12, 49-year-old 
Augustine Luna was stabbed to death behind a building 
on South Main Street. Jimmie White Buffalo, a 34-year- 
old Indian, became the ninth victim five days later, 
stabbed repeatedly in the upper torso with a long-bladed 
knife, his body dumped in a parking lot. 


Thus far, the Stabber’s victims had been claimed 
within an area of fifteen blocks, and there were no 
survivors. That changed on November 20, when 
transients Jose Ramirez, 27, and Ricardo Seja, 24, were 
wounded in separate attacks, detectives admitting a 
“strong likelihood” of the Stabber’s involvement. If they 
needed a motive, it could be found on the wall of a 
downtown bus station: “I’m Luther. I kill winos to put 
them out of their misery.” On Thanksgiving Day, 45- 
year-old derelict Frank Garcia was stabbed to death on 
a bench in City Hall Plaza, less than 200 feet from the 
entrance of L.A. police headquarters. A latent palmprint 
was recovered from the bench, but it was useless to 
authorities without a suspect for comparison. 


Two months later, 34-year-old Bobby Maxwell was 
arrested while standing over a skid row derelict, 
clutching a ten-inch dagger in his hand. Pleading guilty 
on misdemeanor weapons charges, he was sentenced to 
60 days in jail while police pressed their investigation of 
the most promising suspect to date. A Tennessee native, 
Maxwell had served time for robbery in the Volunteer 
State, and cellmates recalled his devotion to Satan — 
whom Maxwell called “Luther.” A search of his flat 
turned up knives compatible with nine of the Stabber 
slayings, and Maxwell’s palm print matched the latent 
print recovered from the bench where Frank Garcia 
died. Charged with ten counts of murder and five counts 
of robbery in May 1979, Maxwell smilingly confided to 
another prisoner that he had killed the derelicts in order 
“to obtain souls for Satan.” 


Legal wrangling delayed Maxwell’s trial until Janu- 
ary 1984, and testimony took another seven months, 
leaving jurors divided in their opinions of his guilt. On 
July 12, Maxwell was convicted of murdering Frank 
Garcia and David Jones; he was also acquitted of three 
murder counts, with jurors failing to reach a decision on 
five homicides. In Bobby’s case, two did the trick, and 
he received a term of life imprisonment. 


MAZURKIEWICZ, WLADYSLAW 


Dubbed the “gentleman murderer” of Cracow, 
Poland, Wladyslaw Mazurkiewicz supported his lavish 
life-style on the proceeds of brutal robberies, in which 
the victims were invariably murdered. Successful 
enough, at age 45, to maintain luxurious apartments in 
Cracow and Warsaw simultaneously, Mazurkiewicz 
was finally arrested in the spring of 1956. Initially 
indicted for the murders of thirty women, he told the 


court, “Yes, that’s true.” Only six murders were charged 
at Wladyslaw’s trial in August, and he confessed to 
slaying the victims — four men and two women — in 
the course of holdups. Convicted on August 30, 1956, 
Mazurkiewicz was hanged on the last day of January 
1957, at Cracow’ s Montelupich prison. 


McCORMICK, THOMAS 


Tom McCormick owned one of the largest spreads in 
Colorado’s Kit Carson County, sprawling over some 
2,900 acres of wheat, corn, soy beans and grazing land 
for livestock, with a feed lot on the side. Valued at more 
than $2 million, the ranch kept McCormick busy, and 
he saw little of his neighbors: In fact, he was fiercely 
antisocial, chasing locals off his land and driving all the 
way to Denver for migrant workers at harvest time. 
Financial problems struck in 1980, forcing Tom to sell 
off giant tracts of land, driving the feed lot into 
bankruptcy, and he began to cast about for new sources 
of income. One of those, operated with son Michael, 
was a “chop shop,” dealing in stolen cars and trucks. 


On August 30, 1983, 60-year-old Herbert Donoho 
failed to keep an appointment with friends, at a truck 
stop in Wheat Ridge, Colorado. A phone call demon- 
strated that he never made it home to Caldwell, Idaho, 
and so authorities began their search for missing man 
and truck. By January 1984, prosecutors at Fort 
Morgan, Colorado, were hearing McCormick’s name in 
connection with hot-car investigations, but state police 
failed to pursue the allegations at that time. 


Seven months later, in mid-July 1984, Herbert 
Donoho’s truck was identified — in spite of altered 
serial numbers — by an alert inspector at Roseburg, 
Oregon. The new owner had purchased the rig in 
Phoenix, around December 1983, and further checking 
led detectives back to Mike McCormick. Indicted on 
various felony counts in June 1985, McCormick fled 
into hiding, but was captured in Nebraska during 
January 1986. On February 4, he struck a bargain with 
the prosecution, offering Donoho’s body — and his 
killer — in return for leniency. McCormick named his 
father as the murderer and linked him with the deaths 
of six or seven other men, identified as migrant workers, 
allegedly killed at the ranch over the past ten years. 


On January 30, 1986, investigators followed Michael 
to a field near Byers, Colorado — some 100 miles from 
the McCormick ranch — and there unearthed the 
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corpse of Herbert Donoho. Descending on the ranch 
with heavy road equipment, deputies recovered three 
more skeletons in early February. All had been dis- 
patched by gunshot, with the oldest slain a decade 
earlier. Harsh weather stalled the search for more 
remains, but spokesmen for the local sheriffs office 
estimated the toll might reach an even dozen before they 
were finished. 


McCRARY FAMILY, THE 


On June 16, 1972, a Santa Barbara police officer was 
shot and wounded by a gunman fleeing the scene of an 
$11,000 supermarket robbery. Witnesses recalled the 
license number of the bandit’s car, and it was traced to 
an address in suburban Goleta, occupied by 47-year-old 
Sherman McCrary, his wife Carolyn, and their 19-year- 
old son Danny. Evidence pointed to McCrary’s son-in- 
law, 38-year-old Raymond Carl Taylor, as the trigger 
man in the robbery, and he was arrested days later, at 
his mother’s home in Athens, Texas. 


Danny McCrary 


In custody, Taylor and Sherman McCrary pled guilty 
to three local robberies — the others netting $23,000 
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and $12,000, respectively — and they were handed 
prison terms of five years to life. Carolyn McCrary, son 
Danny and daughter Ginger Taylor each drew nine 
months for harboring fugitives, but investigators soon 
realized they were only glimpsing the tip of a sinister 
iceberg. Between August 1971 and February 1972, the 
nomadic McCrarys were finally linked with a total of 
22 kidnap-murders, ranging from Florida to Southern 
California. 


Alcoholic Sherman McCrary blamed his first Texas 
robberies on a back injury, resulting in chronic unem- 
ployment. Later, he recruited son-in-law Carl Taylor for 
the “family business,” with both men spending time in 
jail on charges of robbery, burglary, and forgery. When 
the heat got too strong around Athens, Texas, they 
pulled up stakes and started drifting in August 1971, 
settling in Goleta eight months later, using the proceeds 
from various holdups to purchase a home in the middle- 
class suburb. 


Their first known victim was 17-year-old Sheri 
Martin, kidnapped from Salt Lake City in August 12, 
1971, after a bakery holdup that netted the family $200. 
Martin’s body was found a month later, near Wendover, 
Nevada, where she had been raped and shot to death by 
her abductors. 


On August 20, the McCrary’s invaded Denver, 
looting a suburban shop and snatching employee Leeora 
Looney. Three days later and 200 miles away, her 
naked, violated body was discovered by police. She had 
been executed with the same .32-caliber weapon used 
to kill Sheri Martin in Nevada. 


The same pistol was used in Lubbock, Texas, on 
September 28, when the McCrarys robbed a restaurant 
at closing time, abducting waitress Elizabeth Perryman. 
Her skeleton and scattered clothes were found by a 
farmer on December 19, her identity confirmed from 
dental records. 


On October 17, Forrest and Jena Covey disappeared 
from their grocery store in Mesquite, Texas, the shop 
looted for money and cartons of cigarettes. Three days 
later, 16-year-old Susan Shaw was abducted from a 
bakery two blocks away, her ravaged body pulled from 
a nearby lake on October 24. The Coveys were found 
that same day, bound and shot with the familiar .32- 
caliber pistol in a barn near Quinlan, Texas. 


The McCrary men and Raymond Taylor were 
indicted for Leeora Looney’s murder, and forensic 
evidence established firm connections with eleven other 


deaths. FBI evaluation of the family’s normal modus 
operandi made the killers suspect in at least ten other 
cases, most involving victims who were raped, but 
Carolyn McCrary and her daughter saw no reason to 
complain. “I love my husband very much,” Ginger told 
interviewers from jail, “and it never occurred to me to 
do anything other than to stay with him.” 


McKNIGHT, ANTHONY 


Born in 1954, McKnight was a career navy man, 
stationed at Northern California’s Alameda Naval Air 
Station since 1982. He lived off-base with wife and 
child, making friends easily among his neighbors. 
Tenants of McKnight’s apartment complex knew him as 
“one of the most outgoing people” in the building. To 
a man, they would be stunned by evidence connecting 
him with seven counts of homicide in 1985. 


McKnight’s small world collapsed on January 24, 
1986, when he was picked up by police at home, 
booked on two counts of rape and four counts of 
attempted murder in a series of attacks dating from the 
previous September. In custody, he was identified by 
five victims, including three prostitutes, who had been 
variously beaten, raped, and stabbed in attacks commit- 
ted on September 16, October 31, December 27 (two 
assaults), and January 21, 1986. Two days after his 
arrest, McKnight was named by lawmen as a suspect in 
seven “identical” rape slayings around the Oakland 
area, with evidence conforming to the pattern of attacks 
where victims had survived. 


McMANUS, FRED EUGENE 


In retrospect, McManus had no explanation for the 
rampage that would claim five lives in March of 1953. 
It was a simple lark, a way to kill some time while 
killing strangers, and the 18-year-old Marine from Long 
Island displayed no remorse for his crimes. If he was 
sorry, it would be for getting caught. 


The weekend murder spree began March 27, when 
McManus drove into Rochester, New York, with his 
girlfriend, 16-year-old Diane Weggland, of Summer- 
ville, New York. To McManus, she was the girl “I 
consider my wife,” innocent of complicity in the 
bloodshed to come, and authorities would accept his 
assessment, leaving Fred to take the rap alone. 


In Rochester, McManus kidnapped 19-year-old 
William Braverman, a college student, and shot him to 
death on a road south of town, leaving his corpse in a 
ditch, loosely covered with dirt. Rolling into Keeney- 
ville, Illinois, on March 28, he bungled the robbery of 
a local market, gunning down owners George and 
Florence Bloomberg in the process. A day later, in 
Dubuque, Iowa, McManus robbed another couple of 
eight dollars, sparing their lives as he fled from the scene 
in their car. Stopping at Spring Valley, Minnesota, on 
March 30, he held up a restaurant, killing waitress 
Harriet Horseman and 43-year-old Agnes Beaston, the 
owner’s wife. 


Doubling back toward Dubuque, the young lovers 
were stopped by police outside town, on March 31. 
McManus waived extradition to New York, where he 
confessed to the Braverman murder on April 6. By 
August, his original guilty plea had been altered to one 
of not guilty by reason of insanity, but jurors saw 
through the ruse, and McManus was convicted on 
September 24, sentenced to life imprisonment two days 
later. 


McSPAREN, MILDRED 


On August 7, 1981, McSparen was arraigned on 
charges of poisoning two of her own sons at the family 
home in Lomax, Illinois. Nine-year-old Michael 
McSparen had been beyond help when he reached an 
Iowa City hospital on April 16, 1981, and six-year-old 
Stephen was pronounced dead at the same hospital two 
months later, on June 17. The death of a third child, in 
April 1979, was not regarded by investigators as 
suspicious, since the infant had been diagnosed with a 
congenital breathing disorder. Neighborhood “rumors” 
inspired the sheriff's investigation that led to Mildred’s 
arrest, and the child-killer made two half-hearted suicide 
attempts before she was incarcerated, neither of which 
seriously threatened her life. No rational motive for the 
slayings was established. 


MEADOWS, JOHNNY 


Between October 1968 and June 1971, a series of 
sadistic murders terrorized the female population of 
Odessa, Texas, and surrounding towns. Today, despite 
conviction of a suspect, controversy still surrounds the 
case and several of the murders are officially unsolved. 
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The murder spree began October 19, 1968, when an 
Odessa barmaid — Linda Cougat — vanished from a 
local laundromat. Two months would pass before her 
violated body was discovered in a field northwest of 
town, hands bound behind her back with one of her 
own nylon stockings, the other wrapped tightly around 
her throat. 


On November 5, 1968, motel owner Dorothy Smith 
was found shot to death in her apartment at Monahans, 
Texas, her hands bound with television cable. Eula 
Miller was the next to die, found nude in her Odessa flat 
on July 16, 1970, a victim of multiple stab wounds. 
Nancy Miller was abducted from her home in Kermit 
on September 16, while her children slept peacefully in 
an adjoining room. Her skeletal remains would be 
discovered on an oil lease south of town, in June 1971. 


The first victim of 1971 was Ruth Maynard, wife of 
an Odessa policeman. Reported missing on January 9, 
she was found February 15, a few miles from the site 
where Linda Cougat was dumped by her slayer in 1968. 
On June 17, after Gloria Green disappeared from her 
secretarial job in Kermit, Texas lawmen realized they 
had a crisis on their hands. 


The case was broken in December, when Texan 
Johnny Meadows was jailed in Aztec, New Mexico, on 
unrelated charges. Meadows started telling tales of 
murder, and Ector County Sheriff A.M. Gambrel flew 
in from Texas to interrogate the suspect. Cash changed 
hands, $2,000 paid from Gambrel’s pocket to the 
suspect’s wife, and Meadows gave directions to a vacant 
lot in South Odessa, where investigators found the 
skeletal remains of Gloria Green beneath a rotting 
mattress. 


In 1972, Meadows pled guilty to murdering Gloria 
Green and was sentenced to 99 years in prison. Deputies 
announced that he had also signed confessions in the 
deaths of Linda Cougat, Dorothy Smith, and Ruth 
Maynard. Charges were filed in the Cougat and 
Maynard cases, but both indictments were dismissed in 
the summer of 1973. Ten years later, when Meadows 
made his first bid for parole, ex-Sheriff Gambrell 
testified in opposition to the killer’s release. Gambrell 
warned the parole board that Meadows would “kill 
within forty-eight hours of the time he’s paroled.” 
Meadows’s application was predictably denied. 


(In 1984, prolific author J.R. Nash examined the 
Odessa case in Open Files, declaring it “unsolved.” 
Ignoring the conviction and confessions of incarcerated 
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slayer Johnny Meadows, Nash attributes fourteen 
murders to the “Texas Strangler,” roping in some 
obviously unrelated homicides from Dallas to increase 
the body-count. Meadows victims Cougat and Maynard 
are included in the list of women slaughtered by “the 
most murderous sex fiend in modern Texas history.”’) 


MENARIK, CARL 


A native of Vienna, born October 2, 1889, Menarik 
immigrated to New York in 1914, obtaining a job at the 
German Odd Fellows Home, in Yonkers, during July 
of that year. Using the name “Frederick Mors,” Menarik 
worked for six months at the home, arousing no 
suspicions as he went about his duties. Patients came 
and went throughout his tenure, several leaving in a 
hearse, but they were old and no one gave a second 
thought to their demise before the early days of 
February 1915. 


On the afternoon of February 2, “Mors” presented 
himself at the district attorney’s office, dressed in a 
corduroy hunting outfit, complete with knee-pants and 
a feathered alpine cap. Approaching the desk sergeant, 
Menarik confessed to the murders of eight “superannu- 
ated octogenarians,” killed in order to “make room for 
more inmates” at the home. A phone call confirmed the 
eight deaths — all listed as natural — and Menarik was 
taken into custody. 


In jail, Menarik’s story underwent a sudden shift. The 
homicides had not been his idea, he now proclaimed, 
but rather had been ordered by officials at the home, 
who described the elderly victims as “a lot of trouble 
and no good anyhow.” On February 5, the home’s 
superintendent and three more employees were clapped 
into jail as material witnesses, with the Odd Fellows 
lodge refusing to muster their bail. 


Although authorities refused to order exhumation of 
remains, investigation seemed to bear out Carl Menar- 
ik’s tale of inmates killed with chloroform and arsenic. 
Menarik had warned patient Elizabeth Houser of her 
impending death a day in advance, and a mortician 
recalled red markings — similar to chloroform burns — 
on the face of alleged victim Henry Horn. A teenage 
inmate of the home informed police about an errand she 
had run on January 4, delivering a bottle of chloroform 
from employee Max Ring — jailed as a material witness 
— to “Mors,” in the room occupied by patient Ferdi- 
nand Scholz. Scholz had died the same day, and other 


inmates suspected “Mors” of sabotaging the painter’s 
scaffold that dropped Jacob Groh to his death on 
December 14. 


The list went on, but prosecution was deferred in 
favor of a psychiatric test. Described as “not well 
mentally,” Menarik was committed to Poughkeepsie’s 
Hudson River State Hospital for the Insane. His 
employer and co-workers were released, the case 
dismissed with a host of questions still unanswered. On 
May 10, 1916 — a week before his scheduled depor- 
tation to Austria — Menarik escaped from the hospital 
in Poughkeepsie and disappeared. He was never 
recaptured, but authorities took the loss in stride, 
announcing that the fugitive was “‘not considered 
dangerous.” 


MENGEL, ALEX J. 


On the evening of February 24, 1985, Westchester 
County police officer Gary Stymiloski notified head- 
quarters that he was making a routine traffic stop in 
Yonkers, New York. Moments later, after spotting 
shotgun shells in the car, Stymiloski radioed for support. 
Reinforcements arrived in time to find him dying, in his 
cruiser, with a single bullet in his brain. 


The suspect vehicle was found abandoned in the 
Bronx and traced to Alex Mengel, age 30, an immigrant 
from Guyana who entered the United States in 
November 1976. A tool and die maker by trade, Mengel 
had logged one arrest — for assaulting his ex-wife — 
in 1984. Investigators learned that Mengel was returning 
from a weekend’s shooting in the Catskills, traveling 
with friends, when Stymiloski flagged him down for 
speeding. Two of his companions, held in custody as 
material witnesses, agreed that the shooting was 
senseless and unprovoked, leading to issuance of a 
murder warrant on February 27. 


Three days later, in Toronto, local officers spotted 
Mengel outside a shopping mall. The fugitive crashed 
his car into a wall while trying to escape, then swerved 
into a dead-end street where he was cornered and 
arrested. The stolen vehicle was registered to Beverly 
Capone, an IBM computer programmer reported 
missing by her family, in Mount Vernon, New York, on 
February 26. Two pistols and a woman’s scalp were 
found inside the car; ballistics tests established that one 
of the guns had been used to kill Officer Stymiloski in 
Yonkers. 


On March 4, while Mengel fought extradition from 
Canada, New York state police found items belonging 
to Beverly Capone in a Catskills summer cabin near 
Durham. Eleven days later, the woman’s remains were 
discovered in heavy woods a half-mile from the cabin; 
she had been stabbed once in the chest, her scalp and 
the skin of her face sliced away by her killer. Tissue 
samples from the body made a positive match with the 
scalp recovered from Capone’s car in Toronto. 


With the new evidence in hand, authorities linked 
Mengel with the attempted abduction of a 13-year-old 
girl in Skaneateles, New York, southwest of Syracuse, 
on February 27. The child was delivering papers when 
a stranger, wearing lipstick and an ill-fitting wig, tried 
to snatch her off the street. Escaping without injury, she 
agreed with detectives that the “wig” might just as well 
have been a woman’s scalp. 


On March 26, Canadian authorities ordered Mengel’s 
deportation to New York as an illegal alien with 
insufficient money to support himself. Two days later, 
a grand jury in Westchester County indicted Mengel for 
first-degree murder in the slaying of Officer Stymiloski. 
Greene County followed suit on April 8, charging the 
prisoner with second-degree murder in the case of 
Beverly Capone. 


On April 26, returning under guard from his arraign- 
ment in Greene County, Mengel tried to escape from his 
state police escort on the Taconic State Parkway. 
Undaunted by handcuffs and chains, he grappled with 
one guard, seizing the officer’s sidearm, and was killed 
by the driver before he could squeeze off a shot. 


MEXICAN “BLUEBEARD” 


On February 18, 1922, the New York Times reported 
that an unnamed resident of Mexico City had been 
convicted of killing four women, with whom he had 
lived with at various times in the recent past. Unfortu- 
nately, journalists did not pursue the story, and elapsing 
time has blurred the details of what seems to be a classic 
“Bluebeard” case. 


| MICHIGAN 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


Between August 1982 and March 1983, residents of 
Battle Creek, Michigan, were stunned by the local 
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murders of three young women. Authorities suggested 
possible Satanic motives in the case, and while no link 
with devil-worship cults was never proved, the mere 
suggestion was enough to spread a pall of fear in Battle 
Creek. 


The first to die was 20-year-old Margaret Hume, an 
ex-cheerleader and National Honor Society member, 
found strangled in the closet of her own apartment on 
August 18, 1982. She had been living on her own for 
just three months before she died, her body hidden by 
a pile of clothes and bedding. 


Patricia Rosansky, age 17, was walking to school on 
February 3, 1983, when she disappeared within two 
blocks of campus. She was found outside town on April 
6, her skull crushed, body concealed by leaves and 
branches in a shallow ravine. “Street talk” linked her 
murder with a local Satan cult, and while no charges 
have been filed, police admit their leading suspect is a 
self-styled Satanist who boasts of leading black masses 
around Kalamazoo. 


On March 13, 17-year-old Karry Evans disappeared 
from rural Bellevue, 13 miles from Battle Creek. Last 
seen walking near her grandparents’ home, she was 
found by mushroom hunters on May 10, strangled to 
death, her body concealed by brush in a swampy area 
south of town. Once again, there were rumors of 
demonic involvement, with Evans describing her own 
occult beliefs in letters to friends, allegedly sporting a 
jacket with the Satanic emblem “666.” 


To date, no suspects have been named or prosecuted 
for the crimes in Battle Creek. With passing time, it 
seems unlikely that the case will now be solved, but 
homicide detectives still invite new leads, in hopes that 
someone, somewhere, may provide a crucial piece of 
evidence to break the stalemate. 


“MIDTOWN SLASHER” 
— NEW YORK CITY: 
See CHRISTOPHER, JOSEPH G. 


MIKHASEVICH, G. 


On February 3, 1988, the Soviet news agency Tass 
reported that G. Mikhasevich, a metal worker, had been 
shot by firing squad upon conviction of murdering 
thirty-three women in the past fifteen years. The official 
report stated that Mikhasevich had “savagely killed 
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women in the territory of the Soviet Republic of 
Byelorussia.” 


According to Tass, authorities had been working the 
case since 1973, “but regrettably the investigation 
veered from the right track.” A dozen innocent men 
were convicted and sentenced for various crimes in the 
series, following ‘‘breaches of law” by homicide 
investigators. Officials responsible for miscarriages of 
justice were reportedly charged and punished for their 
conduct in the case. In the absence of more detailed 
information, it remains unclear whether Mikhasevich 
was charged with the decapitation murders of four 
women slain around Moscow in 1978 and ’79. 


MILLER, BENJAMIN FRANKLIN 


Between 1967 and 1971, black residents of Stamford, 
Connecticut, were intimidated by a string of murders 
claiming female victims, four of whom were strangled 
with their own brassieres. Police reported that some of 
the victims were junkies, and three were known 
prostitutes, but the killer’s apparent selectivity did 
nothing to calm a community under siege. By the 
summer of 1971, black citizens were ready to accuse 
police of negligence — or worse — in their long- 
running search for an elusive strangler. 


Rose Ellen Pazda, 29, had been the first to die, 
reported missing on August 4, 1967, her skeletal 
remains recovered during April 1969. Donna Roberts, 
age 22, was found on May 3, 1968, the day after her 
disappearance from Stamford. The third victim, 21- 
year-old Gloria Conn, was strangled to death on 
September 7, 1968, with her body recovered next day, 
200 feet from the spot where Roberts was found. The 
killer took three years off before strangling 19-year-old 
Gail Thompson, on July 10, 1971. Six weeks later, on 
August 22, he returned to claim the life of 34-year-old 
Alma Henry, her body discarded like so much rubbish. 


Thus far, all the victims had died or been found 
within a quarter-mile radius of the Riverbank-Roxbury 
Road overpass. Four of the five were from Stamford, 
with one reported missing from nearby Mount Vernon, 
New York, and police found evidence of a car backing 
into the places where bodies were found, indicating that 
the killer hauled his victims in the trunk. 


Accumulated evidence put homicide investigators on 
the trail of Benjamin Miller, a Darien post office clerk 
and self-ordained street preacher who spent most of his 


time with black congregations after his own church 
expelled him. Described by his former pastor as “almost 
a fanatic,” Miller had moved to Connecticut from 
Illinois at eighteen years of age, in 1948. Employed at 
the post office for ten years, he talked religion on the job 
but otherwise ignored his fellow workers, keeping to 
himself whenever possible. 


Committed to Norwalk’s Fairfield Hills Hospital on 
February 17, 1972, Miller found detectives waiting 
when he checked out a month later. Arrested on March 
17, he was charged with all five of the Stamford “bra 
murders,” his apprehension restoring a measure of peace 
to the troubled community. 


MILLER, DONALD GENE 


A graduate in criminal justice from Michigan State 
University, Don Miller was also diagnosed by court 
psychiatrists as a paranoid psychotic and a religious 
fanatic. In 1978, at age 23, he was convicted of raping 
a teenager in Lansing, attempting to kill both the girl 
and her brother. The sentence on that rap was 30 to 50 
years in state prison, but Miller was not finished, yet. In 
custody, during July 1979, he confessed to the murders 
of his fiancee and three other East Lansing women, 
striking a plea bargain that earned him another fifteen 
years on charges of voluntary manslaughter. Accepting 
his sentence on August 29, 1979, Miller told the court, 
“Tm deeply sorry for what has happened. I wish I could 
undo what has been done.” 


MILLER, JOHN LAWRENCE 


A native of Los Angeles, born in 1942, Miller was 
convicted of auto theft and confined to a California 
reform school at age 15. His parents paid a visit to the 
school on November 11, 1957, and were allowed to 
take John home for Sunday dinner, but he slipped away 
from them that night and disappeared. Next morning, 
22-month-old Laura Wetzel was found beaten to death 
in her crib, at the family home in Rolling Hills. 
Neighbors identified Miller as the boy who threatened 
them with a gun the previous night, and he was arrested 
in Reno on November 15, driving a car stolen from 
Redondo Beach. 


Miller confessed to the crime, telling police, “I 
wanted to know how it would feel... but I’m sorry about 


it now, of course.” Convicted of murder, he spent 17 
years in prison before his parole, in August 1975. Two 
months later, on October 23, Miller shot both his 
parents at their home, in Long Beach. His father 
survived long enough to reach a neighbor’s house, and 
Miller was soon arrested, convicted of double murder 
and sentenced to life imprisonment. 


MINOW, PAUL 


An epileptic printer’s apprentice, Paul Minow found 
it impossible to satisfy the demands of his mother and 
sister, with whom he resided in downtown Berlin. 
Together, they nagged him incessantly about his 
“laziness,” provoking Minow to fits of rage directed at 
others. In July 1907, he exploded, briefly terrorizing the 
city with a series of attacks on young children. Selecting 
female victims, all below the age of five, Minow lured 
four into alleys and doorways, stabbing each repeatedly 
about the abdomen with scissors. Three of his victims 
died; a fourth survived to give police a vague description 
of the slayer. 


After one attack, a note was found nearby, pinned to 
the seat of a public bench with a single sharp scissor 
blade. It read: 


Away, away; in five minutes there will be 
a corpse. There is a child murderer in the 
neighborhood. Deliver this note to the 
police. I have killed children in Belforter, 
Preinzlauer, and Henserdorfer Streets. 


Detectives questioned twenty suspects in the case, but 
Minow was not among them. Confined to an asylum at 
Herzberge after the final attack, he surprised investiga- 
tors in November 1907, with his detailed confessions to 
the crimes. 


“MISSING AND DEAD CASE” 
— EL PASO, TX 


El Paso, like so many other cities in America, has 
seen its share of runaways in recent years. With drugs 
and broken homes, the promise of excitement to be 
found in other cities, other states, uncounted teens have 
fled their homes and schools to search for fame and 
fortune on the road. A few make good, some wander 
back in time, but nearly all leave tokens of themselves 
behind, some indication of their motive for departure. 
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During 1987, though, a rash of disappearances around 
El Paso baffled parents and police as normal, well- 
adjusted girls and women dropped from sight, without 
a trace. 


Fourteen-year-old Marjorie Knox was the first to go, 
reported missing from nearby Chaparral, New Mexico, 
on February 14, 1987. Three weeks later, on March 7, 
13-year-old Melissa Alaniz vanished from El Paso, 
police noting that both girls had parents working at the 
Rockwell plant, outside of town. Desiree Wheatly, 15, 
disappeared in El Paso on June 7, last seen in the 
company of a man with heavily-tattooed arms. 


Three days later, Karen Baker’s disappearance 
seemed to break the pattern. At 20, she was a legal 
adult, but police learned that her mother worked in the 
same Rockwell plant, with a nodding acquaintance to 
Marjorie Knox. Was there some hidden link between 
the missing girls, thus far unknown to the police? 


On June 28, 19-year-old Cheryl Vasquez-Dismukes 
vanished from El Paso, followed on July 3 by 17-year- 
old Angela Frausto. Maria Casio, age 24, was staying 
with friends when she failed to come home on the night 
of August 19. They reported her missing next day, and 
her car was found on August 21, without a trace of the 
missing woman. On August 28, 14-year-old Dawn 
Smith left her El Paso home, promising to “keep in 
touch,” and abruptly dropped out of sight. 


On September 4, utility workers unearthed Maria 
Casio’s remains in the desert northwest of El Paso. 
Police were summoned to the scene, and they soon 
found Karen Baker buried in a shallow grave 100 yards 
away. With no obvious wounds on either body, the 
cause of death for both victims was listed as “apparent 
strangulation.” On October 20, 1987, hikers found the 
remains of Desiree Wheatly and Dawn Smith within a 
mile of the other grave sites. Two weeks later, desert 
prospectors found Angela Frausto in a nearby shallow 
grave. Marjorie Knox, Melissa Alaniz and Cheryl 
Vasquez-Dismukes are still missing, but all are now 
presumed dead by authorities. 


Police, meanwhile, have focused their attention on a 
suspect in the case. On September 19, 1987, an El Paso 
prostitute complained to police that one of her “tricks” 
had driven her into the desert, near the grave sites, 
where he pulled a knife and threatened her before she 
fled on foot. Another hooker, raped some weeks before, 
came forward after the report was published, both 
women remarking on their assailant’s numerous tattoos. 
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A search of police tattoo files led to the October 22 
arrest of David Leonard Wood, an ex-convict with a 
history of violence against females. Born in 1957, Wood 
logged his first arrest at age 19, for the attempted rape 
of a 12-year-old girl. In court, he pled guilty to a 
reduced charge of indecency with a minor and spent 
three years in prison, paroled in January 1980. Four 
months later, he raped a 13-year-old stranger and a 19- 
year-old acquaintance, the latter mistake earning him 
concurrent prison terms of 20 years on each charge. He 
was paroled again in January 1987, days before El 
Paso’s string of deaths and disappearances began. 


Wood denies any involvement in the spate of 
murders, and he has never been charged in the case. 
(Conviction of kidnapping and rape, in March 1988, has 
returned him to prison with a new 5O-year sentence.) 
In the absence of an indictment, authorities note that 
Woods — and his tattoos — perfectly match descrip- 
tions of the man last seen with Desiree Wheatly in June 
1987. He was also seen riding a motorcycle with Karen 
Baker, several months before she died, and witnesses 
have placed Woods at a local convenience store where 
Cheryl Vasquez-Dismukes was last seen alive on June 
28. (Wood admits hearing “rumors” that Cheryl’s 
family suspected him of her murder, and claims he 
“went searching” for her, all in vain.) Finally, friends of 
Wood have identified photos of Maria Casio and Dawn 
Smith as friends of the suspect, a claim Wood dismisses 
as simple “mistaken identity.” 


Hanging tough in the face of mounting suspicion, 
Wood granted an interview to local journalists in March 
1988, prior to his sentencing on the kidnap and rape 
charges. Avoiding the question of guilt or innocence, he 
harped on the killer’s apparent carelessness in disposing 
of victims. “If I am going to kill somebody,” he 
declared, “I’m going to put them 15 feet under, up in 
the mountains, where the coyotes can’t get to them.” 


MITCHELL, ROY 


On May 7, 1922, William Driskell, a cotton buyer 
and part-time deputy constable in Waco, Texas, was 
axed to death in his own garage, robbed of his pistol, 
his watch, and a ring. It seemed to be a clear-cut case 
of robbery gone wrong, but homicide investigators had 
no clues, and they were getting nowhere when the killer 
struck again. 


Harvey Bolton, 21 years old, was parking with his 
girlfriend outside Waco, on May 25, when a black man 


emerged from some nearby bushes, brandishing a pistol. 
The gunman shot Bolton three times, killing him 
instantly, then dragged the woman out and raped her on 
the ground. Next day, the victim fingered Jesse Thomas 
as her rapist, and he was shot to death by the young 
woman’s father, his body carried downtown and 
publicly burned by a lynch mob. Unfortunately for 
Thomas — and for Waco — the woman had made a 
mistake, deceived by her own hysteria and a conviction 
that “all blacks look alike.” 


On November 20, 19-year-old Grady Skipworth was 
parked near “Lover’s Leap,” in Cameron Park, with his 
girlfriend, Naomi Boucher. Suddenly, a black man 
rushed at their car from the darkness, killing Skipworth 
with a shotgun blast to the head, dragging his body out 
of the car and tossing it over the cliff. The killer 
returned, wrestling Naomi from the vehicle and pushing 
her over the precipice, but a tree broke her fall, and she 
survived with only superficial injuries. Once more, an 
innocent black was accused, but Waco had learned its 
lesson. An all-white jury acquitted the suspect, despite 
Boucher’s identification, and he was released in a storm 
of applause from the court. 


On January 10, 1923, a black gunman leaped onto 
the running board of a car passing through Cameron 
Park, jabbing a shotgun through the passenger’s 
window, but he was knocked to the ground without 
firing a shot. He left behind a checkered cap, delivered 
to police as evidence, but nearly three weeks would 
elapse before its owner was identified. 


Meanwhile, on January 20, W.E. Holt and Ethel 
Denecamp were parked five miles from Waco when a 
gunman materialized out of the shadows, killing Holt 
with a shot to the head, beating Denecamp to death and 
dumping her body in a nearby field. Their car was 
recovered in Waco next morning, abandoned by the 
killer on a city street. 


Detectives got their break when a witness identified 
the checkered cap’s owner as 30-year-old Roy Mitchell, 
a Louisiana native currently living in Waco. Mitchell 
was arrested January 30, on a gambling charge, and a 
search of his home turned up William Driskell’s 
handgun and holster, along with a watch fob stolen from 
Grady Skipworth. After three days in jail, Mitchell 
confessed to five murders, recanting the statement before 
his trial in March 1923. Convicted on all counts and 
sentenced to die, he was hanged on July 30, 1923, 
before a cheering crowd of 8,000 spectators. 


“MONSTER OF FLORENCE, THE” 


The countryside surrounding Florence, Italy, has long 
been favored as a prime vacation spot for campers, 
hikers, nature-lovers. In the summer months, warm 
breezes, starry skies, and rolling meadows make the area 
a perfect trysting spot for lovers, honeymooners, couples 
seeking to rekindle a romantic flame in their relation- 
ships. In recent years, however, Florence has acquired 
a different sort of reputation on the side, as the selected 
hunting ground of a sadistic killer who prefers to prey 
on couples, randomly selecting victims for a yearly 
sacrifice of blood. Two decades after the commence- 
ment of the terror, homicide detectives have no suspect, 
no substantial clues. 


The Florence slayer’s first appearance was recorded 
on August 21, 1968, when Barbara Locci and her 
adulterous lover, Antonio Lo Bianco, were shot to death 
as they lay in the front seat of an automobile, parked 
beside a rural lane. In the back seat, the dead woman’s 
six-year-old son slept through the murder undisturbed, 
Suggesting that the killer may have used a silencer. 
Despite the lack of any solid evidence, the crime 
appeared routine to local homicide investigators, and 
Locci’s husband was convicted in a hasty trial. Six years 
elapsed before his innocence was proven, as the killer 
struck again. 


The second set of victims, slain in September 1974, 
were shot with the same .22-caliber Beretta automatic 
pistol used in 1968; once more, the gunman used 
distinctive copper-jacketed Winchester bullets, manu- 
factured in Australia during the 1950s. Unlike the first 
crime, however, this time the female victim was sexually 
mutilated after death, a grim addition that became the 
Florence slayer’s trademark. 


Another long hiatus in the murders followed, broken 
in June and October 1981, when two more couples 
were killed with the same Beretta automatic. Mutilation 
of female victims remained a trademark of the killer. 
Stefani Pettini, killed on June 6, was stabbed over 300 
times, a severed grape vine thrust into one of her 
wounds. Susanna Cambi, killed October 23, had her 
genitals sliced away like Carmela De Nuccio in 1974. 


Each year since 1981, the faceless hunter has returned 
to kill one couple camped or parked within a 19-mile 
radius of Florence, shooting both victims before 
savaging the women with a knife. The pattern has been 
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broken only once, in 1983, when two West German 
men were shot while sleeping in a camper, killed by the 
familiar trademark bullets fired at point-blank range. 
Police believe the long blond hair of one young man 
confused the killer, making him believe one of the 
victims was a woman. 


Recreation of the “Monster’s” crimes reveals a 
striking similarity in every case. Each of the double 
murders has occurred on moonless nights, between the 
hours of 10 o’clock and midnight. In each case, police 
believe the man was murdered first, the woman 
subsequently shot and mutilated as the killer exorcised 
his private frenzy. Fingerprint examinations of the 
murder scenes indicate the gunman typically wears 
rubber surgical gloves, and homicide detectives freely 
admit they have no leads in the baffling case. As 
described by Francisco Fleury, the district attorney in 
charge of the investigation, “The man could be your 
respectable next-door neighbor, a man above suspi- 
cion.” Like so much else about the crimes, the six- and 
seven-year delays between the first three sets of 
homicides are unexplained. 


Investigators thought they had a solid lead in 1985, 
when two French tourists camping in a tent were 
murdered on September 8. The woman’s body had been 
slashed at least 100 times, her left breast severed in the 
killer’s frenzy. On the morning that the bodies were 
discovered, a copper-jacketed Winchester bullet was 
found on the sidewalk in front of a hospital close by the 
murder site. The hospital’s proximity, together with 
evidence of surgical gloves and a scalpel employed in 
the crimes, led detectives to question members of the 
hospital staff, but no suspects were identified. Next day, 
police received an envelope addressed with letters 
clipped from a newspaper; inside, they found a portion 
of the murdered woman’s genitalia, a mocking gift from 
their elusive quarry. 


Three movies have been made, so far, about the 
“Monster” and his crimes, ranging from a pornographic 
feature to a documentary. One film was in production 
in September 1985, and members of the crew rushed to 
the latest murder site, shooting new scenes to up-date 
their story. Police, meanwhile, are fearful that increased 
publicity may prompt the killer to become more active, 
or encourage “copycats” to emulate his crimes. For 
now, the faceless hunter seems content to keep his 
schedule, striking once a year, when summer brings the 
tourists back to Florence and his prey is readily 
available. 
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“MOONLIGHT MURDERER, THE” 


America was still recovering from the trauma of 
World War II and the euphoria of V-J Day when 
headlines focused national attention on the town of 
Texarkana, straddling the Texas-Arkansas border. 
There, between March 23 and May 4, 1946, an 
unknown slayer claimed at least five victims, surfacing 
at three-week intervals to murder when the moon was 
full. His rampage brought hysteria to Texarkana and 
environs, causing citizens to fortify their homes or flee 
the town entirely, sparking incidents of violence when 
a paperboy or salesman were mistaken for a lethal 
prowler in the night. Despite four decades of investiga- 
tion and production of a feature film about the case, it 
stands officially unsolved today, the so-called “phantom 
gunman” still at large. 


The killer’s first attack, unrecognized for several 
weeks, took place on February 23. Jimmy Hollis, age 
24, was parked with his 19-year-old girlfriend, Mary 
Larey, on a lonely road near Texarkana, when a tall 
masked man approached their car with gun in hand. He 
ordered Hollis from the car and clubbed him to the 
ground, next turning on Larey and raping her with his 
gun barrel to the point that she begged him to kill her. 
Instead, he slugged her with the gun and turned back 
toward Hollis, allowing the young woman to escape on 
foot. Both victims managed to survive their ordeal, but 
the gunman would not be so lax a second time. 


On March 23, 1946, 29-year-old Richard Griffin and 
17-year-old Polly Ann Moore were killed on a lonely 
Texarkana lover’s lane. Both victims were shot in the 
back of the head, Griffin kneeling underneath the dash 
board while his girlfriend sprawled in the back seat, but 
a blood-soaked patch of earth some 20 feet away 
suggested they had died outside the car. Both bodies 
were fully clothed, and recent reports deny any evidence 
of sexual assault, but contemporary rumors featured 
mention of sexual abuse, torture, and mutilation 
inflicted on Polly Moore. 


Precisely three weeks later, on April 13, 17-year-old 
Paul Martin and 15-year-old Betty Jo Booker were 
ambushed in Spring Lake Park, following a late dance 
at the local VFW hall. Martin’s lifeless body, shot four 
times, was found beside a rural highway on the morning 
of April 14, Booker’s corpse discovered six hours later 
and a mile away, shot in the face and heart. Again, the 
tales of fiendish torture spread through Texarkana, 


though a crop of modern journalists reject them as 
untrue. 


The fanfare of publicity, complete with Texas 
Rangers on patrol and homicide detectives staked out in 
the guise of teenage lovers, caused the killer to adopt a 
new technique for what was said to be his last attack. 
On May 4, 1946, 36-year-old Virgil Starks was shot 
through the window of his farmhouse, ten miles from 
Texarkana, as he read his evening paper after supper. 
Emerging from a bedroom at the sound of breaking 
glass, his wife was wounded twice before she managed 
to escape and summon help from neighbors. In her 
absence, the intruder prowled from room to room, 
leaving bloody footprints behind as he fled, dropping an 
untraceable flashlight in the bushes outside. Tracking 
dogs were hurried to the scene, but they lost their man 
at the point where he entered his car and drove off. 


Two days after the Starks attack, with Texarkana 
living in a state of siege, a man’s mangled body was 
found on the railroad tracks north of town. While some 
reporters have suggested that he may have been the 
killer, capping off his murder spree with suicide, a 
coroner’s report from May 7, 1946, reveals that victim 
Earl McSpadden had been stabbed to death before his 
body was dumped on the tracks, suffering further 
mutilation when a train passed over at 5:30 a.m. Today, 
it seems more likely that McSpadden was another 
victim of the “Moonlight Murderer,” dispatched in an 
attempt to end the manhunt with a simulated suicide. 


Arkansas state trooper Max Tackett claiming to have 
captured the killer in the summer of 1946, basing his 
case on disjointed remarks from a convicted car thief 
and an inadmissible statement from the suspect’s wife. 
At least one FBI agent also fingered the thief, later 
sentenced to life on unrelated charges, as a prime suspect 
in the murders, but he was never charged. If he was the 
killer, that fact somehow managed to elude Captain 
M.T. Gonzaullas, in charge of the Texas Rangers’ 
investigation at Texarkana. As late as 1973, Gonzaullas 
listed the “moonlight” murders as his most baffling case, 
vowing that he would never stop hunting the killer as 
long as he lived. Today, the ranger captain is no longer 
with us, and the case remains unsolved. 


MOORE, HENRY LEE 


A lethal drifter prone to violent rages, Henry Moore 
was prosecuted in December 1912 for murdering his 
mother and maternal grandmother in Columbia, 


Missouri. Both his victims had been slaughtered with an 
ax, and while the crime was grim enough, it barely 
scratched the surface of a bloody rampage spanning 
eighteen months, five states, and more than twenty 
homicides. 


Discovery of Henry’s secret came about when 
lawmen in Villisca, Iowa, requested federal assistance in 
solution of a local massacre, in June of 1912. An 
unidentified assailant had employed an ax to slaughter 
J.B. Moore, four children, and a pair of female visitors, 
the Stillinger sisters; police had bodies in abundance, but 
they had no clues. A federal officer, M.W. McClaughry, 
was assigned to the case, and his investigation indicated 
that the crime in Iowa was not unique. 


Nine months earlier, in September 1911, six victims 
had been slain in Colorado Springs; the victims there 
included H.C. Wayne, his wife and child, along with 
Mrs. A.J. Burnham and her children. October was a 
busy month, with triple murder wiping out the Dewson 
family in Monmouth, Illinois, rebounding into Ells- 
worth, Kansas, where the Showman family — five in 
all — were slaughtered in their home. On June 5, 1912 
— mere days before the carnage in Villisca, Rollin 
Hudson and his wife were murdered in Paola, Kansas. 
Axes had been used in every case. In no case had a 
suspect been identified, and rumors of “a romance 
angle” in the Hudson crime produced no leads. 


McClaughry was convinced that he was dealing with 
a transient maniac, but clues were still in short supply. 
Hard work, coincidence, and luck eventually saved the 
day. McClaughry’s father was the warden of the federal 
penitentiary at Leavenworth, a man with far-flung 
contacts in the prison system. When he heard about the 
case of Henry Moore, already serving life in the 
Missouri lockup, he informed his son. Comparison of 
modus operandi in the several cases, capped by inter- 
views with Moore, inspired McClaughry to announce, 
on May 9, 1913, that the books were cleared on twenty- 
three Midwestern homicides. 


Ironically, there was a ghoulish post-script in the case 
that launched McClaughry’s own investigation. In 
September 1917, a minister, the Reverend Lynn George 
Kelly, was arrested for the murders at Villisca. Kelly 
signed confessions, indicating that the massacre was 
perpetrated in response to God’s direction. Booming 
astral voices had directed Kelly to a rubbish heap, where 
he retrieved a cast-off ax, and on from there, until he 
reached the home of J.B. Moore. Obeying his instruc- 
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tions to “slay utterly,” the pastor crept inside and killed 
eight persons as he wandered through the house. 


But there were problems with the minister’s confes- 
sion. On the same day they were publicized, George 
Kelly told his wife the documents contained “pure 
fabrications.” Granted, he had signed the statements, but 
he was not sure precisely why. Approaching trial, he 
publicly recanted, and his ramblings seemed to bolster 
pleas of mental illness. That November, members of a 
jury spent four and a half hours deliberating evidence 
before acquitting Rev. Kelly on all counts. Despite 
McClaughry’s confidence in Henry Moore’s participa- 
tion, the Villisca case, officially, remains unsolved. 


MORRIS, RAYMOND LESLIE 


Raymond Leslie Morris 


Born at Walsall, England, during August 1929, 
Raymond Morris possessed good looks and above- 
average intelligence. He dabbled in poetry and photo- 
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graphy, impressing acquaintances with the fact that he 
never lost his temper, shifting from sunny charm to icy 
stoicism in an instant. Married at nineteen, Morris 
frightened his wife with abrupt changes of mood, 
displaying cold fury when she balked at his spontaneous 
demands for sex. They separated nine years later, Morris 
withholding support payments until she agreed to visit 
him once or twice a week, bending over a table so that 
he could take her in the “animal position.” By the time 
he married for the second time, the violent side of 
Raymond’s nature had apparently evaporated, leaving 
him the perfect husband. But, in fact, his silent rage had 
merely been diverted from the home front to another 
area. 


On September 8, 1965, six-year-old Margaret 
Reynolds vanished en route to her school, in the 
Birmingham suburb of Aston. No trace of her had been 
discovered by December 30, when five-year-old Diane 
Tift disappeared on the short walk between her home 
and her grandmother’s house, in nearby Bromwich. On 
January 12, 1966, a workman spotted a child’s body in 
a field near Cannock Chase, a few miles to the north; 
when the small corpse was moved, a second body was 
discovered underneath, pressed into the soft earth. The 
search for Margaret Reynolds and Diane Tift was over. 


On August 14, 1966, ten-year-old Jane Taylor went 
for a ride on her bicycle in Mobberly, south of the 
Cannock Chase region, and disappeared forever. Two 
months later, in October, Morris was accused of taking 
two girls into his Walsall apartment, leading them to 
separate rooms, and afterward undressing each. Because 
neither girl could corroborate the other’s testimony, 
charges were eventually dismissed. 


On August 19, 1967, Christine Darby, age 7, was 
playing with friends in Walsall, when a man pulled his 
car to the curb and asked directions to Caldmore Green. 
Christine climbed in the car, her playmates startled as 
the driver roared off in the wrong direction. Five days 
later, searchers found her violated body in a field; she 
had been killed by suffocation, probably by suns 
pressed tight across her nose and mouth. 


Descriptions of the suspect car led homicide detec- 
tives to question various locals, including Raymond 
Morris, suspect in the prior molestation case. The matter 
was reluctantly abandoned after Raymond’s wife 
confirmed that he had joined her in a shopping 
expedition on the day Christine was killed. On 
November 4, Morris tried, unsuccessfully, to abduct ten- 
year-old Margaret Aulton in Walsall. This time, a 


neighbor saw his license plate, and he was taken into 
custody. A search of his apartment turned up pornogra- 
phic photos of his niece, the latter evidence persuading 
Raymond’s wife to testify against him. At trial, with her 
admission that the shopping alibi had been a fabrication, 
Morris was convicted and received a term of life 
imprisonment. 


MORS, FREDERICK: 
See MANARIK, CARL 


MORSE, HUGH BION 


Born in Kansas City during January 1930, Hugh 
Morse was the product of a forced marriage, abandoned 
by his father in infancy. He grew up in a harsh, abusive 
home, completely dominated by a grandmother who 
brutalized her daughter and grandson with total 
impartiality. When Hugh was four years old, a hammer 
blow from grandma scarred his face for life; another 
time, she slaughtered his pet mice after Morse went to 
a movie without her permission. It comes as no surprise 
that he informed police in later years, “I can’t remember 
being happy at any time since I was born.” In adoles- 
cence and adulthood, Morse was tortured by a mix of 
awe and hatred for the women who had ruled his early 
life. The end result was sexual ambivalence and 
violence, the trademarks of a classic serial murderer. 


Escaping from his home environment, Morse enlisted 
in the Marine Corps, but he soon ran into conflict with 
the law. Arrested the first time in May 1951, for 
indecent exposure and assaulting a woman in Wilming- 
ton, North Carolina, he left the service seven months 
later with a dishonorable discharge. More arrests 
followed, in Los Angeles, during 1953 and °54, with 
Morse serving six months on a burglary conviction. In 
1955, charged with trying to molest two eight-year-old 
girls in Fairfield, California, he was committed to 
Atascadero state hospital for therapy. Released as 
“cured” in January 1957, he was picked up for sex 
crimes in Burbank four months later. 


A pattern had begun to form in Morse’s criminal 
behavior. Prowling residential neighborhoods by night, 
he entered houses and apartments, creeping up on girls 
and women in their beds. Briefly settled in Spokane, 
Washington, Morse tried his hand at marriage, but it 
didn’t take. On November 7, 1959, he raped and 


murdered Glorie Brie, age 28, in her Spokane home. His 
second known victim, on September 26, 1960, was 69- 
year-old Blanche Boggs. Two weeks later, on October 
10, Beverly Myers was attacked in her home, but 
managed to survive her wounds. 


On October 28, 1960, Morse broke into the home of 
his estranged wife, attempting to strangle her before he 
was interrupted and forced to flee. A federal ‘warrant 
was issued, charging unlawful flight to avoid prosecu- 
tion for burglary and attempted murder. Morse was 
added to the FBI’s “Ten Most Wanted” list on August 
29, 1961. 


By that time, there were other victims, all unknown 
to federal agents who were stalking Morse. He raped at 
least two women in Atlanta, Georgia, in the spring of 
1961; arrested on a charge of voyeurism there, he paid 
$200 bail and walked away, amused that officers had 
failed to recognize his WANTED poster hanging in the 
jailhouse. 


On July 11, 1961, Morse entered Bobbi Ann Landi- 
ni’s home in Birmingham, choking her unconscious and 
beating her to death with a length of pipe. Moving 
north, he attacked Mildred Chasteen in her Dayton 
apartment on August 2, stabbing her several times and 
leaving her for dead. Morse drifted into St. Paul, 
Minnesota, on August 15, posing as “Darwin Corman” 
when he rented a room, acquiring odd jobs at a car 
wash, a gas station, a hotel kitchen. On September 18, 
he raped and strangled Carol Ronan in her home, five 
blocks from his rooming house. A few days later, Morse 
lured a six-year-old girl into an alley, where she was 
molested. 


Published photographs of Morse, meanwhile, were 
turning heads around St. Paul, and phones were ringing 
at the local office of the FBI. On August 29, a flying 
squad of agents called on Morse at home, arresting him 
without a struggle. Searchers found a knife, a straight- 
edge razor, and a loaded pistol in his room. 


Pleading guilty to the Ronan case, Morse received a 
double life sentence in December 1961, on charges of 
second-degree murder and first-degree burglary. As late 
as January 1964, he was attempting suicide in jail, 
without success. In the event he is paroled, the states of 
Washington and Alabama are prepared to level other 
murder charges, guaranteeing Morse will never be at 
liberty to kill again. 
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MOSELEY, WINSTON 


The stabbing death of barmaid Catherine “Kitty” 
Genovese, outside her Queens apartment house on 
March 13, 1964, was neither startling nor unusual for 
New York. What made the case a cause celebre were 
the reactions of an estimated thirty-seven witnesses who 
watched the victim grapple with her killer, over half an 
hour in three separate attacks, before they called police. 
When questioned by authorities and newsmen, neigh- 
bors voiced the sentiment that has become a grim refrain 
from major cities everywhere: “I didn’t want to get 
involved.” 


On April 2, Winston Moseley, a 29-year-old business 
machine operator, confessed to the murders of Cathe- 
rine Genovese and two other female victims in Queens. 
The first, Barbara Kralik, 15, was stabbed in her home 
on July 20, 1963. Moseley’s second victim, housewife 
Ann Johnson, was shot and then burned to death on 
February 29, two weeks before the Genovese attack 
made headlines in New York. 


Moseley’s defense attorney announced plans to plead 
his client “guilty by reason of insanity,” but there were 
problems with the prosecution’s case. Another suspect, 
10-year-old Alvin Mitchell, was already charged with 
the Kralik slaying, and prosecutors refused to cancel his 
trial on the basis of Moseley’s confession. True, they also 
had a “confession” from Mitchell, but it was less than 
persuasive; their suspect “didn’t remember” stabbing 
Kralik, but he thought he might have punched her 
several times. 


On June 11, 1964, Moseley was convicted of first- 
degree murder in the Genovese case; four days later, 
announcement of his death sentence was greeted by 
applause from courtroom spectators. Alvin Mitchell 
went to trial later that month, with Moseley repeating 
his confessions from the witness stand on June 23, and 
jurors were unable to reach a verdict in the case. 


MOUJOT and JANIN 


French artillerymen who turned to robbery and 
murder in their leisure time, Moujot and Janin were 
accused, in August 1919, of slaughtering two female 
restaurant proprietors, afterward looting the tills. 
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Convicted at their court martial, both men were 
sentenced to death by firing squad. 


On the day of their scheduled execution, Moujot 
fought viciously for his life, hiding behind the door of 
his cell and clubbing the warden with an iron bar when 
officers entered the room. Disarmed and overpowered, 
bound hand and foot, he was dragged to the car where 
Janin waited, smiling. Driven to the place of execution, 
in Vincennes, both men refused the customary blind- 
folds as their executioners took aim. With shouts of 
“Death to the police!” the murderers were cut down 
where they stood. 


MULLIN, HERBERT 


Herbert Mullin 


Born at Salinas, California, in April 1947, Mullin was 
the son of Catholic parents, reared by his devout mother 
in an atmosphere that his own father regarded as 
oppressively religious. Still, Herbert seemed normal 
through his teens, participating in high school athletics 
and winning the class vote of confidence as “most likely 
to succeed.” The June 1965 death of Mullin’s best 
friend, in a car crash, appeared to change everything, 
producing a sudden and startling shift in Herb’s 
personality. His bedroom was transformed into a shrine, 


with furniture arranged around the dead boy’s photo- 
graph, and Mullin warned his girlfriend that he might 
be turning gay. 


By February 1969, Mullin seemed obsessed with 
Eastern religions, his family noting that he had become 
“more and more unrealistic” in daily behavior. A month 
later, they persuaded him to enter a mental institution, 
but he refused to cooperate with psychiatrists and was 
released after six weeks. October found him in the 
depths of full-blown paranoid schizophrenia, exacer- 
bated by continuing use of marijuana and LSD. Mullin 
heard “voices,” commanding him to shave his head or 
burn his penis with a cigarette, and he obeyed their 
every order. Briefly returned to the hospital, he began 
writing letters to dozens of total strangers, signing them, 
“a human sacrifice, Herb Mullin.” An ill-advised visit to 
Hawaii, in June 1970, resulted in Mullin’s commitment 
to a mental institution there. Back in Santa Cruz, his odd 
behavior led to conflicts with police, and his problems 
were not erased by fifteen months of hiding out in cheap 
San Francisco hotels. By the time he came home again, 
in September 1972, the disembodied voices were 
commanding him to kill. 


On October 13, 1972, while driving aimlessly 
through the Santa Cruz mountains, Mullin spotted 
elderly transient Lawrence White. Pulling his car to the 
side of the road, Mullin asked White to help him with 
some “engine trouble,” then beat the old man to death 
with a baseball bat and left his body where it lay. Eleven 
days later, he picked up co-ed Mary Guilfoyle, stabbed 
her in the heart, then disemboweled her, scattering her 
organs on the shoulder of a lonely road, where skeletal 
remains were found in February 1973. On November 
2, Mullin spoke too freely in the confessional at St. 
Mary’s Church, fatally stabbing Father Henry Tomei in 
a bid to protect himself from exposure. 


Mullin’s crimes coincidentally overlapped with those 
of serial slayer Edmund Kemper, earning Santa Cruz an 
unwelcome reputation as “Murderville, USA.” By 
November 1972, Herbert was hearing brand-new 
voices, emanating from prospective victims, begging 
him to kill them. He bought a pistol in December and 
resumed the hunt. 


On January 25, 1973, Mullin went looking for Jim 
Gianera, the man who had “turned him on” to mari- 
juana years earlier. Herb now regarded that act as part 
of a plot to destroy his mind, and he meant to avenge 
himself. Calling at Gianera’s old address, he received 


new directions from 29-year-old Kathy Francis. Moving 
on, he found Gianera at home, shot the man to death, 
then knifed and shot Gianera’s wife for good measure. 
From there, Mullin doubled back to kill Kathy Francis 
and her two small sons, shooting all three as they lay 
in bed. 


On February 6, Mullin was hiking in a nearby state 
park, when he met four teenage campers. Approaching 
the boys with casual conversation, he whipped out his 
gun and killed all four in a burst of rapid fire, before 
they could react or flee. A week later, driving through 
Santa Cruz, Mullin pulled to the curb and fatally shot 
Fred Perez, while the old man was working in his 
garden. This time, neighbors saw his license plate, and 
Mullin was arrested by patrolmen moments later. 


In custody, Mullin confessed to his crimes, maintain- 
ing that the homicides were necessary to prevent 
catastrophic earthquakes from destroying California. 
Charged and convicted in ten of the murders (omitting 
White, Guilfoyle, and Tomei), Mullin was sentenced to 
life imprisonment. He will be eligible for parole in the 
year 2020 A.D. 


“MURDER ALLEY” 
— KENOSHA, WISCONSIN 


ee. 


Kenosha’s “murder alley” is an unpaved strip of land 
running south from 64th Street, between 2Oth and 2lst 
Avenues. Two blocks away, the downtown business 
district bustles with activity, but residents along the alley 
live with daily apprehension that is more akin to an 
excursion through the Twilight Zone. 


“There’s something strange out by that alley,” 
Coroner Thomas Dorff told the press in February 1981. 
“Sort of a ‘Bermuda Triangle of murder,’ [’'d say. What 
seems to be going on is unexplainable.” Lieutenant 
Rudy Blotz, of the Kenosha Police Department, was 
equally direct, branding the alley “a jinx or something.” 


The “happenings” include a string of seven grisly 
homicides between 1967 and 1981, their savagery 
baffling locals who remark on Kenosha’s relative 
freedom from violent crime. Three of the cases have 
been solved, unrelated to one another, but the grim 
geographical coincidence has authorities shaking their 
heads in confusion. 


The first “alley” murder occurred on February 9, 
1967, when 17-year-old Mary Kaldenburg left her 
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home, on 64th Street, to purchase a bottle of pop from 
the corner drugstore. Four days later, officers discovered 
her corpse in the back of a 1948 hearse, parked at the 
city auto pound a mile from her house. Fully clothed 
except for her shoes, which were removed and placed 
near the body, Mary had been stabbed twelve times in 
the neck, chest, forehead and back. The case remains 
unsolved. 


Eleven years later, on January 30, 1978, Jerald 
Burnett, 52, was found sprawled in a snowbank near his 
home, at the mouth of the alley. He had been beaten to 
death with a tire iron, killed in what police described as 
a robbery. Suspect Steven Gross has been convicted and 
imprisoned for the crime. 


On May 27, 1979, 80-year-old Herman Bosman was 
found beaten to death in his burning home, on the 
alley’s east side. Authorities speculate that the fire was 
set to destroy evidence of the murder, which remains 
unsolved at this writing. 


A month later, on June 23, Alice Alzner, age 18, was 
unearthed in a rose garden adjoining the alley. A jury 
convicted the property owner, 23-year-old Thomas 
Holt, of raping the victim and strangling her with her 
own brassiere. Holt was sentenced to die. 


On January 26, 1981, news of a triple murder rocked 
the neighborhood’s fragile peace. Victims Alice Eaton, 
John Amann, and Raphael Petrucci were found dead in 
Eaton’s home, adjoining the alley. Her grandson, Robert 
McRoberts, was arrested and charged with the slayings. 


Science fiction? Mere coincidence? Whichever, local 
officers and residents along the alley keep their personal 
opinions to themselves, agreeing only that “there’s 
something going on out there.” 


MURPHY, DONALD 


Detroit police had fifteen unsolved homicides of 
women on the books when they arrested Donald 
Murphy, a 36-year-old ex-convict and unemployed 
construction worker, on December 15, 1980. Based on 
evidence in hand, they charged him with the deaths of 
prostitutes Cynthia Warren, beaten to death on October 
23, and Cecilia Knott, stabbed and strangled two weeks 
later, on November 7. Officers were satisfied with his 
confession in those cases, but their suspect was not 
finished talking, yet. 
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To the chagrin of homicide investigators, Murphy 
also claimed three other victims for the year. Prostitute 
Jeanette Woods, age 24, had been raped, beaten and 
strangled on April 18, her throat slashed as a lethal 
afterthought. Two months later, on June 14, the body 
of 22-year-old Diane Burks was found in Detroit, hog- 
tied and strangled. On October 8, 26-year-old Betty 
Rembert was stabbed in the neck, finished off by 
crushing blows to the skull. 


The problem was that officers already had a suspect 
in the last three slayings. Local athlete David Payton 
had confessed the murders, after 84 hours of police 
grilling, but now he was anxious to recant, charging 
third-degree tactics, and police were frankly embar- 
rassed by Murphy’s recital of intimate details in those 
crimes. A “compromise” was reached when murder 
charges against Payton were dismissed in March 1981, 
and Murphy pled guilty on two counts of murder 
(Warren and Knott) on July 27, 1982, receiving 
concurrent 30-year prison terms. Despite confessions 
from two separate suspects, the murders of Woods, 
Burks, and Rembert remain technically unsolved. 


NANCE, WAYNE 


An independent truck driver from Missoula, Mon- 
tana, Wayne Nance had been known as a “weirdo” 
since his teens, when he boasted of worshipping Satan 
and once used a hot coathanger to brand himself with 
Satanic symbols. By age thirty, Nance appeared to have 
worked through most of his adolescent problems, 
impressing his employers and acquaintances as some- 
thing of an “average guy.” 


On the night of September 4, 1986, Nance turned up 
at the Missoula home of a female store manager, for 
whom he sometimes delivered furniture. Meeting her 
husband outside, Nance clubbed him with a piece of 
wood, invading the house and drawing a pistol as he 
forced the woman upstairs, tying her to a bed. Doubling 
back, Nance dragged her husband into the basement and 
was binding him to a post when the man regained 
consciousness. Drawing a knife, Nance plunged it into 
the victim’s chest and left him for dead. 


While Nance went back upstairs to rape his female 
victim, the wounded husband freed himself and found 
a rifle he kept in the basement. Nance met him on the 
stairs, gun in hand, and both men were wounded in the 
exchange of shots. Attacking despite his injuries, the 


husband broke his rifle stock on Nance’s skull, then 
seized the pistol and dispatched Nance with a bullet to 
the brain. 


The would-be killer’s bind-and-slash technique 
reminded local officers of an unsolved case dating from 
1974. Housewife Donna Pounds had been raped and 
murdered in her Missoula home by persons unknown, 
twelve years before the bungled crime that left Nance 
dead. Their suspect, then eighteen, had been a friend of 
Pounds’s son, but officers had not suspected Nance of 
personal involvement in the case. 


A search of Nance’s home turned up a hunting knife 
and small ceramic statute stolen from the home of 
Michael and Theresa Shook, in nearby Hamilton, 
Montana, after they were murdered in December 1985. 
Their killer also tried to burn the house while children 
slept upstairs, but neighbors had arrived before the fire 
had time to spread. 


The body-count for Nance was three and climbing. 
Female hairs recovered from his camper had been 
treated with a dye that matched the tresses of a “Jane 
Doe” corpse unearthed outside Missoula in December 
1984. In those days, Nance was working as a bouncer 
in a local bar, and witnesses recalled a youthful female 
drifter who had shared his lodgings —- and abruptly 
disappeared — in autumn of that year. Detectives also 
feel that Nance may be connected with the death of a 
Seattle runaway, found buried near Missoula during 
March of 1980. With the suspect permanently silent, we 
may never know how many other crimes “weird” 
Wayne committed in the years before he pushed his 
luck too far. 


NEELLEY, ALVIN 
and JUDITH ANN 


Al Neelley couldn’t get along with women. His first 
marriage was a violent debacle, marked by savage 
beatings, and he once served time for shooting his wife 
in the back with a pistol. Defense attorneys claim that 
wife number two received the same kind of treatment, 
and worse, transforming her into a virtual slave, but 
Alvin tells another story, describing Judith Ann as his 
murderous soul-mate, the “brains” behind most of the 
dozen-odd murders he later confessed. 


From 1979 to 1982, they roamed a tri-state hunting 
ground including Alabama, Tennessee, and Georgia, 


working odd jobs when they had to, surviving for the 
most part on proceeds from con games and worthless 
checks. Alvin was 27, and Judith a mere 16, where they 
were arrested for armed robbery in 1980. Both did time, 
and Judith bore their twins in prison, counting down the 
days until she could rejoin her husband on the road. 
Upon release, Al found work in a gas station, staying 
long enough to get his hands on $1,800 from the till and 
using it to buy two cars, equipped with CB radios. Alvin 
became “The Nightrider,” while Judith billed herself as 
“Lady Sundance.” If new acquaintances missed the 
point, she was quick to enlighten them: “You know, like 
Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid.” 


When robbery and swindles palled, they turned to 
murder for the hell of it. Alvin would later blame Judith 
for most of the crimes, fingering her for eight to fifteen 
homicides, committed in her alleged role as procurer 
and “enforcer” for an interstate white-slave ring. Judith, 
for her part, counters that she acted only under orders 
from her husband, luring women for Alvin to rape and 
abuse, participating in their murders under Alvin’s 
standing threat against her children. Police accept the 
body-count of fifteen victims as a reasonable figure, 
though they’ve come up short on verified remains. 


The first documented victim was 13-year-old Lisa 
Millican, abducted on September 25, 1982, from a 
shopping mall in Rome, Georgia. A resident of Cedar- 
town’s home for neglected children, Lisa was enjoying 
a day’s outing when she met Judith Neelley and was 
lured into Alvin’s clutches. The couple held her prisoner 
for several days, repeatedly molesting her in seedy motel 
rooms while their own children looked on. Tiring of the 
game, Judith tried injecting their victim with drain 
cleaner, but she kept hitting muscle instead of the vein, 
reducing Lisa’s flesh to what a coroner would call “the 
consistency of anchovy paste.” Still Lisa lived, in agony, 
and she was driven to Alabama’s Little River Canyon, 
finished off with bullets after more injections failed to 
do the job. Back in Rome, Judith made several calls to 
police, directing them to the body, apparently unaware 
that her voice was being recorded for posterity. 


A short time later, 26-year-old John Hancock and his 
fiancee, 23-year-old Janice Chatman, were walking 
down a street in Rome when a flashy car stopped at the 
curb. Incredibly, when total stranger Judith Neelley 
asked them to a party, both agreed, climbing into her 
car for a drive into the nearby woods. Alvin joined them 
there, but Hancock later fingered Judith as the one who 
shot him in the back, before both killers turned on 
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Janice Chatman. Hancock would survive, and on a 
hunch, detectives had him listen to recordings of their 
unknown suspect in the Millican case. Without a trace 
of hesitation, Hancock recognized the voice. 


The case might still have gone unsolved, if Al and 
Judith had not been arrested on a bad check rap in 
Murfreesboro, Tennessee. While still in custody, Judith 
was recognized from photographs as the woman 
responsible for recent threats against the Youth Devel- 
opment Center in Rome, an institution where she had 
once spent time (and, allegedly, suffered from sexual 
abuse). Recordings of threatening phone calls were 
matched against police logs in the Millican murder, and 
John Hancock quickly identified the Neelleys as his 
assailants. In custody, Alvin gave directions to a site in 
Chattanooga County, where Janice Chatman’s body 
was recovered. She had been shot to death — by Judith 
— after both kidnappers took turns sexually abusing her 
in a nearby motel room. 


With marathon confessions in progress, Al Neelley 
pled guilty to murder and aggravated assault in Georgia, 
receiving two life sentences. Only Judith would be tried 
in Alabama, for Lisa Millican’s death, and before trial 
she continued a family tradition by giving birth to her 
third child in jail. Jurors in the Millican case convicted 
Judith, recommending life imprisonment, but a judge 
exercised his option to ignore the recommendation, 
imposing a sentence of death. 


NELSON, EARLE LEONARD 


Born in Philadelphia on May 12, 1897, Nelson was 
orphaned at nine months of age when his mother died 
of advanced venereal disease. Raised by an aunt whose 
religious zeal bordered on fanaticism, he was described 
as “quiet and morbid” during early childhood. At age 
ten, while playing in the street, he was struck by a trolley 
and dragged fifty feet; the accident left him comatose for 
six days, with a hole in his temple, resulting in head- 
aches and dizziness that grew progressively worse. Near 
the end of his life, Nelson suffered from pain so severe 
he was sometimes unable to walk. 


Aside from headaches, there were other side-affects 
from Nelson’s accident. His moods grew more oppres- 
sive, broken up by manic periods in which he took to 
walking on his hands or lifting heavy chairs with his 
teeth. He read the Bible compulsively, underlining 
numerous passages, but also shocked his aunt by talking 
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“smut” and spying on his female cousin as she stripped 
for bed. When not preoccupied with voyeurism or the 
scriptures, Nelson spent his time in basements, relishing 
the solitude and darkness. 


On May 21, 1918, Earle was charged with dragging 
a neighborhood girl into one of those basements, 
attempting to rape her. In court, it was revealed that 
Nelson had been called for military service and rejected 
as insane by the Naval Hospital Board, but he was 
convicted regardless and sentenced to two years on a 
penal farm. His third escape attempt was finally 
successful, on December 4, and Nelson would remain 
at large until the spring of 1921. 


On August 12, 1919, posing as “Roger Wilson,” 
Earle married a young schoolteacher. Their relationship 
was short-lived, with Nelson’s sexual perversions and 
obsessive jealousy driving his wife to the point of a 
nervous breakdown after six months. He called upon 
her in the hospital, and there attempted to molest her 
in her bed, before the staff responded to her screams and 
drove him off. Arrested as a fugitive, he staged another 
break from prison in November 1923. 


The next two years of Nelson’s life are lost, but 
sometime in the interim between his flight and reappear- 
ance, Nelson made the move from rape to homicide. In 
sixteen months, from February 1926 to June 1927, he 
claimed at least twenty-two victims, preying chiefly un 
widows and spinsters who took in a mild-mannered 
boarder, impressed by his manners, his smile and the 
Bible he carried. 


On February 20, 1926, Earle rented rooms from 
Clara Newman, 60, in San Francisco; she was strangled 
and raped the same day. Following the identical murder 
of 60-year-old Laura Beale, in San Jose, newsmen 
began writing stories about “the Dark Strangler,” but 
their suspect remained elusive. 


On June 10, Nelson was back in San Francisco, 
where he raped and strangled Lilian St. Mary, 63, 
stuffing her body under a bed. Mrs. George Russell was 
the next to die, in Santa Barbara, on June 26. On 
August 16, Mary Nesbit suffered an identical fate in 
Oakland. 


California had become too hot for Nelson, and he 
sought a change of scene, selecting Portland, Oregon, at 
random. On October 19, Beata Withers, 35, was raped 
and strangled, her remains deposited inside a trunk. The 
next day, Nelson killed Virginia Grant and left her 
corpse behind the furnace in a house that she had 


advertised for rent. October 21 found Nelson in the 
company of Mable Fluke; her body, strangled with a 
scarf, was found inside the attic of her home. 


Police in Portland finally identified their man, but 
finding him was something else, entirely. (Interviews, 
conducted with his aunt, recalled tales of Earle’s hand- 
walking exploits, leading to his being christened “the 
Gorilla Murderer.”) Nelson struck again in San Fran- 
cisco on November 18, strangling the wife of William 
Edmonds. On November 24, he strangled Blanche 
Myers in Oregon City, tucking her body beneath a bed 
in her rooming house. 


As police dragnets rendered the West Coast uninhab- 
itable, Nelson moved eastward, hitchhiking and riding 
the rails. In Council Bluffs, Iowa, on December 23, he 
killed Mrs. John Beard, another landlady. Settling in 
Kansas City for Christmas, he strangled 23-year-old 
Bonnie Pace, rebounding on December 28 with the 
double murder of Germania Harpin and her eight- 
month-old child. 


On April 27, 1927, Nelson strangled Mary McCon- 
nell, age 60, in his hometown Philadelphia. A month 
later, in Buffalo, New York, the victim was Jenny 
Randolph, 35. Moving on to Detroit, he murdered 
landlady Minnie May and one of her tenants, Mrs. M.C. 
Atworthy, on June 1. Two days later, he strangled Mary 
Sietson , 27, in Chicago. 


Nelson feared police were closing in on him by now, 
and made a move to save himself that ultimately 
brought him to the gallows. Crossing the border into 
Winnipeg, Canada, he rented a room on June 8, 1927, 
and strangled Lola Cowan, 14-year-old daughter of his 
neighboring tenants, the same day. On June 9, house- 
wife Emily Patterson was found bludgeoned and raped 
in her home, her body hidden underneath a bed. 


Hoping to cash in on his last crime, Nelson stole some 
clothing and resold it at a Winnipeg second-hand shop. 
Spending his cash on a haircut, he aroused further 
suspicion when the barber noticed dried blood in his 
hair. Recognized from his wanted poster in a local post 
office, Nelson was picked up and jailed at Killarney; he 
escaped after picking the lock on his cell with a nail file, 
but he was recaptured twelve hours later, as he tried to 
slip out of town. 


Nelson’s trial in the murder of Emily Patterson 
opened in Winnipeg on November 1, 1927. Only two 
witnesses — his aunt and former wife — were called by 
the defense in support of Nelson’s insanity plea. 


Convicted and sentenced to die, he was hanged on 
January 13, 1928. Before the trap was sprung, he told 
spectators, “I am innocent. I stand innocent before God 
and man. I forgive those who have wronged me and ask 
forgiveness of those I have injured. God have mercy!” 


In addition to his twenty-two known murders, Nelson 
was the leading suspect in a triple murder in Newark, 
New Jersey, during 1926. The victims included Rose 
Valentine and Margaret Stanton, both strangled, along 
with Laura Tidor, shot to death when she attempted to 
defend them from their killer. 


NESSET, ARNFINN 


Arnfinn Nesset 


Norway’s all-time record-holding killer was exposed 
in 1981 as a result of journalistic curiosity. The Orkdal 
Valley Nursing Home was opened during 1977, and its 
patients soon experienced a high rate of mortality. 
Considering their ages, this was not especially unusual; 
in early 1981, however, local journalists received a tip 
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that hospital manager Arnfinn Nesset had ordered large 
quantities of curacit, a derivative of curare, the same 
poison used by South American Indians on the tips of 
their hunting arrows. Under questioning, Nesset first 
claimed he purchased the poison for use on a dog, later 
confessing to the murders of twenty-seven patients 
between May 1977 and November 1980. 


At forty-six, Nesset had already cinched the Scandin- 
avian record for mass murder, but he was not finished 
talking, yet. “I’ve killed so many I’m unable to 
remember them all,” he told authorities, prompting 
police to request lists of patients who died in three 
institutions where Nesset had worked since 1962. In all, 
detectives were left with a list of sixty-two possible 
victims, but autopsies were useless, since curacit 
becomes increasingly difficult to trace with passage of 
time. 


Nesset offered a variety of motives for the murders — 
mercy killing, schizophrenia, simple morbid pleasure in 
the act itself — which led defense attorneys to suggest 
that he was mentally unbalanced. Four psychiatrists 
examined the balding, bespectacled killer, each pro- 
nouncing him sane and fit for trial. Before his day in 
court, the suspect proved his sanity by suddenly 
recanting his confessions, leaving prosecutors in a 
quandry. He was finally charged with killing only 25 of 
the established Orkdal Valley victims; five counts of 
forgery and embezzlement were added, based upon the 
killer’s misappropriation of some $1,800 from his 
victims. 


Nesset pleaded innocent on all counts when his trial 
opened in October 1982. Five months later, on March 
11, 1983, jurors convicted him on 22 counts of murder, 
one count of attempted murder, plus five counts of 
forgery and embezzlement. Nesset was acquitted on the 
three remaining murder charges, but it scarcely mat- 
tered. Judges were unmoved by the defense plea that 
Nesset considered himself a “demigod,” holding the 
power of life and death over his elderly patients. Upon 
conviction, he drew the maximum sentence possible 
under Norwegian law: 21 years in prison, with a 
possibility of ten more years preventive detention. 


NEU, KENNETH 


A homosexual drifter, Kenneth Neu claimed his first 
victim on September 2, 1933, in the person of wealthy 
New Yorker Lawrence Shead. The men met in Times 
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Square, and Shead followed Neu to the latter’s hotel 
room. Once there, Shead was beaten to death with an 
electric iron, stripped of money and his suit, which Neu 
appropriated for his long flight southward, to New 
Orleans. 


In the Crescent City, Neu attached himself to 
Sheffield Clark, a hardware store proprietor, threatening 
Clark with “exposure” as a homosexual if cash was not 
forthcoming. The merchant responded by reaching for 
his telephone, to call police, and Neu strangled him to 
death before looting the victim’s home, departing in 
Clark’s stolen car. Apprehended in New Jersey, the 
killer was still wearing Lawrence Shead’s suit at the time 
of his arrest. 


Tried and convicted of murder in December 1933, 
Kenneth Neu was sentenced to death. Appeals delayed 
the execution of his sentence, but the verdict was 
affirmed, and Neu mounted the scaffold on February 1, 
1935. Before the trap was sprung, he treated witnesses 
to a spirited rendition of an original song composed 
especially for the occasion. Its title: “I’m Fit as a Fiddle 
and Ready to Hang.” 


NEW CASTLE, PA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


While homicide detectives in Ohio stalked the 
Cleveland “torso killer” through the latter 1930s, they 
were periodically distracted by reports of unsolved 
slayings from the area of New Castle and West Pitts- 
burgh, Pennsylvania. No solid link between the crime 
sprees was established, but coincidence of timing, the 
proximity of common railway lines, and the unanimous 
decapitation of victims in both states have produced 
some tantalizing theories. No two reports agree upon the 
number of New Castle victims, and several accounts 
make surprisingly detailed reference to non-existent 
crimes. A retrospective survey in the local paper, 
published in December 1971, refers to eleven victims 
slain between 1921 and 1940, but a detailed review of 
newspaper records reveals only five murders, spanning 
a period of fourteen years. 


The first victim, a young man, was found in a marshy 
area between New Castle and West Pittsburgh — later 
dubbed the “murder swamp” — on October 6, 1925. 
Nude on discovery, the man had been dead at least three 
weeks when he was found, and discovery of his severed 
head on October 8 provided no clue to his identity. As 


with the other Pennsylvania victims, he remains 
unidentified. 


On October 17, 1925, a headless male skeleton was 
found in the swamp. The matching skull was unearthed 
two days later, along with that of a woman, killed at 
least a year earlier. Neither victim was identified by 
authorities, and no trace of the woman’s body was ever 
found. 


The local “headless murders” were a fading memory 
by July 1, 1936, when a man’s decapitated body turned 
up on a slag dump of the Pittsburgh & Lake Erie 
Railroad, at New Castle Junction. The victim’s head 
was never found, and he remains anonymous. Newspap- 
ers spread beneath the body included issues from 
Pittsburgh and Cleveland, dating from July 1933. 


On October 13, 1939, another headless, decomposing 
man was fished out of the swamp near West Pittsburgh. 
Charred newspapers surrounding the body included 
month-old copies from Youngstown, Ohio, and the 
victim’s head was found nearby, in an abandoned box 
car, five days later. 


Were the Pennsylvania crimes and Cleveland’s 
murder spree connected? Did Ohio’s “Mad Butcher” 
first try his hand in New Castle, taking a decade off 
before he resumed activities in Cleveland? Detective 
Peter Merylo, stalking the headhunter into retirement, 
blamed one man for both sets of murders, plus 20 to 30 
more kills, nationwide. The final truth has managed to 
elude police for over half a century, and it may well lie 
buried in the Pennsylvania “murder swamp.” (See also: 
“Mad Butcher of Kingsbury Run”) 


NEW JERSEY 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


Between September 1965 and August 1966, the 
Jersey Shore of Monmouth and adjoining Ocean 
County was the scene of half a dozen unsolved murders, 
marked in nearly every case by similar — if not identical 
— technique. Two decades later, homicide investigators 
are no closer to a suspect in the case than when the 
crimes began. 


The slayer’s first target was 18-year-old Mary 
Klinsky, a high school senior in West Keansburg, killed 
in what detectives called an “especially vicious attack.” 
The victim left her home at 9 p.m. on September 15, 
bound for the corner mailbox with a letter to her 


fiancee; seven hours later, her nude and battered body 
was discovered by motorists near the entrance to 
Garden State Park. 


Joanne Fantazier, a 17-year-old dropout, was next, 
found on the ice of Yellow Brook, in Colt Neck 
Township, on February 11, 1966. Fully clothed, with 
no sign of sexual assault, Fantazier had been fatally 
beaten and thrown off a highway bridge, her impact 
failing to break the ice as her killer plainly intendéd. 


A month later, on March 17, 16-year-old Catherine 
Baker left her home in Edison Township, trekking 
toward the neighborhood bakery, a block away. Her 
semi-nude body was found on May 14, floating in a 
branch of the Metedeconk River, in a remote area of 
Jackson Township. Death was attributed to multiple 
skull fractures, the result of a vicious beating. 


The first male victim, five-year-old Paul Benda, was 
discovered on June 21, in the high grass bordering an 
unpaved road near Raritan Bay. Sexually abused before 
death, he had also been beaten, tortured with lit 
cigarettes, and finished off with five strokes of an ice 
pick. The body was nude on discovery, his clothes piled 
nearby. 


Another male, 18-year-old Ronald Sandlin, was 
abducted from his job at a Lakewood service station on 
August 7, beaten to death with a tire iron and dumped 
in a ditch in Manchester Township. Three days later, 
44-year-old Dorothy McKenzie was found shot to death 
in her car, the vehicle mired by sand near a diner on 
Route 9. The latest victim was fully clothed, her purse 
untouched on the seat beside her. 


In the absence of a suspect or a clear-cut motive, 
' officers could only say that the McKenzie murder, with 
its use of firearms, seemed to break the chain. Or did 
it? As with Joanne Fantazier, there had been no sexual 
assault, and if one slayer was responsible for five of the 
recorded deaths, he had already shown his “versatility” 
by raping boy and girl alike, abstaining when it suited 
him. It would have been no trick to swap his tire iron 
for a gun, but we may only speculate, because the case 
remains unsolved, the killer(s) still at large. 


NILSEN, DENNIS 


Born in Scotland on November 23, 1945, Nilsen 
seldom saw his Norwegian father, who preferred strong 
drink and travel to the quiet life at home. Nilsen’s 
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parents were divorced when he was four years old, and 
his mother soon remarried. Joining the army in 1961, 
Nilsen remained in uniform until 1972. Upon discharge, 
he moved to London and became a policeman, moving 
on from there through a series of government jobs. A 
closet homosexual who holds the standing British record 
for serial murders, Nilsen would not kill for sex, like 
Dean Corll and John Gacy in the United States. Rather, 
his crimes appear to be the product of sheer loneliness, 
coupled with a morbid fascination for death. Keeping 
remains of his victims on hand for months at a time, 
Nilsen was (in the words of biographer Brian Masters) 
literally “killing for company.” 


Nilsen’s loneliness was held at bay through 1976 and 
early 1977 by the presence of a live-in companion ten 
years his junior. While they apparently never had sex, 
the younger man provided Nilsen with friendship and 
someone to talk to, sharing the daily grind of cooking, 
housework, and so forth. Nilsen was stricken by his 
roommate’s departure, in May 1977, and the pressures 
of a solitary life gradually mounted to the detonation 
point. 


Nilsen’s first victim, in December 1978, was an 
anonymous Irish youth whom he brought home and 
strangled with a necktie. Dennis later masturbated over 
the corpse, storing it beneath his floorboards until 
August 1979, when it was cremated in an outdoor 
bonfire. In November 1979, Nilsen tried to strangle 
Andrew Ho, a young Chinese, but Ho escaped and 
summoned the police. Confronted with a former 
colleague, officers accepted Nilsen’s story of attempted 
robbery by Ho and let the matter drop. A few days later, 
on December 3, Nilsen strangled Canadian Kenneth 
Ockendon with an electric cord and dissected his body, 
flushing parts down the toilet while most of the 
butchered remains were stashed under his floor. 


In May 1980, Nilsen murdered 19-year-old Martyn 
Duffey, hiding his corpse with the fragmentary Ocken- 
don remains. That summer, 26-year-old Billy Suther- 
land joined the growing crowd, followed shortly by a 
victim who might have been Mexican or Filipino. “I 
can’t remember the details,” Nilsen said later.“It’s 
academic. I put him under the floorboards.” 


Memories were vague on the next five victims, their 
names unknown, identified only by some physical trait 
or quirk of behavior that stuck in Nilsen’s mind. A 
young Irishman and a malnourished transient were 
brought home in swift succession, strangled to death in 
Nilsen’s flat. Number eight was cut into three pieces, his 
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remains hidden beneath the floor for two days before 
they were burned in another garden bonfire. Number 
nine was a young Scot, and his successor an unruly 
“Billy Sutherland type.” Number eleven was a tough- 
talking skinhead, notable for the tattoo of a dotted line 
around his neck, with the instructions “Cut Here.” 
Nilsen did, and the young man was incinerated on a 
bonfire during May of 1981. 


In September of that year, Nilsen found epileptic 
Malcolm Barlow slumped against his garden wall and 
phoned for an ambulance. Barlow came back to see 
Nilsen the next day, on his release from the hospital, and 
it proved a fatal mistake. A month later, when Nilsen 
found new lodgings, he cleaned house with one last 
bonfire, the blaze leaving police with no evidence of 
twelve murders spanning almost three years. 


A month after settling in his new apartment, on 
November 25, 1981, Nilsen attempted to strangle Paul 
Nobbs with a necktie. Nobbs survived the attack, which 
took place as he slept, but he made no report to police. 
The next victim, John Howlett, fought bitterly for his 
life, forcing Nilsen to drown him in the bathtub when 
strangulation proved ineffective. Howlett’s remains were 
hacked up in the tub, then boiled down in a kettle before 
they were flushed through the drains. 


In May 1982, Nilsen tried to drown Carl Stottor in 
his bathtub, changing his mind in midstream, persuading 
Stottor the assault had been intended to “revive” him 
after he had nearly suffocated in his sleeping bag. Next 
day, while walking in the woods, Nilsen crept up behind 
Stottor and clubbed him to the ground, but again Stottor 
survived, shrugging off the attack and filing no com- 
plaint until after Nilsen was jailed for multiple murder. 


Number fourteen was alcoholic Graham Allen, killed 
and dissected in Nilsen’s flat, portions of his body 
bagged and stored in the cupboard, while others were 
boiled and flushed down the toilet. A local “punk” 
named Stephen Sinclair was the last to die, murdered on 
February 1, 1983, portions of his body flushed down the 
toilet a week later. 


It was finally too much for the plumbing, and Nilsen 
— like Joachim Kroll before him — was betrayed by 
his pipes. Tenants of Nilsen’s apartment building 
summoned a plumber to clear out the lines, and his 
discovery of human flesh brought police to the scene. In 
custody, Nilsen freely confessed his crimes and was 
sentenced to life imprisonment. Asked about the motive 
for his murders, he replied, “Well, enjoying it is as good 
a reason as any.” 


NORTHCOTT, 
GORDON STEWART 


Canadian born in 1908, Northcott would later claim 
that his father sodomized him at age ten. The old man 
finished his life in a lunatic asylum, and one of 
Northcott’s paternal uncles died years later, in San 
Quentin, while serving a life term for murder. A 
homosexual sadist in the mold of Dean Corll and John 
Gacy, by age 21, Northcott was living on a poultry 
ranch near Riverside, California, sharing quarters with 
his mother and a 15-year-old nephew, Sanford Clark. 


For years, Northcott mixed business with pleasure in 
Riverside, abducting boys and hiding them out on his 
ranch, renting his victims to wealthy Southern Califor- 
nia pedophiles. When he tired of the boys, they were 
shot or brained with an ax, their flesh dissolved with 
quick lime and their bones transported to the desert for 
disposal. Only one was ever found — a headless, 
teenage Mexican, discovered near La Puente during 
February 1928 — but homicide detectives identified 
three other victims. Walter Collins disappeared from 
home on March 10, 1928, and Northcott’s mother was 
convicted of his death, but evidence suggests that she 
was acting under orders from her son. Twelve-year-old 
Lewis Winslow and his brother Nelson, 10, vanished 
from Pomona on May 16, 1928, and Northcott was 
later condemned for their murders, despite the absence 
of bodies. 


Gordon might have gone on raping and killing 
indefinitely, but in the summer of 1928, he visited the 
district attorney’s office, complaining about a neighbor’s 
“profane and violent” behavior. The outbursts report- 
edly upset his nephew, who was “training for the 
priesthood” by tending chickens at age 15. Under 
investigation, the neighbor recalled seeing Gordon beat 
Clark on occasion, and he urged detectives to “find out 
what goes on” at Northcott’s ranch. 


Immigration officials struck first, taking Clark into 
custody on a complaint from his Canadian parents, and 
the boy regaled authorities with tales of murder, 
pointing out newly-excavated “grave sites” on the ranch. 
Detectives dug up blood-soaked earth, unearthing 
human ankle bones and fingers on September 17. They 
also found a blood-stained ax and hatchet on the 
premises, that Clark said had been used on human prey, 
as well as chickens. 


Northcott fled to Canada, but he was captured there 
and extradited back to Riverside. His mother claimed 
responsibility for slaying Walter Collins, but Clark 
fingered Gordon as the actual killer. Convicted on three 
counts of murder, including the Winslow brothers and 
the anonymous Mexican, Northcott was sentenced to 
‘death. Spared by her sex, his mother received a life 
sentence in the Collins case. 


Marking time at San Quentin, Northcott altérnated 
between protestations of innocence and detailed 
confessions to the murder of “18 or 19, maybe 20” 
victims. A pathological liar who cherished the spotlight, 
he several times offered to point out remains of more 
victims, always reneging at the last moment. (Northcott 
also named several of his wealthy “customers” at the 
ranch, but their identities were never published.) 
Warden Duffy recalled his conversations with Northcott 
as “a lurid account of mass murder, sodomy, oral 
copulation, and torture so vivid it made my flesh creep.” 


Northcott mounted the gallows on October 2, 1930, 
finally quailing in the face of death. Before the trap was 
sprung, he screamed, “A prayer! Please, say a prayer for 
me !” His mother subsequently died in prison, of old 
age. 


NUSS, RALPH 


A psychiatric social worker with the Federal Correc- 
tional Institute in Ypsilanti, Michigan, Nuss was justly 
famous for his rehabilitation programs, aimed at helping 
prisoners “go straight” upon release. Unknown to his 
associates, Nuss led a double life as “Donald Russell,” 
well known in the local gay community that offered him 
at least two victims in October 1966. 


The homicides began October 16, when the 
strangled, violated corpse of Arland Wethrow, 17, was 
fished out of a creek near Ypisilanti. Eight days later, 
Robert Pugh, a teacher, was dragged from a river at 
Toledo, Ohio, some forty miles away. Like Withrow, 
Pugh had been molested after death. 


Investigation led detectives to a youth who knew 
“Don Russell,” while a second spoke of “Ralph,” 
alleged to hold a prison job in Ypsilanti. Under 
questioning, Nuss readily confessed the Withrow 
slaying, while denying that he murdered Robert Pugh. 
Ironically, he did confess to killing Thomas Brown, an 
18-year-old trucker who had lately vanished in the city. 
Nuss stood weeping in the courtroom as a judge decreed 
a term of life imprisonment. 
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“OCCULT” MURDERS 
— CALIFORNIA 


In February 1975, California’s Department of Justice 
issued a confidential report stating that fourteen 
unsolved murders in the past three years had been 
committed by a single man. Six victim had been found 
near Santa Rosa, in Sonoma County; five were found 
in San Francisco, with one each in Redding, Marysville, 
and Monterey. The murders were distinguished from a 
host of other unsolved homicides by similar disposal of 
the bodies and the killer’s fondness for retaining 
souvenirs. 


The chain of homicides began on February 4, 1972, 
when Maureen Strong and Yvonne Weber, both twelve 
years old, vanished on their way home from a Santa 
Rosa skating rink. Their skeletons were found 
December 28, on an embankment near a rural road in 
eastern Sonoma County. The killer had removed the 
clothing and a single gold earring from each victim. 


On March 4, 1972, Kim Allen, a 19-year-old co-ed, 
vanished while hitchhiking in Santa Rosa. Her nude 
body, strangled with clothesline, was found in a creek 
bed; there were superficial cuts on her chest, rope burns 
on her wrists and ankles. Once again, the clothing, 
handbag, and one gold earring were missing. 


On November 21, 1972, 13-year-old Lori Kursa 
vanished from a Santa Rosa market. She was nude upon 
discovery, three weeks later, and the cause of death was 
listed as a broken neck. She still had wire loops in her 
ear lobes, but her earrings had been removed. 


The killer shifted to San Francisco with spring, 
strangling Rosa Vasquez and dumping her nude body 
on May 29, 1973. Fifteen-year-old Yvonne Quilantang 
received similar treatment on June 9. Angela Thomas 
was found naked and dead July 2, but she had been 
smothered. On July 13, Nancy Gidley was snatched 
from a local motel and strangled, her nude body 
dumped in a high school parking lot. 


The “occult” angle surfaced that same month, after 
Caroline Davis was kidnapped on July 15. A runaway 
from Shasta County, she was last seen thumbing for 
rides on Highway 101, near Santa Rosa. Poisoned with 
strychnine, she was found on July 31, at the precise spot 
where the first two victims were discovered seven 
months earlier. On the bank above her body, searchers 
found a strange design arranged from twigs, laid out to 
form two interlocking squares. An unnamed source 
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described the sculpture as a witchy symbol understood 
to designate “the carrier of spirits.” 


On July 22, 1973, the nearly-nude body of Nancy 
Feusi was found near Redding, California, the cause of 
death obscured by decomposition. On November 4, the 
scene shifted back to San Francisco with discovery of 
Laura O’Dell’s nude, strangled body. Therese Walsh, 
age 22, was hitching rides from Malibu to Garberville 
when she met her killer on December 22, 1973. Raped, 
hog-tied and strangled, she was dumped near the spot 
where Kim Allen was found in March 1972. 


According to police, the same man murdered Brenda 
Merchant, at Marysville, by stabbing her to death on 
February 1, 1974, discarding her semi-nude corpse 
beside a rural road. On September 29, 14-year-old 
Donna Braun, nude and strangled, was found floating 
in the Salinas River near Monterey. And so, pre- 
sumedly, the murders ceased. 


A fifteenth victim, inadvertently omitted from the 
government’s report, was Jeannette Kamahele, age 20, 
a co-ed who disappeared on April 25, 1972, while 
hitchhiking near Santa Rosa. Her skeletal remains were 
finally unearthed on July 6, 1979, hog-tied in a shallow 
grave within 100 yards of Lori Kursa’s final resting 
place. 


The “occult” theory’s chief proponent was Sergeant 
Erwin Carlstedt, of Sonoma County. Impressed by the 
sticks found at one murder scene, he also found 
significance in victims being dumped along the east side 
of a road. In passing, Carlstedt told associates that seven 
women killed in Washington, between January and 
July 1974, had been abducted in the waning (sacrificial) 
phase of the moon. The 1975 report suggested that the 
killer was “familiar with witchcraft or the occult, 
because of a witchcraft symbol found during the 
Caroline Davis case and the possible occult involvement 
in the missing females in the states of Oregon and 
Washington.” 


Unfortunately for the Carlstedt thesis, all the victims 
killed in Washington were ultimately linked to the 
“Ted” case, credited to Theodore Bundy. (Research into 
Bundy’s movements has exonerated him from all 
involvement in the California murders.) Likewise, the 
reputed “witchcraft symbol” proved to be a piece of 
childish art, constructed by a small boy on vacation as 
a likeness of his family’s car and trailer. 


Slayer Harvey Carignan has been suggested as a 
suspect in the unsolved murders, based upon a traffic 


ticket he collected in Solano County, east of Santa Rosa, 
on June 20, 1973. Again, no solid evidence exists, and 
one week later Carignan was claiming victims in the 
state of Minnesota, leading to his ultimate arrest in 
September 1974. He was in jail when Donna Braun was 
murdered, and the other bodies showed no evidence of 
Carignan’s traditional resort to beating with a hammer. 


An intriguing theory published during 1986, by 
author Robert Graysmith, credits the elusive “Zodiac” 
with these and many other unsolved homicides. The 
point is moot, until such time as a solution is discovered. 
In the meantime, we can only say that one or more 
sadistic killers may be still at large within the Golden 
State. 


(See also: “Astrological” Murders; Bundy, Theodore; 
Carignan, Harvey; Florida — Unsolved Murders; 
Zodiac) 


OGORZOV, PAUL 


A German railway worker and loyal Nazi party 
member, Ogorzov earned local notoriety as the “S Bahn 
murderer” in World War II. Stalking female victims 
around Rummelsburg, on the Berlin line, he was a sadist 
who killed for sexual satisfaction, relishing the evident 
fear of his chosen prey. Between 1939 and 1941, he 
killed at least eight women, raping most of them before 
they were beaten to death with a length of lead cable. 
Twenty-eight years old when his trial opened on July 
24, 1941, Ogorzov received no sympathy from his 
fellow Nazis. Anxious to put the scandal behind them 
and get on with the business of killing Jews, party 
leaders rushed through the proceedings in a single 
afternoon, sentencing Ogorzov to death. He was 
executed by a firing squad on July 26. 


_ OHIO 
“COUPLES” MURDERS 


In three years’ time, between August 1979 and 
October 1982, eight victims were dispatched in grisly 
style by a killer (or killers) who preyed on young Ohio 
couples, randomly selecting victims in a triangle of death 
that stretched from Akron and Toledo in the north to 
Logan, in the south. No motive has been ascertained in 
any of the slayings and the killer, at this writing, is 
presumably at large. 


The first to die were Richard Beard, 19, and Mary 
Leonard, 17, gone missing from an Akron drive-in 
theater on August 24, 1979. Their fate remained a 
mystery until May 29, 1985, when a backhoe operator 
in Northampton Township unearthed a skull and other 
skeletal remains. A second skull and more bones were 
discovered on May 30, a single bullet hole suggesting 
cause of death. The victims were identified from dental 
records on May 30, but no clue to the identity of their 
killer was forthcoming. 


In the meantime, other unsolved slayings kept 
detectives occupied. A young Toledo couple had been 
beaten to death in May 1981, their bodies locked in the 
trunk of the dead boy’s car. The crime was repeated on 
August 3, with victims Daryl Cole and Stacey Balonek, 
both 21. This time, two bloody baseball bats were found 
beside the corpses, in the trunk of Daryl’s car, aban- 
doned two blocks from the Balonek home in suburban 
Maumee. The evidence suggested at least two killers, but 
again police were left without the necessary evidence to 
name a suspect. Detectives called it “a coincidence” that 
three of the four Toledo victims had worked for the 
same supermarket chain. 


On October 4, 1982, the action shifted to Logan, 110 
miles south of Akron, with the disappearance of 19- 
year-old Todd Schultz and his date, 18-year-old Annette 
Johnson. Searchers found their mutilated torsos in the 
Hocking River ten days later; missing arms and legs 
were found October 16, buried in a nearby cornfield. As 
in Akron and Toldeo, there was nothing to suggest the 
killer’s motive or identity. 


Authorities stop short of looking on the “couples” 
murders as a series, but the similarity in choice of 
victims and the show of brutal violence cannot be 
ignored. The occupational connection in Toledo 
indicates a link between two sets of homicides, at least, 
but nothing more can be advanced with certainty about 
the ghoulish string of crimes that terrorized the Buckeye 
State for three long years. 


OKLAHOMA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


On September 26, 1981, Charlotte Kinsey and Cinda 
Pallett, both 13, phoned home to tell their parents that 
they had been offered work, unloading stuffed animals 
for a midway arcade at the Oklahoma City fairgrounds. 
Neither girl came home that evening, and police 
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assigned to track them down discovered witnesses who 
saw them with an unknown man that afternoon, before 
they disappeared. 


The search was still in progress, three days later, when 
two more girls were reported missing. Sheryl Vaughn, 
16, of Newalla, Oklahoma, and Susan Thompson, 16, 
of McLoud, left home for the fair on September 29, and 
promptly vanished. Their car was discovered on 
Interstate 40, east of town, keys still in the ignition, but 
no trace of the missing girls could be discovered. 


On October 9, police in Greenville, Alabama, 
arrested a traveling carnival worker, 36-year-old 
Donald Michael Corey, on charges of kidnapping 
Charlotte Kinsey and Cinda Pallett. Returned to 
Oklahoma on October 13, Corey was cleared of all 
charges six days later, when police verified that he had 
been in Texas on September 26. Embarrassed by the 
error, officers would only say their suspect bore a 
“striking” facial resemblance to the innocent Corey. At 
this writing, the four girls remain missing and presumed 
dead, their theoretical abductor still at large. 


OLSON, CLIFFORD ROBERT 


A native of Vancouver, British Columbia, born on 
New Years 1940, Olson spent most of his life in trouble 
with the police. Remembered as a bully in school, he 
logged 94 separate arrests in the quarter-century 
between 1957 and 1981, serving time on charges that 
ranged from fraud to armed robbery and sexual assault. 
In prison, Olson was known as a homosexual rapist and 
sometime informer, once coaching fellow inmate Gary 
Marcoux in writing a detailed confession to the rape and 
mutilation-murder of a nine-year-old girl, then surfacing 
as a prosecution witness at the trial where the letters 
were used to convict Marcoux. Back on the street, Olson 
kept up his role as a police stool pigeon, moving in with 
the mother of his illegitimate son. 


In November 1980, 12-year-old Christine Weller was 
abducted from home in the Vancouver suburb of 
Surrey, her mutilated body found in the woods, south 
of town, on Christmas Day. Colleen Daignault, age 13, 
vanished from Surrey on April 16, and 16-year-old 
Darren Johnsrud was abducted from a Vancouver 
shopping mall less than a week later, found dead on 
May 2, his skull shattered by heavy blows. 


Olson finally got around to marrying his girlfriend on 
May 15, 1981, and 16-year-old Sandra Wolfsteiner 
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disappeared four days later, while hitchhiking through 
suburban Langley. On June 21, 13-year-old Ada Court 
was reported missing at Coquitlam, when she failed to 
return home from a babysitting job. Judy Kozma, 14, 
disappeared on July 9, her mutilated body recovered 
from Lake Weaver, near Agassiz in the Frazer Valley, 
on July 25. 


By that time, Olson was already considered a suspect 
in the various deaths and disappearances, his name first 
mentioned at a law enforcement conference on July 15. 
Despite sporadic surveillance of their man, police were 
unable to prevent him from claiming four more victims 
in the last week of July. Fifteen-year-old Raymond 
King disappeared from New Westminster on July 23, 
his body recovered from the shore of Lake Weaver two 
weeks later. On July 25, 18-year-old Sigrun Arnd was 
abducted and killed while thumbing rides near Van- 
couver, her remains finally identified through dental 
charts. Terri Carson vanished from the same Surrey 
housing complex where Christine Weller had lived, her 
corpse joining the list of those recovered from Lake 
Weaver. On July 30, 17-year-old Louise Chartrand 
disappeared while hitchhiking at Maple Ridge. 


Officers trailing Olson arrested him days later, after 
he picked up two female hitchhikers on Vancouver 
Island. The girls were unharmed, but a search of his van 
turned up an address book, containing the name of Judy 
Kozma. Formally charged with her murder six days 
later, Olson started dealing with the prosecution, 
striking a bargain that would net his wife and child 
$10,000 per victim, in return for information on four 
known murders and directions to the six outstanding 
bodies. Olson made good on his part of the controversial 
deal, and the money was paid on schedule. On January 
11, 1982, he pled guilty to eleven counts of murder and 
was sentenced to eleven concurrent life terms. 


O’NEALL, DARREN DEE 


Born in Albuquerque, New Mexico, on February 26, 
1960, O’Neall grew up a drifter and pathological liar 
with a taste for violent sex. He traveled widely, favoring 
the West and avidly devouring the novels of best-selling 
Western writer Louis L’Amour. On the road, assuming 
various identities, O’Neall frequently lifted his latest 
alias from favorite L’Amour characters. 


On March 28, 1987, 22-year-old Robin Smith left a 
Puyallup, Washington, tavern to attend a party with 


new acquaintance “Herb Johnson.” She never came 
home, and police were alarmed when they found 
Johnson’s car abandoned near Marysville, north of 
Seattle, on May 31. A search of the trunk turned up 
Robin’s bloodstained jacket, plus several human teeth; 
a check on the vehicle’s registration revealed it had been 
stolen two months earlier, in Nampa, Idaho. 

The owner was a trucker, who recalled the thief in 
detail. Young and blond, with the word “JUNE” 
tattooed across the knuckles of his left hand, the drifter 
had been thumbing rides when the truckdriver picked 
him up and offered him a place to spend the night. Next 
morning, he was gone, along with his benefactor’s car 
and a Ruger .357 magnum revolver, stolen from the 
trucker’s home. 


Darren Dee O’Neall 


The “JUNE” tattoo rang bells with law enforcement, 
leading to identification of the drifter as Darren O’Neall, 
a fugitive from child support payments after abandoning 
his wife and child six years earlier. His whereabouts was 
presently unknown, but officers suspected he was 
hunting other female victims. 


On April 29, 1987, Wendy Aughe, 29, disappeared 
after leaving her beauty school night class to keep a date 
with the bartender from a neighborhood restaurant in 
Bellingham, Washington. It was the bartender’s first day 
of work, and he never returned to pick up his paycheck, 
but fingerprints lifted from his job application identified 
the man as Darren O’Neall. Wendy’s car turned up days 
later, outside a tavern in Eugene, Oregon, and federal 
warrants were issued charging O’Neall with unlawful 
flight to avoid prosecution for murder. 


By that time, there were other warrants pending, 
including a federal charge of unlawful flight to avoid 
prosecution for sexual assault, in Colorado Springs, 
Colorado. A female victim there identified O’Neall as 
her assailant, and the list of charges grew longer when 
skeletal remains of Robin Smith were discovered on 
May 25, near Greenwater, Washington, north of Mt. 
Rainier. 


On June 9, 1987, Lisa Szubert disappeared from a 
truck stop at Mountain Home, Idaho. Last seen with a 
young man bearing the familiar knuckle tattoo, she was 
found dead on June 13, southeast of La Grande, 
Oregon. A week later, O’Neall was linked with the 
bungled abduction of a woman in Burly, Idaho; his 
name was added to the FBI’s “Most Wanted” list on 
June 25. 


In flight, O’Neall was drawing attention from law 
enforcement agencies across the nation. Three women 
had been shot to death in Salt Lake City over the past 
year, each killed with the same small-caliber gun, and 
witnesses recalled seeing them last with a man bearing 
the “JUNE” tattoo on his knuckles. Speculative body- 
counts were climbing into double digits by the time FBI 
agents captured O’Neall in Florida, on February 3, 
1988. He was returned to Washington for trial on 
murder charges, and the disposition of his case is 


pending. 


“ORANGE COAST 
KILLER, THE” 


The latter 1970s were witness to a sudden rash of 
random, homicidal violence in America, alerting 
criminologists to a disturbing increase in the incidence 
of serial murders. Some regions of the country — Texas, 
Florida, New York — seemed bent on hogging head- 
lines for their local maniacs, but none could hold a 
candle to the battlefield of Southern California, where 
the “Hillside Strangler,” “Freeway Killer,’ “Sunset 
Slayer,” “Skid Row Slasher,” and a host of others plied 
their trade. One such — the “Orange Coast Killer” — 
went his ghoulish counterparts one better, slipping out 
of newsprint into legend as the one who got away. 


In retrospect, detectives would agree the terror dated 
back to August 2, 1977, when Jane Bennington was 
slain in Corona Del Mar. Attacked in her home, the 29- 
year-old was raped, then beaten to death with a blunt 
instrument. Her killer left no clues for the police, and in 
the gap of eighteen months before his next appearance, 
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other homicides took precedence, demanding the 
attention of investigators. 


The killer returned with a vengeance on April Fool’s 
Day, 1979, raping Kimberly Rawlines in her Costa 
Mesa home before beating her to death. On May 14, 
Savannah Anderson, age 22, was assaulted and blud- 
geoned in Irvine. Ten days later, Kim Whitecotton, 20, 
survived an attack at her apartment, in Santa Ana 
Heights, her graphic description of the incident spread- 
ing panic among her neighbors. 


Overnight, there was a run on guns and guard dogs 
in the neighborhoods that seemed to mark the killer’s 
chosen hunting ground. Publicity alerted women to the 
danger of an unlocked door or window, while compo- 
site sketches of the suspect — featuring a dark mustache 
and pock-marked cheeks — told women who to look 
for. Still, it seemed the slayer was invisible to everyone 
except his victims, free to come and go at will. 


Jane Pettengill, age 24, was chosen on July 19, 
assaulted in her Costa Mesa home. She would survive, 
unlike her Costa Mesa neighbor, 30-year-old Marolyn 
Carleton, who was raped and bludgeoned on September 
14. The killer moved to Tustin on the thirtieth, 
administering a near-fatal beating to Diana Green. A 
week later, he killed 24-year-old Debra Jean Kennedy 
in Tustin. On December 21, the slayer claimed his only 
teenage victim, battering Debra Lynn Senior in Costa 
Mesa, afteward raping her corpse. 


A special task force stalked the killer through a maze 
of clues and useless “tips” from frightened members of 
the public, all in vain. As summer faded into autumn, 
slowly giving way to winter, it became apparent that 
their man was gone. This time, his disappearance was 
no ruse, no holiday. The Orange Coast Killer, for 
whatever reason, had retired. As far as homicide 
detectives know, their man is still at large. 


PANZRAM, CARL 


A son of Prussian immigrants, born at Warren, 
Minnesota, in 1891, Panzram logged his first arrest at 
age eight, for drunk and disorderly conduct. Three years 
later, a series of robberies landed him in reform school, 
and he set the place on fire at age 12, causing an 
estimated $100,000 damage. Paroled to his mother’s 
custody in 1906, he ran away from home soon after- 
ward. Life on the road meant more conflict with the 
law, and Panzram spent time in various juvenile 
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institutions. He volunteered for the army while drunk, 
but could not adapt to the discipline. Court-martialed 
for theft of government property in April 1907, he 
served 37 months in Leavenworth before his release 
from prison — and military service — in 1910. Upon 
discharge, Panzram described himself as “the spirit of 
meanness personified.” 


Back in civilian life, Panzram launched a career of 
robbery and indiscriminate murder spanning two 
continents. After one big score, he hired a yacht and 
lured several sailors out with promises of liquor; once 
on board, the men were drugged and raped, then 
murdered, their bodies dumped into the sea. In Portu- 
guese West Africa, Panzram hired eight blacks to help 
him hunt for crocodiles, then killed them, sodomized 
their corpses, and fed them to the hungry reptiles. Back 
in New York, he strangled a Kingston woman on June 
16, 1923, “for the fun it gave me.” 


Five years later, on August 16, 1928, Panzram was 
arrested following a series of burglaries in Washington, 
D.C. Conviction earned him 20 years in Leavenworth, 
where he promised to kill the first man who “crossed” 
him. His victim, selected without apparent motive, was 
Robert Warnke, a civilian laundry foreman. Panzram 
crushed his skull on June 20, 1929, and was promptly 
sentenced to hang. 


From death row, the killer wrote, “In my lifetime I 
have murdered 21 human beings, I have committed 
thousands of burglaries, robberies, larcenies, arsons and 
last but not least I have committed sodomy on more 
than 1,000 male human beings. For all these things Iam 
not in the least bit sorry.” When opponents of capital 
punishment fought for his life, Panzram responded with 
venomous letters. “I wish you all had one neck,” he 
wrote, “and I had my hands on it.” Mounting the 
scaffold on September 5, 1930, he seemed eager for 
death. “Hurry it up, you bastard,” he snapped at the 
executioner. “I could hang a dozen men while you're 
fooling around.” 


PAUL, JAMES ALLEN 


A native of Norfolk, Virginia, Paul was first diag- 
nosed as schizophrenic in the early 1960s. He spent the 
next two decades in Cambridge, Maryland, and was 
briefly married there. In early 1982, his wife filed 
criminal charges against him on two separate occasions, 
but both cases were dismissed. Moving to New Jersey, 


Paul was indicted with one of his relatives for trying to 
cash a stolen payroll check on January 2, 19-4. 
Authorities were also interested in his knowledge of a 
double murder, charged against a local pusher, but their 
witness fled before he could be called upon to testify in 
court. 


On May 15, 1984, Virginia Vickory was found dead 
in Readington Township, New Jersey, shot twice in the 
face at close range. Detectives learned that she had spent 
the past twelve months in residence at a local motel, 
where another tenant — James Paul — had checked 
out on the same day Vickory disappeared. They were 
last seen together, leaving the motel in her car, and a 
warrant was issued for Paul’s arrest on May 22. 


Meanwhile, on the seventeenth, Robin White left her 
home in Willington, Connecticut, informing relatives 
that a stranger had offered her employment on a horse 
ranch at nearby Portland. Robin’s body was discovered 
on May 20, in a rural part of Portland, with a single 
bullet in her brain. 


On May 22, a trucker found George Call, 45, lying 
dead near his car at a rest stop on Interstate 91, near 
Springfield, Vermont. As with Virginia Vickory, two 
bullets in the face at point-blank range had done the job. 


Two days later, police in North Arlington, New 
Jersey, surrounded James Paul at a local cafe, interrupt- 
ing his phone call to relatives in the vicinity. Court- 
approved wiretaps had broken the case, and detectives 
found Virginia Vickory’s car parked outside the diner, 
a .22-caliber revolver hidden under the front seat. 
Ballistics tests linked the gun to the murders of Call and 
Vickory, while Paul’s confession bridged the gap with 
Robin White. 


On June 26, Paul pled guilty to the May 10 theft of 
a pistol, along with the May 15 murder and robbery of 
Virginia Vickory. On July 27, he was sentenced to life 
imprisonment, with a minimum term of thirty years in 
the Vickory case. Concurrent terms of five years for 
burglary and theft (of the pistol) and eighteen months 
for forgery (of the 1984 payroll check) were added to 
his sentence by the court. 


PAULIN, THIERRY 
and MATHURIN, JEAN-THIERRY 


From 1984 through 1987, elderly Parisian women 
lived in terror of a savage killer whom they dubbed the 


“Monster of Montmarte.” His targets were selected from 
the ranks of helpless senior citizens, the youngest 60 and 
the oldest 95. Attacked in their apartments, victims had 
been variously beaten, strangled, stabbed and smo- 
thered. One was nearly hacked in two, with 60 stab 
wounds, while another had been forced to swallow 
bleach. In every case, their humble dwellings had been 
ransacked, and the terror was escalating, three old 
women murdered in the final weekend of November 
1987. 


A survivor of November’s rampage offered a descrip- 
tion to police, resulting in the ultimate arrest of 24-year- 
old Thierry Paulin, on December 1. In custody, the 
suspect — a Guyana native and narcotics addict — 
cheerfully confessed to 21 sadistic slayings, naming a 22- 
year-old waiter, Jean-Thierry Mathurin, as his accom- 
plice in some of the crimes. As outlined in the killer’s 
statement, chosen victims would be followed home, 
accosted as they entered their apartments, tortured to 
reveal the hiding places of their meager cash or jewelry, 
and murdered in whatever fashion caught his fancy at 
the moment. 


Paulin’s fingerprints, on file from previous burglary 
and drug arrests, were matched to latent prints reco- 
vered from a number of the murder scenes, corroborat- 
ing his confession. Mathurin, an immigrant of French 
Caribbean origin, was charged in nine of the slayings 
and bound over for trial. Since the abolition of capital 
punishment in France, the killers face a maximum 
penalty of life imprisonment. 


PAVLOVICH, MILKA 


A peasant woman from the region of Belovar, 
Yugoslavia, Milka Pavlovich was accused of poisoning 
sixteen relatives in the early months of 1935. Six of the 
victims, including her husband, had died, ten others 
surviving to testify at Milka’s murder trial. Convicted on 
May 19, she was promptly sentenced to hang. 


PEETE, LOUISE 


Born Lofie Louise Preslar, in Bienville, Louisiana, one 
of America’s leading “black widows” was the daughter 
of a socially prominent newspaper publisher. She 
attended the best private schools in New Orleans, where 
she became notorious for her sexual escapades. Expelled 
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by a posh finishing school, Louise went home to 
Bienville and settled down to the business of pleasure. 


In 1903, she married Henry Bosley, a traveling 
salesman, joining him on the road. Working Dallas, 
Texas, in the summer of 1906, Henry caught his wife 
in bed with a local oilman and, grief-stricken, killed 
himself two days later. Louise sold Henry’s belongings 
and moved to Shreveport, where she worked as a 
prostitute until she could afford a trip to Boston. 


Louise Peete 


The dramatic change of scene meant little to Louise. 
Her trade was still the same, and as a hooker making 
house calls, she became a favorite with the local gentry. 
On the side, she also pilfered jewelry from the absent 
wives of wealthy clients, selling off the pieces that she 
did not choose to keep herself. In time, she pushed her 
luck too far and was discovered. Threatened with 
exposure, she retired to Waco, Texas, where she wooed 
and won Joe Appel, wildcat oil man, best known for 
the diamonds that studded his rings, belt buckle — even 
the buttons of his clothing. 


One week after Joe first met Louise, he was disco- 
vered dead, a bullet in his skull, his diamonds missing. 
Called before a special grand jury, Louise admitted 
shooting Appel down — in “self-defense.” The oil man 
tried to rape her, she maintained, and she was forced to 
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act accordingly. The missing jewels forgotten, members 
of the jury openly applauded as they set her free. 


By 1913, running out of luck and ready cash in 
Dallas, Louise married local hotel clerk Harry Faurote. 
It was primarily a marriage of convenience — hers — 
and flagrant adultery on the part of his bride soon drove 
Faurote to hang himself in the hotel basement. 


In 1915, moving on to Denver, Louise married 
Richard Peete, a door-to-door salesman. She bore him 
a daughter in 1916, but Peete’s meager income did not 
measure up to her standards, and she took off alone, for 
Los Angeles, in 1920. There, while shopping for a house 
to rent, Louise met mining executive Jacob Denton. 
Denton had a house to rent, but he was soon persuaded 
to retain the property himself, acquiring Louise as a live- 
in companion. After several weeks of torrid sex, Louise 
asked Denton to marry her, but he refused. It was a fatal 
error. 


Smiling through rejection, Louise ordered Denton’s 
caretaker to dump a ton of earth in the basement, where 
she planned to “raise mushrooms” — Denton’s favorite 
delicacy — as a treat for her lover. No mushrooms had 
sprouted by the time Denton disappeared, on May 30, 
1920, but Louise had numerous explanations for curious 
callers. First, she told all comers that her man had 
quarreled with ‘a Spanish-looking woman,” who 
became enraged and chopped his arm off with a sword. 
Although he managed to survive, she said, poor Jacob 
was embarrassed by his handicap, and so had gone into 
seclusion! Pressed by Denton’s lawyer, she revised the 
story to incorporate an amputated leg; the missing 
businessman was scheduled to return once he was 
comfortable with an artificial limb. 


Incredibly, these tales kept everyone at bay for several 
months, while “Mrs. Denton” threw a string of lavish 
parties in her absent lover’s home. It was September by 
the time that Denton’s lawyer grew suspicious, calling 
on police to search the house. An hour’s spade work 
turned up Denton’s body in the basement, with a bullet 
in his head. Detectives started hunting for Louise, and 
traced her back to Denver, where she had resumed a life 
of wedded bliss with Richard Peete. 


Convicted of a murder charge in January 1921, 
Louise was sentenced to a term of life imprisonment. In 
the beginning, husband Richard corresponded faithfully, 
but absence failed to make Louise’s heart grow fonder 
of the man she left behind. In 1924, when several of his 
letters went unanswered, Peete committed suicide. 


San Quentin’s warden, Clinton Duffy, once described 
Louise Peete as projecting “an air of innocent sweetness 
which masked a heart of ice.” It was reported that she 
liked to boast about the lovers she had driven to their 
deaths, and she especially cherished Richard’s suicide, as 
proof that even prison walls could not contain her fatal 
charm. In 1933, Louise was transferred from San 
Quentin to the prison at Tehachapi, and six years later, 
on her tenth attempt to win parole, she was released 
from custody. 


Her ultimate release was due, in no small part, to 
intercession from a social worker, Margaret Logan, and 
her husband Arthur. Paroled to the care of a Mrs. 
Latham, in Los Angeles, Louise was allowed to take the 
name “Anna Lee,” after her favorite movie star. She 
found employment at a servicemen’s canteen in World 
War II; in 1942, an elderly female co-worker vanished 
inexplicably, her home discovered in a state of disarray. 
Detectives called on “Anna Lee,” the missing woman’s 
closest friend, and they were told the woman had died 
of injuries sustained in a fall. In what may only be 
described as monumental negligence, they bought the 
story, never bothering to check out “Anna’s” back- 
ground or obtain a death certificate. 


The kindly Mrs. Latham died in 1943, and Louise 
was paroled to the Logans. She married elderly bank 
manager Lee Judson in May 1944, and on May 30, 
Margaret Logan vanished without a trace, Louise telling 
Margaret’s aged husband that his wife was in the 
hospital, unable to receive visitors. By late June, Louise 
had persuaded the authorities that Arthur Logan was 
insane; he was committed to a state hospital, where he 
died six months later. With typical lack of feeling, 
Louise donated his body to a medical school for 
dissection. 


Louise moved into the Logan home with Judson, but 
all was not well in the household. In short order, her 
husband discovered a bullet hole in one wall, a 
suspicious mound of earth in the garden, and an 
insurance policy naming Louise as Margaret Logan’s 
sole beneficiary. Still he said nothing, and it remained 
for Louise, herself, to unravel the web of deception. 


By December 1944, Louise’s parole officer had 
grown suspicious of the regular reports, submitted over 
Margaret Logan’s shaky signature, that contained such 
glowing praise for their charge. Police invaded the 
Logan home shortly before Christmas, prompting Lee 
Judson to voice his suspicions at last. Margaret Logan’s 
body was unearthed in the garden, whereupon Louise 
offered another of her patented fables. In this story, 


decrepit Arthur Logan had gone suddenly insane, 
beating his wife to death in a maniacal rage. Terrified 
of attracting suspicion due to her background, Louise 
had buried the corpse and stalled for a month before 
having Arthur committed to an asylum. 


Louise was charged with Margaret Logan’s murder, 
her husband booked as an accessory. Acquitted on 
January 12, 1945, Judson took his own life the next 
day, leaping from the thirteenth floor of a Los Angeles 
office building. Louise, it was observed, seemed pleased 
with his reaction to their separation. Convicted of first- 
degree murder by a jury that included eleven women, 
Louise was this time sentenced to die. Her appeals 
failed, and she was executed in San Quentin’s gas 
chamber on April 11, 1947. 


PENN, THOMAS LEE 
and WILLIAM 


At first, the only similarity between the crimes 
appeared to be the killer’s choice of weapon. In the six 
weeks ending on May 24, 1966, a half-dozen victims 
were cut down at random in Richmond, Virginia, their 
ranks including male and female, black and white. It 
would require an error by a boastful gunman for police 
to crack the case, and they would nearly lose a seventh 
victim in the process. 


For openers, the chosen victims seemed to fit no 
pattern that police could recognize. Mosille Spencer, age 
78, was a black night clerk at a local motel, gunned 
down on April 10. Willie Sexton, shot nine times in the 
back, was also black, but only 21 years old. The first 
female victim, another black, was 16-year-old Cynthia 
Johnson, shot twice in the chest and dumped near 
Oakwood Cemetery on May 10. All three had been 
stripped of their wallets, cash, and I.D., shot multiple 
times at close range with a .22-caliber handgun. 


On May 20, the first white victims — 20-year-old 
Addison Wilkins and 41-year-old Malcolm Norment — 
attended a local church to observe a scheduled debate 
between spokesmen for the NAACP and the Ku Klux 
Klan.:The Klansmen didn’t show, and disappointed 
members of the audience were homeward bound when 
Wilkins and Norment met their killers. Found near 
Oakwood Cemetery the next morning, both had been 
robbed of their wallets, Wilkins shot ten times and 
Norment seven times with .22-caliber weapons. 
Another white victim, 52-year-old James Carter, was 
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shot twelve times in the stomach, back and head before 
he was discarded in some nearby woods. 


Thus far, police had counted 40 wounds in half a 
dozen victims, recovering 32 slugs for comparison with 
suspect weapons. Their break came in the form of a 14- 
year-old survivor, raped, shot twice and left for dead by 
a black assailant who boasted of killing two white men 
on May 21. She recognized her attacker, and warrants 
were issued for 18-year-old Thomas Penn, seeking his 
arrest on charges of rape and attempted murder. The 
following day, brother William Penn, age 25, was added 
to the suspect list. 


By May 29, both men were in custody, Thomas Penn 
freely admitting his role in all six murders. Convicted of 
Cynthia Johnson’s death on December 17, he was 
sentenced to life imprisonment, still unable to answer 
the question of motive. In answer to the nagging query, 
he responded, “I can’t give the jury any reason.” None 
was needed any longer, as the bailiffs led him off to 
serve his time. 


PENNSYLVANIA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


In a period of seven months, between November 
1976 and June 1977, five young women were raped 
and murdered within a 25-mile radius of Washington, 
Pennsylvania, their killer striking with impunity and 
leaving homicide investigators at a loss for clues. Despite 
a fair description of the suspect, published in the form 
of artist’s sketches, there were no arrests, and none are 
now anticipated in a case that terrorized the peaceful 
border region, holding women prisoners of fear inside 
their homes. 


The first to die was 21-year-old Susan Rush, a native 
of Washington County, found strangled and locked in 
the trunk of her car on November 25, 1976. Detectives 
noted that her body had been “hastily clothed,” her bra 
and panties left on the front seat, and a post mortem 
examination confirmed that the victim was raped prior 
to death. 


On February 13, 1977, 16-year-old Mary Gency was 
reported missing from her home in North Charleroi. She 
had gone out for a walk after supper and never returned, 
her body recovered three days later from the woods at 
Fallowfield Township. Gency was beaten to death with 
a blunt instrument, raped before death by an assailant 
the county coroner described as “a mad animal.” 
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Debra Capiola, 17, was last seen alive on March 17, 
walking to meet her school bus in nearby Imperial, in 
Allegheny County. She never arrived at school, and 
searchers found her body in a wooded section of 
northwestern Washington County on March 22. 
Capiola had been raped before she was strangled with 
her own blue jeans, the pants left wrapped around her 
neck. 


Two months later, on the afternoon of May 19, 18- 
year-old Brenda Ritter was found dead at South 
Strabane Township, in Washington County. Nude 
except for shoes and stockings, she had been raped, then 
strangled with a piece of her own clothing, tightened 
around her throat with a stick. 


In June, the killer strayed from Pennsylvania, but he 
did not travel far. His final victim was Roberta Elam, 
26, a novice at Mount St. Joseph Mother House, in 
Oglebay Park, West Virginia, near Wheeling. Preparing 
to take her vows as a nun, Elam’s career was cut short 
by the savage who raped and strangled her on June 13, 
dumping her corpse within 75 yards of the convent. 


On the afternoon of June 15, authorities released a 
sketch of a long-haired suspect seen near the Ritter 
homicide scene, but none of the resultant tips proved 
fruitful. When the murder series ended, as mysteriously 
as it had begun, police could only speculate about the 
strangler’s identity and whereabouts. Unless deceased or 
jailed on unrelated charges, he is still at large today. 


PETOIT, MARCEL 


A Frenchman, born in 1897, Petoit first demonstrated 
criminal tendencies in public school, by stealing from 
classmates. He later moved on to looting mail boxes, 
and during military service, in 1917, he stole drugs from 
an army dispensary for sale to street addicts, at black 
market prices. Discharged with a pension and free 
treatment for psychoneurosis, Petoit went on to obtain 
a medical degree, despite spending part of his time as a 
student in an asylum. In 1928, he was elected mayor of 
Villanueve, while practicing medicine there, but his term 
was cut short by Petoit’s conviction of theft in 1930. 


That same year, one of Petoit’s patients — a Madame 
Debauve — was robbed and murdered in her home. 
Gossip blamed the doctor, but his chief accuser — 
another patient — was soon silenced by sudden death. 
A woman who accused Petoit of actively encouraging 
her daughter’s drug addiction disappeared without a 


trace, but things were getting hot in Villanueve, and the 
good doctor struck off in search of a friendlier climate. 


In Paris, he was convicted of shoplifting, discharged 
on the condition that he seek psychiatric therapy. As 
World War II began, Petoit was convicted of drug 
trafficking, alleged to be an addict himself, but the court 
released him after payment of a small fine. By early 
1941, with Nazi occupation troops controlling France, 
he had devised a get-rich scheme that mirrored elements 
of Hitler’s “final solution to the Jewish question.” 


Marcel Petoit 


Petoit bought a house on Rue Lesueur, in Paris, 
contracting for special modifications that were com- 
pleted in September 1941. The revisions included 
raising garden walls, to block his neighbors’ view, and 
construction of a triangular, windowless death chamber 
inside the house. As the war dragged on, Petoit made 
a fortune by posing as a member of the French 
resistance movement, offering to help Jews and other 
fugitives flee the country. Clients arrived at his house 
after dark, receiving an injection to guard against 
“foreign disease,” and Petoit then led them to the 
chamber, watching their death throes through a hatch in 
one wall. Arrested by Gestapo agents in May 1943, on 
suspicion of aiding escapees, Petoit was released seven 
months later, when the Nazis recognized a kindred 
spirit. 


On March 11, 1944, neighbors complained of rancid 
smoke pouring from Petoit’s chimney, and police found 
the chimney on fire, with no one at home. Firemen 
broke into the house and found 27 corpses in the 
basement, most in various stages of dismemberment. 
Held on suspicion of murder, Petoit was released after 
telling police that the dead men were Nazis, executed by 
the French resistance. 


The doctor dropped out of sight in August 1944, 
when Paris was liberated, but two months later he fired 
off a letter to the press, claiming the Gestapo had tried 
to frame him by dumping corpses at his home. The 
renewed investigation climaxed with Petoit’s arrest on 
November 2, 1944, and while his rap sheet had 
mysteriously disappeared in Villeneuve, authorities had 
ample evidence in hand. Charged with 27 murders, 
Petoit admitted 63 killings at his trial, in March 1946, 
describing various homicides as the patriotic acts of a 
resistance fighter. The total may well have been higher, 
as one of Petoit’s statements referred to 150 “liquida- 
tions,” and 86 dissected bodies were pulled from the 
Seine, between 1941 and °43. Finally convicted of 26 
counts, Petoit was guillotined on May 26, 1946. 


PHILIPPINE MURDER 
SERIES — 1952 


According to the New York Times, a team of Filipino 
homicide investigators were dispatched to a Manila 
suburb, Quezon City, on the morning of April 11, 1952. 
Acting on the signed confession of a man in custody, 
they checked an ancient Spanish well and found four 
human skeletons inside, remains of victims murdered by 
the unnamed prisoner. It was announced that the 
authorities expected to uncover more remains, but no 
domestic source saw fit to follow up the first, sensational 
discovery. The killer’s name and final body-count 
remain a tantalizing mystery, produced by break-down 
in the field of international communications. 


PIERCE, WILLIAM 


In May 1970, Pierce was paroled from the Georgia 
state prison at Reidsville, despite a report from staff 
psychiatrists contending that he “may be dangerous to 
himself and others.” The parole board chose to ignore 
that report, and Pierce claimed his first victim a month 
later, killing at least nine persons before his arrest, on 
March 8, 1971. Three months later, he was formally 
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charged with the August 21, 1970, slaying of Virginia 
Maines, a 20-year-old housewife in Gaston, North 
Carolina. On June 5, he was indicted for the August 10, 
1970, murder of James Sires, a service station operator 
in Beaufort County, South Carolina. According to 
authorities, the drifter’s seven other victims were 
dispatched in separate incidents in June and December 
1970, and in January 1971. 


PINKERTON, JAY KELLY 


A native of Amarillo, Texas, born in 1969, Pinkerton 
had dropped out of school by age 17, to work as an 
apprentice butcher. On October 26, 1979, a prowler 
invaded the home of 30-year-old Sarah Lawrence, 
slashing her throat and stabbing her 30-odd times with 
a butcher knife, afterward raping her corpse and 
inflicting grisly post-mortem mutilations. Detectives 
followed a trail of footprints to Pinkerton’s house, 
several blocks away, but he was released for lack of 
evidence after brief interrogation. 


Six months later, on April 9, 1980, 25-year-old 
Sherry Welch, a former beauty queen, was murdered in 
the back room of an Amarillo furniture store that she 
managed. Police had no leads in the case, but they were 
still working the Lawrence homicide, studying bloody 
palmprints found on the victim’s furniture. The prints 
were matched in late summer, and Pinkerton was 
arrested on September 26, charged with one count of 
first-degree murder. 


Convicted of the Lawrence murder eight months 
later, Pinkerton was sentenced to death on May 30, 
1981. Indictments were returned in the Welch case on 
July 22 of that year, and Pinkerton celebrated the 
anniversary of his first murder trial with another 
conviction, drawing his second death sentence on May 
13, 1982. Appeals won the killer three stays of execu- 
tion, once coming within a half-hour of death before the 
Supreme Court intervened to save his life. A federal 
appeals court rejected Pinkerton’s bid for a fourth stay, 
on May 14, 1986, and he was executed by lethal 
injection the following day. 


PITCHFORK, COLIN 


In November 1983, 15-year-old Lynda Mann was 
raped and strangled to death in the village of Enderby, 
Leicestershire. British police were still hunting for 
suspects three years later, when 15-year-old Dawn 
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Ashworth was killed in identical fashion, in neighboring 
Narborough. Convinced that a local man was respon- 
sible for both crimes, police requested blood samples 
from all area males, ages 13 to 30, for purposes of testing 
their DNA “genetic fingerprints.” By July 1987, 3,556 
individuals had been cleared of involvement in the 
crimes — including a 17-year-old from Narborough, 
booked on suspicion of the Ashworth murder. 


Of 4,196 men in the area, only two refused to submit 
blood samples. One provided officers with “a legitimate 
excuse,” while Colin Pitchfork — a 27-year-old bakery 
worker from Littlethorpe — seemed curiously evasive. 
He skipped three test appointments during January 
1987, finally bribing a co-worker to donate blood in his 
name. By August, Pitchfork’s friend was feeling guilty, 
and he tipped police, leading to Colin’s arrest. Detec- 
tives finally got their sample, positively linking Pitchfork 
with both homicides, while his friend was charged with 
conspiracy to pervert the course of justice. 


A review of Pitchfork’s record turned up prior 
convictions for indecent exposure, and the scientific 
evidence prompted his confession to the recent crimes. 
In January 1988, he pled guilty on two counts of 
murder, plus two counts of indecent assault, and was 
sentenced to double terms of life imprisonment, with 
two concurrent ten-year sentences for rapes of victims 
who survived. His friend, convicted of conspiracy, was 
jailed for 18 months. 


PIZZUTO, 
GERALD ROSS 


On July 26, 1985, Idaho authorities launched a 
sweeping manhunt for the killers of Alberta Herndon 
and her nephew Delbert, beaten to death near their gold 
claim, 100 miles northwest of Boise. Three suspects 
were arrested, but one — initially identified as “Jerry 
Gilbertson” — escaped from custody after stealing a 
tourist’s pickup truck. “Gilbertson” was later identified 
as Gerald Pizzuto, a native of Orland, California, sought 
in connection with two Seattle homicides. Rita Drury, 
age 51, had been shot to death while babysitting her 
grandchild on March 16, 1985, and 31-year-old John 
Jones was gunned to death in his bed, two weeks later. 
Robbery was suspected as a motive in both slayings, and 
warrants had been issued naming Pizzuto as the 
gunman. Regrettably, no information on the disposition 
of Pizzuto’s case was available at press time. It appears 


that the nomadic slayer may be one of those who got 
away. 


PLAYER, MICHAEL 


The life of homeless vagrants in Los Angeles has 
never been an easy one. Despite the pleasant climate, 
poverty and hunger take their toll, and random violence 
is a daily fact of life along “Skid Row.” Since 1974, the 
drifter’s plight has been further complicated by a 
succession of serial killers, preying on vagrants as the 
ideal “targets of opportunity.” Easily reached and 
seldom missed in death, L.A.’s homeless rank low on the 
average homicide detective’s list of priority victims. The 
appearance of another “Skid Row Slayer,” in Sep- 
tember 1986, provided Angelenos with an opportunity 
to act concerned while risking nothing of themselves. 


The first to die, ironically, was not a transient. Visiting 
L.A. from San Diego, 54-year-old Rudolfo Roque was 
killed on the street by a gunman who stepped up behind 
him, firing a .22-caliber slug through the back of his 
head. The same weapon was used to kill 66-year-old 
Rick Stamps, a few days later, and the hunter claimed 
two victims on September 13: 31-year-old Rojello 
Sirven was killed outright, by a shot to the head, while 
a second victim, 47-year-old Joseph Griffin, lived until 
October 5. Michael Singer, age 66, was shot in the back 
of the head on September 20, and 36-year-old David 
Towns, another vagrant, was killed in his sleep three 
days later. September 30 marked another double- 
header, with victims Christopher Boyle, 25, and Leon 
Gaines, 56, murdered in separate attacks. Chang Kang, 
a 23-year-old Korean resident of Texas, was gunned 
down while visiting L.A. on October 7, and 44-year-old 
vagrant Wayne Ellis was killed in Athens Park the 
following day. That same afternoon, a surviving gunshot 
victim described his assailant as a youngish black man, 
offering police their first solid lead in the case. 


Detectives were still beating the brush for a suspect 
on October 10, when a well-dressed black man checked 
into a Wilshire Boulevard hotel, paying in cash and 
signing the register as “Marcus Nisby.” In his room, the 
guest removed his jacket, hung it in the closet, then lay 
down upon the bed and calmly shot himself to death. 
Upon discovery of his corpse, next day, a fingerprint 
comparison identified “Nisby” as 26-year-old Michael 
Player, convicted over the past two years on charges of 
theft, armed robbery, violating probation and carrying 
a concealed pistol. Player had been questioned as a 


suspect in the Roque murder and released for lack of 
evidence. A search of his belongings led police to name 
him as the Skid Row Slayer, and the case was closed 
in February 1987. 


PLEIL, RUDOLF 


Rudolf Pleil made an unlikely-looking monster. Fat 
and jovial, he radiated charm and a disarming sense of 
humor, worming his way into the confidence of the 
women who became his victims. None would see the 
darker side in time to save themselves, but it existed all 
the same, concealed within a man who called himself 
Germany’s “champion death-maker.” As Pleil once 
explained, “Every man has his passion. Some prefer 
whist. I prefer killing people.” 


His taste for blood surfaced early in life, when Pleil 
tortured and killed a cat at age seven. Later, as a teenage 
soldier during World War II, he had an opportunity to 
witness victims stripped and starved to death by the 
Gestapo, recalling the grisly spectacle as “my finest 
sexual experience.” 


In March 1946, Pleil claimed his first human victim, 
braining Eva Miehe with an ax and dumping her body 
in a canal. Others would follow, through 1946 and early 
1947, with Pleil impersonating a policeman, offering to 
escort female refugees across the frontier from East 
Germany into the western zone. Instead of sanctuary, 
they found death, invariably raped by Pleil, then killed 
and mutilated as he tried his hand with hatchets, 
hammers, knives and stones. In 1947, he was charged 
with manslaughter and sentenced to twelve years in 
prison after impulsively axing a salesman to death. 
Marking time in his cell, he prepared a diary titled Mein 
Kampf, signing it “by Rudolf Pleil, death dealer 
(retired).” 

The killer’s hopes for freedom were demolished when 
a lone survivor of his murder spree, Frau Lydia 
Schmidt, identified Pleil as the man who bludgeoned her 
and then did “indescribable things” to her prostrate 
body. Police launched a full-scale investigation, ulti- 
mately charging Pleil with nine rape-slayings. Five of 
the victims were never identified, but detectives did 
name two accomplices. At his trial in Brunswick, in 
November 1950, Pleil would share the dock with 36- 
year-old Karl Hoffman, charged in six slayings, and 22- 
year-old Konrad Schuessler, linked with two murders 
and one bungled attempt. 
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Pleil’s behavior was bizarre and arrogant throughout 
the trial. Whenever prosecutors made a reference to his 
estimated body count, he interrupted them indignantly. 
“Tt is 25,” he insisted. “I had 25 victims but they can 
find only nine bodies. You underrate me. I am Ger- 
many’s greatest killer. I put others, both here and 
abroad, to shame.” 


Pleil angrily denied that any of his victims had been 
killed for purposes of robbery, maintaining that the 
random slaughter had been “necessary for my sexual 
satisfaction.” “What I did is not such a great harm,” he 
declared, “with all these surplus women nowadays. 
Anyway, I had a good time.” 


Convicted across the board, all three defendants were 
sentenced to life imprisonment. Pleil passed his time by 
writing to authorities and offering the whereabouts of 
new remains, in exchange for an “airing” to visit the 
scene of his crimes. On one occasion, he wrote to the 
mayor of a town, offering his services as a hangman; his 
credentials for the job could be determined by examin- 
ing an old well on the city’s outskirts — where 
authorities retrieved a woman’s strangled corpse. 


In time, Pleil tired of the sadistic game and made 
good on his promise that “Ill hang myself one day.” In 
February 1958, a jailer found him dangling in his cell, 
the final victim of his own desire to kill. 


POEHLKE, 
NORBERT HANS 


On May 3, 1984, a truck driver found the body of 
47-year-old Siegfried Pfitzer, shot once in the head with 
a 9mm pistol, at a highway rest stop near Marbach, 
West Germany, not far from Stuttgart. Police soon 
determined that Pfitzer’s missing car was used by the 
bandit who robbed a bank in Erbstetten, ten miles from 
Marbach, on the same day, smashing the glass teller’s 
cage with a sledge hammer to reach the money inside. 
In the wake of the robbery, Pfitzer’s vehicle was 
abandoned less than a quarter-mile from the scene of the 
murder. 


Seven months later, on December 21, 37-year-old 
Eugene Wethey was found shot to death at a rest stop 
near Nuremberg. On December 28, a hammer-wielding 
bandit used the dead man’s car to flee a plundered bank 
in the village of Cleebroun, ten miles from Marbach. 
Police recognized the pattern, but it put them no closer 
to a suspect, and they could only wait while the killer 
plotted his next move. 
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On July 22, 1985, Wilfried Schneider, age 26, was 
found shot to death in a parking lot near his home, in 
the village of Beilstein-Schmidhausen. The murder 
weapon was identified as a Walther PS pistol, routinely 
carried by many police officers, and authorities were not 
surprised when the dead man’s car turned up at the 
scene of an attempted bank robbery in Spiegelberg, 
seven miles to the northwest. On that occasion, though, 
a quick-draw teller forced the thief to flee without his 
customary loot. 


Two months later, on September 29, anti-terrorist 
officers were searching the Ludwigsburg railroad station 
for bombs when they found a police uniform in one of 
the lockers. The garments were traced to Chief Inspector 
Norbert Poehlke, a 14-year veteran of the Stuttgart 
constabulary, who claimed the uniform was left in 
Ludwigsburg for a quick change after a relative’s 
funeral. Investigation revealed no recent deaths in 
Poehlke’s family, but one of his daughter’s had died of 
cancer in March 1984, after a long siege that left the 
inspector with debts of some $400,000. Authorities now 
had their motive for robbery, and recent deviations in 
Poehlke’s behavior indicated a potential for sudden, 
unpredictable violence. 


The investigation was gathering steam when Poehlke 
requested sick leave on October 14, 1985. A week later, 
detectives stopped by his home to ask some questions, 
but they found only corpses. Poehlke’s wife, Ingeborg, 
lay slumped in the bathroom, shot twice in the head, 
while his son Adrian had been shot once, in a bedroom. 


Three days later, on October 23, Inspector Poehlke 
and his missing son, Gabriel, were found at the beach 
near Brindisi, in southern Italy. They were together in 
Poehlke’s car, both shot with his Walther service pistol 
in an obvious murder-suicide. Ballistics tests confirmed 
that Poehlke’s gun had also slain the first three victims 
in the murder series, and the case was closed. 


POISON MURDERS 
— HUNGARY 


On July 1, 1929, a choir director in Nagyrev, 
Hungary, complained to police that a woman he 
scarcely knew, Mrs. Ladislaus Szabo, had attempted to 
serve him poisoned wine. A cursory investigation of the 
charge struck pay dirt and revealed a village populated 
with scheming “black widows,” suspected of killing 
numerous husbands to make way for young lovers over 
the past two decades. Identified as leader of the pack, 


Mrs. Julius Fuzekos killed herself as officers were 
forcing entry to her cottage. Another suspect, Juliane 
Lipka, confessed to poisoning seven victims between 
1914 and 1929. With seven female cohorts, she was 
tried and hanged, their bodies placed on public display 
as a lesson to murderous wives. 


POMMERENKE, 
HEINRICH 


Dubbed “the Beast of the Black Forest” by sensa- 
tional journalists, Pommerenke was born at Mecklen- 
burg in West Germany, in the village of Bentwich, near 
Rostock. Driven by violent sexual appetites and 
frustrated by his own introversion, he boasted of 
seducing his first girl at age ten. By fifteen, he was 
waiting outside local dance halls, knocking girls down 
and attempting to rape them before he was driven away 
by their screams. Fearing prosecution on a sex charge, 
he fled from Germany to Switzerland in 1953, but was 
deported after serving time in a Swiss jail. From 1955 
to 1957, he lived in Hamburg, committing at least seven 
rapes before he was jailed on a robbery charge. A year 
later, in Austria, he assaulted two English tounsts, but 
the women were saved when bystanders intervened. 


Pommerenke killed his first woman in the spring of 
1959, after sitting through a screening of The Ten 
Commandments. Disgusted by scenes of women dancing 
around the golden calf, he decided that females were the 
root of all worldly evil. Exiting the theater intent on 
“teaching them a lesson,” he met 18-year-old Hilde 
Knothe in a nearby park, raped her there, and finished 
his lesson by slashing her throat with a razor. 


On June 1, 1959, Pommerenke assaulted 21-year-old 
Dagmar Klimek on a German train, pushing her off and 
leaping after her, stabbing his victim to death as she lay 
beside the tracks. A week later, he strangled 16-year-old 
Rita Waltersbacher, afterward raping the body. 


While sex remained the root of his problem, Pomme- 
renke also dabbled in other crimes, including burglary 
and robbery, with the latter leading to his ultimate 
arrest. In the summer of 1960, he accidentally left a 
parcel containing his pistol at a local tailor’s shop, and 
the gun was delivered to police, who matched it with 
the bullets fired in a recent. bank robbery. On arrest, 
Pommerenke was charged with ten sex murders, 20 
rapes, and 35 other felonies, all of which he freely 
confessed. 


According to his testimony, racy films made Heinrich 
feel so tense that he “had to do something to a woman.” 
He had initially intended killing seven, but the game got 
out of hand and he could not restrain himself. On 
October 22, 1960, he drew six life terms in prison, 
amounting to a minimum term of 140 years behind 
bars. 


POPOVA, MADAME 


A prolific poisoner who undertook her work as much 
from sympathy as for the minor fees she charged, 
Madame Popova was an advocate of women’s libera- 
tion long before the cause was recognized. A native of 
Samara, Russia, she was so distressed by the travail of 
peasant wives held “captive” by their brutish husbands 
that she volunteered an inexpensive, lethal remedy. For 
thirty years before her ultimate arrest, in March 1909, 
she ran a small disposal service for her female neighbors, 
picking up spare change and executing her commissions 
with dispatch. A client, suddenly remorseful, turned her 
in to the police, and Madame Popova confessed to 
“liberating” some 300 wives in her career. In custody, 
she boasted of the fact that she “did excellent work in 
freeing unhappy wives from their tyrants.” In her own 
defense, Madame Popova told her captors she had never 
killed a woman. Czarist soldiers saved her from a mob 
that sought to burn her at the stake, and she was 
unrepentant as she stood before the firing squad. 


PORTLAND, OR 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


While the search for Seattle’s “Green River Killer” 
was under way, police were distracted by a series of 
unsolved murders at Portland, Oregon, 170 miles to the 
south. No link was ever demonstrated to the Portland 
murderer who claimed four victims — all black women, 
all known prostitutes — between March 1983 and April 
1984, but like his more prolific soul-mate in Seattle, 
Portland’s maniac remains at large. 

The first to die, on March 23, 1983, was 24-year-old 
Essie Jackson, strangled to death by an unknown 
assailant, her nude body dumped on an embankment 
near Overlook Park. Four months later, on July 9, 20- 
year-old Tonja Harry was fished out of the Columbia 
River Slough, the cause of death recorded as asphyxi- 
ation. Angela Anderson, strangled to death at 16, was 
found three days before Christmas, in a vacant house. 
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Nineteen-year-old Vickie Williams, stabbed repeatedly, 
was found in shrubbery near a Portland shopping mall, 
on April 23, 1984. 

At this writing, the series of murders in Portland 
appears to have ended, as suddenly and mysteriously as 
it began. Without a solid lead, authorities can only 
speculate about the killer’s true identity, his motives, and 
the circumstances that compelled him to “retire.” 


POYNER, SYVASKY L. 


A native of Newport News, Virginia, Poyner spent 
most of his adult life in prison. Convicted on two counts 
of burglary in 1981, he was paroled in September 1983, 
residing with an elderly minister while he found work 
in a local fast-food restaurant. Thus far, Syvasky’s 
crimes had all been economic, aimed at reaping easy 
money, but he was about to turn another page on his 
career. Somewhere, along the way, he had acquired a 
taste for blood. 

On January 23, 1984, Joyce Baldwin, 45-year-old 
proprietor of a beauty salon in Hampton, Virginia, was 
found dead behind the counter in her shop, shot once 
in the left side of her head. A week later, in Williams- 
burg, the gunman turned up at Louise Paulett’s motel, 
killing the elderly manager along with her maid, 43- 
year-old Christine Brooks. On January 31, in Newport 
News, Vicki Ripple, age 18, was shot to death on her 
job at a local ice cream parlor. Two days later, again 
in Newport News, police recovered the nude body of 
Carolyn Hedrick from a church parking lot. A candy 
distributor from Hampton, she had been shot once in the 
head, her car and samples stolen by the killer. 

Police determined that all five victims were shot 
during the noon hour, as if their killer had struck on his 
lunch break from work. Carolyn Hedrick’s car was 
recovered on February 3, the candy missing, and a local 
barber provided authorities with the description of a 
suspect who had entered his shop the day of the murder, 
trying to sell a large quantity of candy bars. Traced 
through the description and assorted other bits of 
evidence, Syvasky Poyner was in custody by February 
4. 

Initially charged with capital murder in the Hedrick 
case, Poyner had confessed to all five murders by the 
early days of May. Tried for the Brooks-Paulett murders 
in June, he was convicted on all counts and sentenced 
to die. A week later, waving his right to a jury trial in 
Hampton, Poyner was likewise convicted on nine 
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counts relating to the deaths of Carolyn Hedrick and 
Joyce Baldwin. 


PRINCE, WALTER 


On May 5, 1934, the body of Harriet Shaw, age 21, 
was found concealed in a thicket of shrubbery at Notts, 
near Retford, England. Last seen alive on May 2, the 
victim had been strangled by her assailant. On May 7, 
32-year-old Walter Prince was arrested and charged 
with the crime before a local magistrate. 

At his trial, Prince declared that the murder of Harriet 
Shaw was an act of revenge, committed after she 
infected him with venereal disease. Convicted on June 
18, he was condemned to hang. After hearing the 
sentence pronounced, Prince startled his audience with 
an unexpected declaration. “I want to make a statement 
before I kick off,” he declared, “and you can take it 
down if you want to. In 1928, I should have been strung 
up for the willful murder of Mr. Charles Armstrong, of 
Rusholme, Manchester. I will go for the two of them, 
and not sorry for the last one.” 

Another suspect, George Fratson, had been sentenced 
to hang for the Armstrong murder in July 1930, but he 
was reprieved on appeal. His record was cleared by 
Prince’s confession, and the admitted slayer of two was 
“strung up” on schedule. 


PROSTITUTE MURDERS 
— CANADA 


From April 1985 through summer 1987, five sus- 
pected prostitutes were murdered in the western 
provinces of Canada, their killer unidentified. Author- 
ities are still divided on the question of responsibility, 
and they are even known to disagree about the final 
body-count. In August 1987, the CBS Evening News 
made passing reference to a dozen hookers slain in 
British Columbia, but the record of related cases seems 
to stand at five, with one of those killed in the 
neighboring province of Alberta. 


The first to die, on April Fool’s Day 1985, was 
Pauline Johnson, a former prostitute found murdered at 
Coquitlam, B.C. Twenty months later, in December 
1986, two strippers and suspected prostitutes were killed 
in North Vancouver, bodies dumped together near 
Indian River Road. Coquitlam police admitted they 
were “certainly interested” in apparent connections 


between the murders, but comparison brought them no 
closer to a solution. In January 1987, officers of the 
Royal Canadian Mounted Police visited Seattle, 
Washington, comparing notes on their murders with 
detectives from the “Green River” task force, but again 
the search led nowhere. 


On June 4, 1987, officers in Calgary, Alberta, found 
the naked, decomposed remains of Annette Leger, a 21- 
year-old local prostitute, stuffed in a highway culvert. 
Three weeks later, on June 27, another working girl — 
23-year-old Carol Davis — was murdered and dumped 
in a brushy area outside of Burnaby, B.C. Again, police 
acknowledged “similarities” while stopping short of 
making definite connections in the case. As in the 
troubling “Highway Murders,” some years earlier, these 
crimes remain unsolved today. 


(See also: “Green River Killer’; “Highway 
Murders” — Canada) 


PROSTITUTE MURDERS 
— CONNECTICUT 


Between 1976 and 1978, an unidentified killer 
stalked New Haven, Connecticut, selecting black 
women as his victims, preying chiefly on prostitutes 
working the neighborhood of Chapel Street, a short 
walk from Yale University. Police are hesitant to 
speculate about connections in the several crimes, but 
four of the known victims had records of arrests for 
prostitution, and three were dispatched within a single 
month, reducing the odds of coincidence or separate 
killers at large in the college community. Following the 
death of victim Terry Williams, 23, found nude and shot 
in a motel room, frightened blacks established “soul 
patrols,” with men escorting hookers to their “jobs” and 
standing by to watch for clues. At this writing, neither 
homicide detectives nor private patrols have succeeded 
in naming the killer. 


PROSTITUTE MURDERS 
— FLORIDA 


While L.A.’s “Southside Slayer” was engaged in 
hunting down black prostitutes and strangling or 
stabbing them to death, a similar phenomenon was 
noted in Miami and Dade County, Florida. From early 
1983 through August 1986, an estimated fifteen women 


— young and black, including mostly prostitutes and 
addicts — were dispatched in an area between Miami’s 
Northwest 103rd Street and Northwest 29th, bounded 
on the west by Northwest 7th Avenue, and on the east 
by 37th Avenue. As police spokesmen summed up the 
case, “Several of them were known to associate at places 
where narcotics are used. Several of them are believed 
to be prostitutes.” 


On a single weekend in January 1986, the killer left 
two victims for police, dumping 16-year-old Joyce 
Hamilton in a vacant lot, while 30-year-old Faye Joiner 
was tossed into a canal. By the time victim number 
fifteen — another known prostitute — was discovered 
on August 12, 1986, city and county officers had 
announced plans to cooperate on their investigations of 
the crime wave. Thus far, their combined efforts have 
yielded no viable suspects, no evidence sufficient to 
support indictments. 


PROTOPAPPAS, TONY 


On April 9, 1983, arrest warrants were issued in 
Costa Mesa, California, charging Tony Protopappas, a 
local dentist, with murdering three of his patients over 
the past six months. The warrant set bail at half a 
million dollars, but the amount was reduced to 
$300,000 after Protopappas surrendered on April 12, 
putting up his Laguna Beach home as collateral for the 
bond. 


According to the charges filed against him, Protopap- 
pas had deliberately overdosed three female patients, 
causing their deaths in his office. The first to die, on 
September 30, 1982, was 23-year-old Kim Andreassen, 
an 88-pound dialysis patient whom Protopappas 
injected with nine different anesthetic drugs, during an 
operation to remove her wisdom teeth. Catheryn Jones, 
age 31,.was next, dispatched on February 13, 1983. The 
final victim was 13-year-old Patricia Craven, murdered 
six days later. 


On July 31, 1984, after four months of testimony and 
five days of intense deliberation, a jury convicted 
Protopappas on three counts of second-degree murder. 
Three months later, on October 22, he was sentenced 
to concurrent terms of fifteen years to life on each 
conviction. Summing up the case, the judge said, “It’s 
very difficult and very sad. Dr. Protopappas’s life is 
basically destroyed forever.” 
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PRUDOM, BARRY PETER 


Born out of wedlock in October 1944, Briton Barry 
Prudom was an avid outdoorsman and firearms enthu- 
siast who joined the elite Special Air Service in 1969. 
His subsequent travels abroad — including a camping 
tour of the United States — would later be used in an 
effort to explain his final rampage as inspired by 
“overseas organizations,” but the conspiracy theory will 
not stand close examination. Prudom’s ex-wife 
remembers him as violent and possessive, harboring true 
affection only for his mother and grandparents. 


Prudom was already named in one arrest warrant, for 
wounding, when Constable David Haigh stopped his 
car for a routine traffic check near Harrowgate, in 
Yorkshire, on June 17, 1982. Barry identified himself as 
“Clive Jones,” but gave his true birthdate, and Consta- 
ble Haigh had time to jot the information down — 
along with Prudom’s license number — before Prudom 
whipped out a pistol, killing his victim with one shot to 
the head. 


The car was found abandoned in a field near Leeds, 
its license plate and latent fingerprints identifying 
Prudom as the gunman. Moving swiftly, he turned up 
in Lancashire, invading an old woman’s cottage and 
leaving her bound but unharmed as he fled with some 
cash. At Girton, in Nottinghamshire, he broke into the 
home of George and Sylvia Lockett, seeking more 
money. George tried to defend himself and was killed 
on the spot, his wife crippled by a shot to the head, 
causing permanent brain damage. 


Traveling in the Locketts’ car, Prudom made his way 
to the Dalby Forest region of North Yorkshire. He was 
resting when Constable Kenneth Oliver surprised him, 
and Barry squeezed off seven shots, wounding Oliver in 
the face, arm, and chest. The officer’s life would be 
saved by emergency surgery, but a massive manhunt 
was already underway for the notorious “Cop Killer,” 
police sparing no effort in their bid to run him down. 


Prudom was leaving the post office at Old Malton 
when Constable Michael Woods approached him to 
make the arrest. Unarmed, Woods bolted at the sight of 
Prudom’s gun, but the killer pursued him, dropping 
Woods with three close-range shots as he tried to 
scramble over a nearby wall. Witnesses maintain that 
the final shot was fired while Woods lay helpless on the 
ground at Prudom’s feet. 
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Living off the land, Prudom fashioned himself a 
makeshift shelter in the woods near Malton, Yorkshire, 
emerging from cover on July 3 to hold three members 
of the Johnson family hostage in their Malton home. 
Sitting down to dinner with the family, Prudom called 
it “the Last Supper,” regaling them with a description 
of his crimes while he fed himself. Prudom left the 
Johnsons unharmed, and police were close behind him 
when he returned to his forest hideout on July 4. A 
fierce battle erupted, officers lobbing stun grenades, 
blasting away with rifles and shotguns before silence fell 
over the scene. Inside his lean-to, Prudom was found 
dead from a self-inflicted head wound; he had also 
stopped a shotgun pellet in the forehead, and the 
coroner would count 21 other wounds on his body. A 
jury deliberated for eighteen minutes before ruling his 
death a suicide. 


PUENTE, 
DOROTHEA MONTALVO 


Born in 1959 and raised in an orphanage, Dorothea 
Puente claimed a total of four marriages, from which 
police were able to document two divorces. Her only 
child, a daughter, was put up for adoption at birth, 
finally meeting her mother — whom she described as 
a woman with “no real personality” — in 1986. Eight 
years earlier, Puente had been diagnosed as suffering 
from “chronic undifferentiated schizophrenia,” a 
condition that sometimes produces delusions. Neighbors 
recall her fascination with acting, including boasts of 
non-existent starring roles as “the evil woman” in 
various feature films. On the side, Puente billed herself 
as a “holistic doctor,” but she earned her income, after 
1978, from operation of a boarding house in Sacra- 
mento, California. 


In 1982, Puente was convicted of drugging and 
robbing strangers she met in various taverns, serving two 
and a half years in prison before she returned to her 
rooming house. She spent hours working in the garden, 
and neighbors described her as “very protective of her 
lawn.” As one told reporters, “If somebody walked on 
her lawn, she’d cuss at them in language that would 
make a sailor blush.” 


In 1986, Puente approached social worker Peggy 
Nickerson with an offer of quality lodgings for elderly 
persons on fixed incomes. Referring to Puente as “the 


best the system had to offer,” Nickerson sent her 19 
clients over the next two years, growing concerned 
when some of them dropped out of sight. In May 1988, 
when neighbors complained of a sickly-sweet smell in 
her yard, Puente blamed the aroma on applications of 
“fish emulsion.” “We couldn’t stand it,” one resident 
recalled. “There was a sick smell in the air, and there 
were a lot of flies in the area.” 


On November 7, 1988, police dropped by the 
roor ng house to check on tenant Bert Montoya, last 
seen in August. Briefly satisfied with Puente’s explana- 
tion — that Montoya had gone home to Mexico — 
officers returned with shovels five days later, after Peggy 
Nickerson reported one of her clients as missing. 


The first corpse was unearthed November 11, with 
two more recovered the following day. Puente disap- 
peared that afternoon, before she could be taken into 
custody, and officers kept digging in her absence. By 
November 14, police had seven bodies in hand, and 
tenant John McCauley, 59, was charged as an accom- 
plice in the murders. (He was later freed, for lack of 
evidence.) Detectives shook their heads in wonder as 
they realized that they were only blocks away from 
where another clutch of corpses had been excavated, at 
the home of killer Morris Solomon, in April 1987. 


No more bodies were discovered at the rooming 
house, but officers believed there might be other victims, 
all the same. “We are getting a large number of calls 
from people with relatives who have stayed here,” a 
police spokesman announced. “There are a lot more 
than seven names.” In fact, as many as 25 former 
tenants were missing, and police had no I.D. on any of 
the seven corpses. (At least one had been decapitated, 
feet and hands removed, to prevent identification.) 
Detectives believe Puente murdered her tenants in a 
scheme to obtain their Social Security checks. 


On November 17, Puente was traced to Los Angeles, 
fingered by a new acquaintance she met in a bar. 
Introducing herself as “Donna Johansson,” she dis- 
played an unusual interest in the man’s disability 
income, offering to move in with him and “fix Thanks- 
giving dinner” on short acquaintance. Held without 
bond, she faces indictment on seven counts of murder, 
and the investigation continues. 


By December 10, 1988, Sacramento authorities had 
identified four of the victims unearthed at the Puente 
rooming house. Fingerprints and x-rays indicated that 


the four were 55-year-old Ben Fink, 52-year-old Alvaro 
Montoya, 65-year-old Dorothy Miller, and 65-year-old 
Vera Martin. One male victim and two females from the 
rooming house remain unidentified at this writing, while 
police have added an eighth victim — a middle-aged 
male, found January 1, 1986, in a wooden box beside 
the Sacramento River — to the list of Puente’s victims. 
On December 11, authorities charged 46-year-old 
Ismael Carrasco Florez as an accessory to murder in the 
1986 case, alleging that he built the box and aided 
Puente in disposing of the body. 


PUTT, GEORGE HOWARD 


It may be fairly said that George Putt had two strikes 
against him from the moment of his birth. His father was 
a petty criminal and drifter, frequently away from home 
and brutal to his children when in residence. One of his 
numerous arrests, on June 4, 1946, involved a charge 
of cruelty to a minor; his victim, George — still shy of 
three months old — had been severely beaten with a 
leather strap. 


Putt’s family moved repeatedly throughout the latter 
1940s and the early 1950s. In January 1947, George 
was dropped off with a family friend in Tupelo, 
Mississippi, where he remained, without word from his 
parents, for the next year. In 1954, when both his 
parents went to jail for forgery, Putt and his six siblings 
were sent to live with their grandparents in Richmond, 
Virginia. Putt and an elder brother were arrested in 
November 1957, after shooting out a neighbor’s 
windows with a stolen air rifle. Fed up, his grandparents 
sent George and four of his brothers to a rural orphan’s 
school, where fundamentalist religion was enforced with 
frequent beatings. 


Putt handled discipline poorly. With a brother, 
Clifford, he twice ran away from the school, and was 
rewarded with expulsion on his second failed attempt. 
Returned to the custody of his grandparents, George 
was packed off to the Richmond Home for Boys. 
Kicked in the forehead during a football game, Putt was 
knocked unconscious for “many minutes,” and may 
have sustained permanent damage. In months to come, 
Putt began sleepwalking with his eyes open, suffering 
blackouts that alternated with violent seizures, throwing 
furniture and ripping towel racks from the walls, 
professing amnesia after the fact. 
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The summer after his injury, Richmond police 
arrested George for attacking two young girls, one of 
whom was stripped naked and forced to suck his penis. 
Arrested at his grandparents’ home, he was delivered to 
juvenile authorities. Psychological tests revealed Putt’s 
“morbid preoccupation with blood and gore,” a fact that 
led authorities to consider placing George in a mental 
institution. Terrified by the prospect, he fled from 
custody one night, clad only in his undershorts, teaming 
up with brother Clifford for several days before he was 
recaptured. 


Diagnosed as a “sociopathic personality,” created by 
“almost unbelievable physical and emotional depriva- 
tion,” Putt was ruled fit for trial on a sodomy charge. 
He escaped from custody again, on December 22, 1961; 
two weeks later, he abducted a 30-year-old Richmond 
woman at knifepoint, robbed her of $35, and raped her. 
A warrant was issued for his arrest, but George fled 
Virginia, hoping to locate his father somewhere in 
Mexico. On January 13, 1962, he kidnapped a woman 
from Laredo, Texas, at gunpoint, forcing her to drive 
him out of town, escaping on foot when she deliberately 
crashed her car. 


Two days later, Putt climbed through the window of 
a Laredo apartment, abducting the female tenant by 
threatening to kill her children if she failed to cooperate. 
George was driving the woman out of town in her own 
car when he spotted a police van and crashed, fleeing 
on foot. Captured the next day, as he emerged from a 
local theater, he spent thirteen months in the Webb 
County jail. 


Transferred to the Terrace School, in Laredo, on 
February 28, 1963, Putt escaped in October, was 
recaptured and sent to the more secure Hilltop School, 
where he passed his eighteenth birthday. In June 1964, 
following exposure of his plan to kidnap the school’s 
librarian and escape in her car, Putt was transferred to 
an “adjustment center.” Diagnosed as possessing the 
“earmarks of a psychopath in his makeup,” he was 
shipped on from there to the maximum-security juvenile 
lockup at Gatesville. A 1965 report termed him 
psychotic, but it made no difference in the end; Putt was 
routinely discharged from custody on his twenty-first 
birthday, in 1967. 


Returning to Tupelo, where his grandparents now 
lived, George found work as a hospital orderly. A few 
days later, he was fired for stealing $100 from a nurse’s 
handbag, but he escaped prosecution by repaying the 
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money. From Tupelo, he moved back to his native New 
Orleans, and was there charged with stealing a check- 
book from a room at the Roosevelt Hotel. On May 5, 
1967, he was picked up for pilfering $46 from the till 
of a local cafe, but the owner declined to prosecute 
when his money was recovered from Putt’s stocking. 


In the fall of 1967, Putt married a Mississippi woman, 
insisting on six to eight bouts of intercourse every night, 
although he rarely climaxed. In public, he erupted into 
violent fits of jealousy whenever his wife spoke to 
another man, including co-workers, and by 1968 his 
violence was not confined to his marriage. 


On October 16, 1968, police in Memphis, Tennessee, 
arrested Putt after he forced his way into a black 
woman’s car and began beating her with his fists. 
Settling in Jackson, Mississippi, with his brother 
Clifford and their wives, Putt tried to rape his mother- 
in-law on three separate occasions in early 1969. Police 
believe he committed his first murder in Jackson, 
shortly after the third rape attempt, when a socially- 
prominent bachelor was slain on April 27, 1969. 
Rumored to participate in homosexual affairs, the 
victim was stabbed fifteen times at his home, a short 
distance from the gas station where Putt was employed. 
George was never charged in the crime, but authorities 
remain convinced of his involvement. 


Putt and his. wife moved back to Memphis in the 
summer of 1969, and George launched a one-man reign 
of terror shortly after their arrival. On August 14, Roy 
and Bernalyn Dumas were found dead in their home, 
the woman spread-eagle on her bed, gagged, wrists and 
ankles bound to the bedposts. Both victims had been 
bludgeoned and strangled; Bernalyn Dumas had also 
been raped, her anus and vagina afterward mutilated 
with a pair of surgical scissors. Saliva samples taken at 
the scene revealed a blood type different from that of the 
victims. 


On August 25, Leila Jackson, an 80-year-old widow, 
was found strangled in her home, a nylon stocking tied 
around her neck, genitals mutilated with a butcher knife. 
Four days later, Glenda Harden, 21, was abducted and 
murdered in Riverside Park, stabbed fourteen times as 
she lay helpless, with her hands bound behind her back. 
Discovery of her body on August 30 touched off a panic 
in Memphis, as police scrambled to identify the killer. 


On September 9, an anonymous caller fingered 
George Putt as a suspect in the crimes, but detectives 
were still muddling through other leads two days later, 


when the slayer struck again. Mary Pickens was 
ambushed inside her apartment, returning from work, 
and stabbed nineteen times by a man who wielded his 
knife with desperate speed. Neighbors heard her screams 
and called police, providing officers with the description 
of a young man spotted running from the scene. The 
suspect led patrolmen and civilians on a wild, winding 
chase before two officers ran down George Putt, his 
clothing smeared with blood, and took him into 
custody. Before the day was out, he had confessed to all 
five homicides, and thereby sealed his fate. 


Convicted of the Pickens murder on October 27, 
1970, Putt was sentenced to die, his punishment altered 
to a term of 99 years when the Supreme Court struck 
down the death penalty in 1972. A double conviction 
in the Dumas case, during April 1973, added 398 years 
to his term, making George a local record-holder, with 
accumulated prison time of 497 years. Unable to 
contain his mirth, Putt giggled as the judge pronounced 
his sentence. 


QUINN, JANE 


Awakened by a gunshot in the pre-dawn hours of 
November 2, 1911, John Miller scrambled out of bed 
and rushed to the apartment of his landlord, whence the 
sound had emanated. On arrival at the scene, he found 
John Quinn, the landlord, lying in his bed, blood 
streaming from a fatal bullet wound. According to the 
dead man’s wife, a prowler was responsible, though 
Miller saw no evidence of theft or any struggle. Jane 
Quinn declined to testify at the resulting inquest, and a 
Chicago coroner’s jury deliberated for one hour before 
ordering her arrest on murder charges. 


By that time, on November 10, police had learned a 
thing or two about the lethal Mrs. Quinn. They knew 
about her marriage to Canadian John McDonald, in 
October 1883, and his subsequent death — from 
“alcohol poisoning” — on September 28, 1901. A short 
month later, at Bass Lake, Michigan, the grieving widow 
had married Warren Thorpe — and he had been later 
been shot to death in circumstances similar to those 
surrounding the Chicago case. Another death in bed — 
this time, involving Jane’s own mother — had occurred 
a short time later, in the house once occupied by Warren 
Thorpe. 


The evidence was overwhelming, and Jane Quinn 
was speedily convicted at her trial on murder charges, 


sentenced to a term of life imprisonment. If nothing else, 
the verdict may have spared some future victims from 
the clutches of a bona fide “black widow.” 


QUINTILIANO, MATTHEW 


A 14-year veteran of the Stratford, Connecticut, 
police department, Quintiliano snapped one afternoon 
in May 1975, accosting his wife outside the Bridgeport 
hospital where she worked, shooting her eight times 
with a pistol. Arrested for murder (and fired from his 
job on the force), Quintiliano spent three years in 
custody before a panel of judges found him innocent by 
reason of insanity. After three months of treatment, staff 
psychiatrists ordered his release, describing Quintiliano 
as “no longer a danger to himself or others.” 


Remarried by 1983, Matthew had no more luck with 
his second fling at matrimony that he had the first time 
around. Served with divorce papers on February 11, he 
murdered his wife the next day and was arrested on 
February 16, faced with another count of first-degree 
murder. Held in lieu of $750,000 bond, he was indicted 
and convicted on the charge, confined to prison when 
psychiatrists agreed — this time — that he was sane. 


RAGHAV, RAMAN 


On August 13, 1969, officials in Bombay, India, 
announced that 40-year-old Raman Raghav had been 
sentenced to hang following his conviction of multiple 
murders. According to sketchy reports, the defendant 
openly confessed to slaying forty-one men, women, and 
children, selected at random for the sheer pleasure of 
killing. 


RAMIREZ, RICHARD 


Los Angeles is the serial murder capital of the world. 
It takes a special “twist” to capture headlines in a city 
where, by autumn 1983, five random slayers were 
reportedly at large and acting independently of one 
another. In the summer months of 1985, reporters found 
their twist and filled front pages with reports of the 
sinister “Night Stalker,” a sadistic home-invader with a 
preference for unlocked windows and a taste for savage 
mutilation. As the story broke, the Stalker had three 
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weeks of freedom left, but he was bent on making every 
moment count, and he would claim a minimum of 16 
lives before the bitter end. 


Unrecognized, the terror had begun a full year earlier, 
with the murder of a 79-year-old woman at her home 
in suburban Glassell Park, in June 1984. Police lifted 
fingerprints from a window screen at the site, but 
without a suspect the clue led them nowhere. 


By February 1985, police had two more murders on 
their hands, but they were keeping details to themselves. 
They saw no link, at first, with the abduction of a six- 
year-old Montebello girl, snatched from a bus stop near 
her school and carried away in a laundry bag, sexually 
abused before she was dropped off in Silver Lake on 
February 25. Two weeks later, on March 11, a nine- 
year-old girl was kidnapped from her bedroom in 
Monterey Park, raped by her abductor, and dumped in 
Elysian Park. 


The Stalker reverted from child molestation to 
murder on March 17, shooting 34-year-old Dayle 
Okazaki to death in her Rosemead condominium, 
wounding roommate Maria Hernandez before he fled. 
Hernandez provided police with their first description of 
a long-faced intruder, notable for his curly hair, bulging 
eyes, and wide-spaced, rotting teeth. 


Another victim on March 17 was 30-year-old Tsa 
Lian Yu, ambushed near her home in Monterey Park, 
dragged from her car and shot several times by the 
attacker. She was pronounced dead the following day, 
and her killer celebrated his new score by abducting an 
Eagle Rock girl from her home on the night of March 
20, sexually abusing her before he let her go. 


The action moved to Whittier on March 27, with 64- 
year-old Vincent Zazzara beaten to death in his home. 
Zazzara’s wife, 44-year-old Maxine, was fatally stabbed 
in the same attack, her eyes carved out and carried from 
the house by her assailant. The Zazzaras had been dead 
two days before their bodies were discovered, on March 
29, and homicide detectives launched a futile search for 
clues. 


On May 14, 65-year-old William Doi was shot in the 
head by a man who invaded his home, in Monterey 
Park. Dying, he staggered to the telephone and dialed 
an emergency number before he collapsed, thus saving 
his wife from a lethal assault by the Stalker. Two weeks 
later, on May 29, 84-year-old Mabel Bell and her 
invalid sister, 81-year-old Florence Lang, were savagely 
beaten in their Monrovia home. The Stalker paused to 
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ink Satanic pentagrams on Bell’s body, drawing more 
on the walls before he departed. Found by a gardener 
on June 2, Lang would survive her injuries, but Mable 
Bell was pronounced dead on July 15. 


In the meantime, the Night Stalker seemed intent on 
running up his score. On June 27, 32-year-old Patty 
Higgins was killed in her home at Arcadia, her throat 
slashed, and 77-year-old Mary Cannon was slain in 
identical style, less than two miles away, on July 2. Five 
days later, 61-year-old Joyce Nelson was beaten to 
death at her home, in Monterey Park. The killer struck 
twice on July 20, first invading a Sun Valley home 
where he killed 32-year-old Chainarong Khovanath, 
beating and raping the dead man’s wife, battering their 
eight-year-old son before escaping with $30,000 worth 
of cash and jewelry. A short time later, Max Kneiding, 
69, and his wife Lela, 66, were shot to death in their 
home, in Glendale. 


Police were still maintaining silence on the subject of 
their latest maniac-at-large, but they began to feel the 
heat on August 6, after 38-year-old Christopher 
Petersen and his wife Virginia, 27, were critically 
wounded by gunshots in their Northridge home. 
Descriptions matched the Stalker, and he struck again 
on August 8, shooting 35-year-old Elyas Abowath dead 
in his Diamond Bar home, brutally beating the victim’s 
wife. That night, authorities announced their manhunt 
for a killer linked with half a dozen recent homicides, 
a toll that nearly tripled in the next three weeks, with 
fresh assaults and new evaluation of outstanding cases. 


On August 17, the Stalker deserted his normal 
hunting ground, gunning down 66-year-old Peter Pan at 
his home in San Francisco. Pan’s wife was shot and 
beaten, but she managed to survive her wounds, 
identifying suspect sketches of the homicidal prowler. 


By August 22, police had credited the Stalker with a 
total of 14 murders in California. Three weeks later, in 
Mission Viejo, he wounded 29-year-old Bill Carns with 
a shot to the head, then raped his fiancee before escaping 
in a stolen car. The vehicle was recovered on August 28, 
complete with a clear set of fingerprints belonging to 
Richard Ramirez, a 25-year-old drifter from Texas 
whose L.A. rap sheet included numerous arrests for 
traffic and drug violations. Acquaintances described 
Ramirez as an ardent Satanist and long-time drug 
abuser, obsessed with the mock-Satanic rock band AC/ 
DC. According to reports, Ramirez had adopted one of 
the group’s songs — “Night Prowler” — as his personal 
anthem, playing it repeatedly, sometimes for hours on 
end. 


An all-points bulletin was issued for Ramirez on 
August 30, his mug shots broadcast on TV, and he was 
captured by civilians in East Los Angeles the following 
day, mobbed and beaten as he tried to steal a car. Police 
arrived in time to save his life, and by September 29, 
Ramirez was facing a total of 68 felony charges, 
including 14 counts of murder and 22 counts of sexual 
assault. (One of the murder counts was dropped prior 
to trial, but eight new felonies — including two more 
rapes and one attempted murder — were added to the 
list in December 1985). 


A sister of Ramirez told the press he wanted to plead 
guilty, a desire reportedly frustrated by his attorneys, but 
the suspect made no public display of repentance. 
Sporting a pentagram on the palm of one hand, Ramirez 
waved to photographers and shouted “Hail Satan!” 
during a preliminary court appearance. Back in jail, he 
told a fellow inmate, “I’ve killed 20 people, man. I love 
all that blood.” Jury selection in the case began on July 
22, 1988, with Ramirez convicted of 13 murders and 30 
felonies on September 20,1989. 


RAND, ANDRE 


Born Andre Rashan, in 1943, the “Pied Piper of 
Staten Island” employed various pseudonyms to cover 
his movements and criminal activities through the years. 
Between 1966 and ’68, using the last name “Bruchette,” 
he worked as a physical therapy aide at New York’s 
Willowbrook State School — later renamed the Staten 
Island Development Center. On May 5, 1969, he was 
arrested in the South Bronx for kidnapping and 
attempting to rape a nine-year-old girl. Pleading guilty 
to a lesser charge of sexual abuse, he served sixteen 
months in prison, winning parole in January 1972. Back 
on the street, Rashan legally changed his name to 
“Rand,” logging three more arrests by the end of the 
decade for “minor” offenses, including burglary. 


Along the way, his name was linked with disappear- 
ances of several children. Rand was working as a painter 
at a South Beach, Staten Island, apartment house when 
five-year-old Alice Pereira vanished from one of the flats 
in 1972, but officers were short on solid evidence 
required for an indictment. Nine years later, in July 
1981, Rand was hauled in for questioning in the 
disappearance of seven-year-old Holly Hughes, from 
Port Richmond, and once more he was released for lack 
of evidence. 


On January 9, 1983, Rand collected eleven children 
from West Brighton, loaded them into a van, and set off 
on a five-hour jaunt into Newark, neglecting to ask 
parental permission. They spent the day eating ham- 
burgers and watching planes land at Newark airport, 
and while none of the children were harmed, Rand was 
arrested on charges of unlawful imprisonment, con- 
victed in March and sentenced to ten months in jail. He 
was back on the street by August, listed as a suspect 
when ten-year-old Tiahese Jackson vanished on Staten 
Island. 


No trace of the three missing girls had been found by 
July 9, 1987, when 12-year-old Jennifer Schweizer 
disappeared from her home at Westerleigh. A victim of 
Downe’s syndrome, Jennifer was traced to the grounds 
of the deserted Staten Island Development Center, 
where Rand had been living for several years in a 
makeshift shelter of his own design. Witnesses reported 
seeing Rand with Jennifer the day she disappeared, and 
after some preliminary questions, he was charged with 
her kidnapping on August 4, held without bail pending 
a psychiatric evaluation. Eight days later, Schweizer’s 
body was unearthed from a shallow grave, within sight 
of Rand’s lean-to, and a charge of murder in the first 
degree was added to his file. 


RATH, THOMAS 


On October 30, 1981, 18-year-old Britta Schilling 
vanished while hitchhiking home from a disco near 
Bremen, in West Germany. Her naked, ravaged body — 
bearing 27 stab wounds and the marks of torture prior 
to death — was found November 6, discarded on the 
Devil’s Moor, a hundred-square-mile area of marshland 
north of Bremen. 


Three days after Schilling’s body was recovered, a 17- 
year-old girl was thumbing her way home from school 
when a young, handsome man picked her up. Instead 
of dropping her at home, he drove her to the moors, 
where she was raped and turned out naked in the marsh, 
her clothing scattered on the road to delay a report of 
the crime. Police saw a pattern forming on December 
3, when a 20-year-old woman was raped in similar 
fashion, and they began reexamining the Schilling case, 
for possible connections. Heike Schnier, age 20, was 
reported missing when she failed to show for work in 
Bremen, on February 9, 1982, and her body — stabbed 
36 times — was recovered from the Devil’s Moor on 
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March 24. On May 22, 18-year-old Angele Marks 
disappeared while thumbing rides in Bremen; seven 
months would pass before her skeletal remains were 
found, together with her clothes and handbag, on the 
moors. 


The killer switched back to simple rape in July, 
assaulting two more teenaged girls before he dropped 
out of sight for nearly a year. On June 6, 1983, he 
abducted a 17-year-old at knifepoint, forcing her to 
perform oral sex before she was released. 


Twenty-year-old Martina Volkmann was hitchhiking 
from Vahr, a Bremen suburb, to Hamburg when she met 
her killer on December 26, 1983. Her body was found 
the same day, stabbed more than 100 times, with traces 
of semen found in her mouth. On January 4, 1984, the 
stalker abducted another teenage victim, forcing her to 
fellate him, and he repeated the process with a 20-year- 
old a month later. The victim selected on March 8, an 
18-year-old, proved more clever. Requesting a smoke 
before sex, she mashed the lit cigarette in her attacker’s 
face and leaped from the car, memorizing his license 
number as the rapist drove away. Police traced the 
plates to 24-year-old Thomas Rath, a noncommissioned 
officer in the West German army, and he confessed after 
brief interrogation. Rath was sentenced to life imprison- 
ment on April 26, 1985, with a provision for psychiatric 
therapy in jail. 


REES, MELVIN DAVID 


A Maryland native, born in 1933, Rees attended the 
state university at age 20, dropping out before gradua- 
tion to pursue a career in music. On March 12, 1955, 
he was arrested on charges of assaulting a 36-year-old 
woman, dragging her into his car when she refused to 
enter voluntarily, but the case was dropped when his 
victim refused to press charges. Melvin’s friends ignored 
the incident, if they were even conscious of it, viewing 
Rees as mild-mannered and intelligent, a talented artist 
who played the piano, guitar, clarinet and saxophone 
with equal skill. He had a taste for modern jazz, and his 
employment often took him on the road. 


On June 26, 1957, Margaret Harold was parked with 
her date — a young army sergeant — on a lonely lover’s 
lane near Annapolis, Maryland, when a green Chrysler 
pulled up in front of their car. A tall, thin-faced man 
approached, identified himself as the property’s care- 
taker, then produced a gun and climbed into the back 
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seat. He demanded money from the couple, shooting 
Margaret in the head when she indignantly refused. Her 
date escaped on foot and called police, returning with 
an escort to discover that her body had been raped in 
death. 


Nearby, the search team found a building made of 
cinder blocks, a basement window broken, and they 
crept inside. The inner walls were covered with a mix 
of pornographic photos and morgue shots of dead 
women; the only “normal” photo was a college 
yearbook picture that depicted Wanda Tipton, a 1955 
graduate from the University of Maryland. Under 
questioning, she denied knowing anyone who fit the 
killer’s description. 


On January 11, 1959, a family of four disappeared 
while out for a drive near Apple Grove, Virginia. A 
relative found their abandoned car later that day, but no 
trace remained of Carroll Jackson, his wife Mildred, or 
their two daughters, five-year-old Susan and 18-month- 
old Janet. While police were beating the bushes in vain, 
a young couple reported that they had been forced off 
the road by an old blue Chevy that morning. The 
strange driver had climbed out, approaching their car, 
at which time they made good their escape. 


Two months later, on March 4, Carroll Jackson’s 
body was discovered by two men whose car had bogged 
down in the mud near Fredericksburg, Virginia. 
Homicide detectives found the victim’s hands bound 
with a necktie, a single bullet in his head. When they 
removed his body from the roadside ditch, another 
corpse was found beneath it. Janet Jackson had been 
thrown into the ditch alive and literally suffocated by 
her father’s weight. 


On March 21, hunters stumbled across a grave site in 
Maryland, not far from the spot where Margaret Harold 
was murdered in 1957. The bodies of Mildred and 
Susan Jackson were unearthed by investigators, both 
bearing signs of sexual assault and savage beatings with 
a blunt instrument. A stocking was knotted around 
Mildred’s neck, but she had not been strangled, police 
speculating that the tourniquet had been applied to 
coerce her participation in oral sex. A quarter-mile 
away, manhunters found a run-down shack with “fresh” 
tire tracks outside, a button from Mildred Jackson’s 
dress lying on the floor within. 


The case was still unsolved in May, when homicide 
detectives received an anonymous letter from Norfolk, 
naming Rees as the killer. A background search revealed 


his link to the University of Maryland — and a former 
close relationship with Wanda Tipton — but solid 
evidence was scarce, and no one seemed to know the 
traveling musician’s whereabouts. In early 1960, the 
anonymous informant came forward with a recent letter 
from Rees, describing his latest job at a music store in 
West Memphis, Arkansas. FBI agents made the collar, 
and a search of the Rees home in Hyattsville turned up 
an instrument case with a pistol inside, plus various 
notes describing assorted sadistic acts. One such was 
clipped to a newspaper photo of Mildred Jackson. It 
read, in part: “Caught on a lonely road... Drove to a 
select area and killed husband and baby. Now the 
mother and daughter were all mine ...” 


Maryland officers finally linked Rees to four other 
sex-slayings. Schoolgirls Mary Shomette, 16, and Ann 
Ryan, 14, had each been raped and killed in College 
Park, near the University of Maryland, while 18-year- 
old Mary Fellers and 16-year-old Shelby Venable had 
been fished out of area rivers. Rees was not indicted in 
their deaths, but prosecutors felt they had enough to 
keep him off the streets, regardless. Convicted of 
Margaret Harold’s murder, in Baltimore, Rees was 
sentenced to life imprisonment, then handed over to 
Virginia authorities for trial. Upon conviction of 
multiple murder in that state, he was sentenced to death 
and executed in 1961. 


RELDAN, ROBERT R. 


Between August 1974 and November 1975, residents 
of northern New Jersey were alarmed by a series of 
random, brutal homicides that claimed the lives of eight 
young women, perpetrated by a man who liked to pick 
his victims off in pairs. He would resort to solitary 
targets in a pinch, however, and he kept authorities off- 
balance by continually altering his methods — suffoca- 
tion, strangulation, gunshots — on a whim. 


The first to die were 17-year-old Mary Pryor and 16- 
year-old Lorraine Kelly, reported missing from North 
Bergen on August 10, 1974. The girls were last seen on 
August 9, when they left Pryor’s home to do some 
shopping, and police believe they were hitchhiking 
when they met their killer that afternoon. Their bodies, 
raped and smothered, were recovered from a wooded 
area near Montvale, four days later. 


On December 13, 1974, 14-year-old Doreen Car- 
lucci and 15-year-old Joanne Delardo vanished from a 


church youth center in Woodbridge, their bodies 
discovered two weeks later, in Manalapan Township. 
Beaten and strangled, one victim was completely nude 
when found, the other dressed only in shoes and a 
sweater. The killer’s garrote, an electrical extension 
cord, was knotted tight around Carlucci’s neck. 


The first solitary victim, 26-year-old Susan Reynes, 
disappeared from her home in Haworth, New Jersey, on 
October 6, 1975. Eight days later, in Demarest, 22-year- 
old Susan Reeve vanished without a trace on the short 
walk home from her bus stop, after work. Both were still 
missing when 15-year-olds Denise Evans and Carolyn 
Hedgepeth disappeared from home in Wilmington, 
Delaware, on October 24, their bodies — shot 
execution-style — recovered in Salem County, New 
Jersey, the following day. On October 27 and 28, the 
remains of victims Reynes and Reeve were found, seven 
miles apart, in a wooded region of Rockland County, 
New York, just north of the New Jersey state line. 
Searchers were led to one corpse by an arrow, scratched 
on a highway embankment above the name “Reeve.” 
Autopsies revealed that both women were strangled. 


On October 31, 1975, police arrested 35-year-old 
Robert Reldan in Closter, New Jersey, on a charge of 
attempted burglary. A resident of Tenafly, Reldan was 
convicted of raping a woman at Teaneck, in 1967, 
serving three years in prison before he was paroled. Five 
months later, in 1971, he assaulted another woman in 
a hospital parking lot, pulling a knife on her moments 
after his latest therapy session. Convicted a second time, 
he emerged as a “model graduate” of Rahway prison’s 
rehabilitation program for sex offenders. Authorities 
were sO impressed with Reldan’s progress that they 
chose him for a television interview with David Frost, 
aired shortly before his parole in May 1975. 


Held without bond on the burglary charge, Reldan 
was questioned about the murders of Reeve and Reynes, 
but on November 2, homicide detectives publicly 
announced that he was “not considered a suspect” in the 
slayings. They had changed their tune by January 1986, 
but another full year elapsed before Reldan’s indictment 
on two counts of murder, in January 1977. Four 
months later, on April 21, he was charged with plotting 
to arrange the deaths of a wealthy aunt and her 
boyfriend, hoping to expedite a hoped-for inheritance. 
A Bergen County detective, posing as a hit man, twice 
visited Reldan at Trenton state prison, where he was 
serving three years on the burglary charge, and their 
conversations were secretly recorded as evidence. 
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Convicted of conspiracy in June 1978, Reldan drew a 
term of 20 to 50 years in prison, but the worst was yet 
to come. 


Reldan’s first murder trial ended with a hung jury, in 
June 1979, and a retrial was scheduled for October. On 
October 15, Reldan used a smuggled key to unlock his 
handcuffs, sprayed his guards with chemical Mace, and 
escaped from the courthouse in Hackensack. He was 
recaptured hours later, at a hospital in Tuxedo, New 
York, after crashing his stolen getaway car into a ditch. 
The trial resumed next day, despite the anonymous 
mailing of $100 bribes to several jurors, and Reldan was 
convicted of two murders on October 17. He remains 
a suspect in six other homicides, although no further 
charges have been filed. 


RENCZI, VERA 


Born to affluent parents at Bucharest, in the early 
1900s, Vera Renczi had already displayed a precocious 
interest in sex by age ten, when her family moved to 
Berkerekul. At age 15, she was found in the dormitory 
of a boy’s school at midnight, and Vera afterward 
eloped with several lovers, coming home each time 
when she grew bored with their attentions. It was fine 
for Vera to desert a paramour, but none must ever try 
to turn the tables, as she had begun to demonstrate 
possessiveness that bordered on the pathological. 


Vera’s first husband was a wealthy businessman, 
many years her senior, and she bore a son before he 
disappeared one day, without a trace. Declaring that her 
man had left without a word of explanation, Vera 
passed a year in mourning, finally reporting “news” of 
her husband’s recent death in a car crash. 


Vera soon remarried, to a younger man, but he was 
flagrantly unfaithful, vanishing a few months later on 
what Vera described as “a long journey.” Another year 
passed before she announced the receipt of a letter, 
penned by her spouse, declaring his intent of leaving her 
forever. 


Vera Renczi would not wed again, but she had many 
lovers — 32 in all — as years went by. They never 
seemed to stay around for long, and none were ever seen 
again once they “abandoned” Vera, but she always had 
an explanation for her neighbors.... and another lover 
waiting in the wings. Police became involved when 
Vera’s latest was reported missing by the wife he left at 
home; a search of Renczi’s basement turned up 35 zinc 
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coffins, with the bodies of her missing husbands, son, 
and lovers tucked away inside. 


Detained on murder charges, Vera made a full 
confession, stating that she killed her husbands and her 
lovers off with arsenic when they began to stray, 
sometimes arranging for a romantic “last supper” to 
climax a tryst. Her son’s demise had been a different 
story, brought about by threats of blackmail when he 
stumbled on the basement crypt by accident. Some 
evenings, Vera said, she liked to sit among the coffins 
in an armchair and enjoy the company of her adoring 
beaus. Convicted on the basis of her own confession, 
Vera drew a term of life and subsequently died in prison. 


RHOADES, 
PAUL EZRA 


An Idaho native, born in 1957, Rhoades boasted a 
record of small-time arrests dating from age 21. In May 
1978, he was charged with refusal to disperse, and grand 
theft charges were filed against him six months later, the 
latter count dismissed prior to trial. A new charge of 
refusal to disperse was lodged in March 1982, and June 
of that year saw him booked for petty theft. Rhoades 
was arrested for driving without a license in June 1985 
and again in March 1986, but more serious charges of 
burglary were dismissed in January 1986. So far, he had 
been lucky, but police were only chipping at the apex 
of a lethal iceberg. 


If the authorities are right in their suspicions, Rhoades 
began-his hunt for human prey in the adjoining state of 
Utah, gunning down 16-year-old Christine Gallegos, in 
Salt Lake City, during May 1985. Eleven months later, 
20-year-old Carla Maxwell was shot to death in the 
robbery of a Layton, Utah, convenience store. Lisa 
Strong, age 25, was the third Utah victim, blasted on a 
Salt Lake City street in May 1986. 


On February 27, 1987, Stacy Baldwin, 21, was 
kidnapped from her job at a convenience store in 
Blackfoot, Idaho, shot dead and dumped outside the city 
limits. Officers saw no connection four days later, when 
a 19-year-old college co-ed was abducted, robbed, and 
raped in Rexburg, but the links would show, in time. On 
March 16, 20-year-old Nolan Haddon was fatally 
wounded in the robbery of an Idaho Falls convenience 
store. Three days later, Susan Michelbacher, a 34-year- 
old schoolteacher, vanished en route to her classes in 


Idaho Falls. She was discovered, shot to death outside 
of town, March 21. 


Paul Rhoades, meanwhile, had fled the city in his 
mother’s car, the vehicle reported to police as stolen. He 
was picked up in Elko, Nevada, on March 25, after a 
traffic accident led to identification of the missing car. 
Ballistics tests matched a confiscated revolver to the 
three deaths in Idaho, and warrants were issued 
charging Rhoades with murder, kidnapping, robbery, 
rape, and “an infamous crime against nature.” The 
courts ruled out an insanity plea in November 1987, and 
Rhoades was held over for trial on the outstanding 
charges. 


RICHARDSON, 
CARL S. 


A juvenile delinquent with a history of escapes from 
detention facilities in Washington, D.C., 17-year-old 
Carl Richardson was finally charged as an adult in the 
murders of three victims slain after various flights from 
custody. Confined at Oak Hill, the capital’s maximum- 
security jail for children, Richardson broke out three 
times between February and September 1987. On 
August 14 of that year, he shot and wounded three 
persons during the robbery of a motel in Prince George’s 
County, Maryland, killing another victim two days later. 
Returned to Oak Hill as an escapee, he broke out again 
on September 27, launching a new rampage of violence. 
On October 7, he shot and killed 32-year-old Michael 
Goodwin, a Washington motorist, moving on to Prince 
George’s County where he committed another murder 
the same day. Held without bond by Maryland author- 
ities on October 16, he was indicted on three counts of 
first-degree murder, plus three counts of assault with 
intent to kill, in the August 14 robbery. 


RIJKE, SJEF 


Sjef Rijke seemed to have no luck at all with women. 
During January 1971, his 18-year-old fiancee, Willy 
Maas, experienced a week of racking stomach pains that 
climaxed in her death. The symptoms seemed to 
coincide with food poisoning, though friends and 
relatives could never be precise about the suspect dish. 
At Willy’s funeral, in Utrecht, Holland, Sjef was visibly 
distraught. 


His period of mourning was abbreviated by engage- 
ment to a female friend of several years, young Mientje 


Manders. Near the end of March, Sjef’s second fiancee 
complained of nagging stomach pains that quickly 
proved debilitating. Rijke sat beside her bed and held 
her hand, tears streaming down his face when Manders 
died on Apmil 2. 


The authorities in Utrecht were concerned about the 
strange “coincidence,” but Rijke seemed to have no 
motive for eliminating his fiancees. Flying in the face of 
grief, Sjef married only three weeks after Mientje’s 
death. It was another star-crossed union, marred by 
Riyke’s pathological jealousy; he quarreled bitterly with 
18-year-old Maria, prompting her to leave him, filing 
for divorce six weeks after the wedding. Curious 
detectives asked about her health, and they discovered 
that Maria had been subject to repeated stomach aches 
throughout her short-lived marriage; change of domicile 
had cured the problem overnight. 


A short time later, Sjef acquired a live-in lover who, 
in turn, began to suffer stomach problems. These were 
dutifully reported to her mother, who inquired about 
her diet. Sjef, the older woman learned, ate everything 
her daughter did, and seemed to feel no ill effects. It was 
discovered that his latest paramour was fond of eating 
peanut butter as a snack, between their normal meals, 
and samples from the jar were found to have a strange, 
metallic taste. Delivered to a chemist for analysis, the 
peanut butter was discovered to be laced with rat 
poison. 


Still lacking any motive, homicide investigators 
searched for other suspects, grilling Rijke’s cleaning 
lady. The investigation soon focused on Sjef, after a 
local merchant recalled selling him several boxes of 
poison in recent months. Under close questioning, Rike 
broke down and confessed his crimes, describing the 
sadistic pleasure he obtained from watching women 
suffer. It was never his intention, he explained, to kill his 
fiancees; he simply loved to see them squirm. 


Found legally sane by court psychiatrists, Rijke was 
_ tried for the murder of Willy Maas in January 1972. 
Upon conviction, he was sentenced to a double term of 
life imprisonment. 


ROBBERY MURDERS 
— NEW YORK CITY 


On February 23, 1980, New York police announced 
the arrests of 20-year-old Michael McFarlane, 19-year- 
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old William Jackson, and 19-year-old Thomas Aikens, 
on charges of killing five persons and wounding a sixth 
in Manhattan, during a two-week string of petty 
robberies. Authorities also suspected the trio of six more 
murders, in the Bronx, committed since mid-January. 


The reign of terror, in what prosecutors called “a very 
extraordinary case,” began on January 21, when Miguel 
Rivera and his son, 15-year-old Freddie, were shot to 
death in a Bronx jewelry store. Eleven days later, sales 
clerk Mi Cho was killed in another jewelry store holdup, 
co-worker Kim Woon injured by flying bullets. On 
February 11, the gunmen invaded a storefront attorney’s 
office in Harlem, killing Marvin Jawitz and Edward 
McCoy, wounding McCoy’s niece — policewoman 
Mary Bembry — with a shot to the face. Two days later, 
Fernando Pagan was killed and Gerardo Lorenzo was 
wounded in a Broadway haberdashery. Action shifted 
back to the Bronx on February 18, with Herberto 
Mercado, William Perez, and Luis Rodriguez fatally 
wounded in another jewelry store. The following day, 
Fahmishah Qandri was shot and killed in a Manhattan 
clothing store. 


On February 22, officers found McFarlane and 
Aikens loitering outside an apartment building, where a 
male victim named Palen had just been shot to death. 
The suspects ran in opposite directions at the sight of 
uniforms, but they were swiftly captured and disarmed. 
William Jackson was picked up next morning, and by 
February 29, six more murder charges had been filed in 
the Bronx. On July 30, 1980, Jackson pled guilty on 
four counts of second-degree murder and three counts 
of first-degree murder, drawing multiple concurrent 
terms of 25 years to life. His two accomplices were 
subsequently convicted and sentenced to similar terms. 


ROBERTS, DAVID JAMES 


A native of Perth Amboy, New Jersey, born in 
January 1944, Roberts logged his first adult arrest at age 
22. Preying on women in Gary and Crown Point, 
Indiana, he had raped and robbed at least two victims, 
leaving them locked in the trunks of their cars, before 
police picked him up. Conviction on reduced charges of 
armed robbery earned him a twelve-year sentence in the 
state reformatory, where Roberts took part in a bloody 
1969 riot. Listed as one of the 46 wounded, he carried 
scars from knife and bullet wounds sustained in the 
melee. After serving half his sentence, Roberts was 
paroled on December 12, 1972. 
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Eight months later, he purchased a set of new tires 
from a White River, Indiana, shop and drove off 
without paying. Manager Bill Patrick signed a complaint 
against his elusive customer, but Roberts was still at 
large on the night of January 20, 1974, when he 
dropped by Patrick’s home with cans of gasoline in 
hand. Smoke inhalation was listed as the cause of death 
for Patrick, his wife Ann, and their year-old daughter 
Heidi. 


Indicted on triple murder charges in March 1974, 
Roberts was held without bond until September 17, 
when a sympathetic judge set bail at $10,000. 
Undaunted by the prospect of a death sentence, Roberts 
reverted to type in early November, abducting a 19- 
year-old Indianapolis woman, raping her twice before 
leaving her locked in the trunk of her car. The victim’s 
six-month-old son was abandoned in some nearby 
woods, where he died of exposure during the night. 


Roberts was armed with a pistol when police picked 
him up on new felony charges, and this time there 
would be no bail. Convicted on four counts of murder, 
with additional charges of kidnapping, arson, and rape, 
the defendant was sentenced to die. Subsequent commu- 
tation of his sentence left Roberts facing six terms of life 
imprisonment, but the killer had no intention of serving 
his time. 


In October 1986, Roberts complained of breathing 
difficulties, requesting a medical examination. Returning 
from a local hospital on October 24, he drew a gun on 
his escorts, handcuffed both officers, and drove them to 
Hammond, Indiana, where they escaped after Roberts 
stopped to make a phone call. (Both officers were 
subsequently disciplined for negligence in handling their 
prisoner; one of the guards confessed to trafficking in 
contraband for prisoners and was summarily dismissed.) 


Federal warrants charged Roberts with unlawful 
flight to avoid confinement, his name reaching the “Ten 
Most Wanted” list on April 27, 1987, but the fugitive 
was nowhere to be found. On February 7, 1988, his case 
was profiled on the first edition of a new television 
program, “America’s Most Wanted.” By February 11, 
at least 75 callers had identified Roberts as one “Robert 
Lord”, director of a shelter for homeless men on Staten 
Island, New York. Federal agents arrested Roberts on 
the job, from which he had been earning $18,000 
yearly, and he was returned to Indiana for completion 
of his sentence. 


ROBINSON, ALONZO 


Born to poverty in Cleveland, Mississippi, Robinson 
was arrested by hometown authorities in 1918, on 
charges of mailing obscene letters to local women. He 
escaped from custody en route to jail, and made his 
getaway despite a bullet in the shoulder. Eight years 
later, when decapitated women’s bodies started turning 
up around Michigan City, police suspected Robinson — 
alias “James Coyner” — of multiple murder. Four 
severed heads were found at a house he once occupied, 
in Ferndale, Michigan, but Robinson had moved on by 
that time, convicted and sentenced to prison for grave- 
robbing in Indiana. Interrogated by Michigan authori- 
ties in jail, Robinson played dumb, and the existing 
evidence proved insufficient to support a murder charge. 


Paroled in July 1934, Robinson — as “Coyner” — 
returned to Cleveland, Mississippi, and picked up his old 
hobby of writing obscene letters. One was mailed to an 
Indianapolis woman, the incorrect address identical to 
a recent misprint in an Indianapolis newspaper. Postal 
inspectors were still scouring the paper’s subscription list 
when Robinson claimed two more victims, close to 
home. 


On December 8, 1934, Aurelius Turner and his wife 
were shot to death in Cleveland, the woman’s body 
mutilated with chunks of flesh sliced off and carried 
away by the killer. A month later, federal authorities 
traced poison-pen artist “James Coyner” to a post office 
box in Shaw, Mississippi, and officers were waiting 
when he came to get his mail on January 12, 1935. 
Robinson went for his .38, but the deputies were faster, 
and he surrendered in the face of superior firepower. A 
search of his pockets and lodgings revealed more 
obscene letters, a packet of human hair in Turner’s 
color, and strips of human flesh, salted and cured like 
beef jerky. 


In custody, Robinson freely confessed to the murders; 
he also admitted ownership of the heads found in 
Michigan, but claimed they were trophies secured 
during various grave-robbing expeditions. The prisoner 
offered no motive for his actions, but as the local 
newspaper proclaimed, Robinson “admitted that he was 
a sex pervert, which is considered to be the underlying 
cause for the crime.” 


ROGERS, DAVID KEITH 


A navy veteran and father of two, born in 1947, 
Rogers moved to Bakersfield, California, at age 30, 
finding employment with the Kern County Sheriff's 
Department a year later. He spent five years on beats 
where prostitutes were numerous, and he was fired 
March 22, 1983, for taking nude photographs of a 
hooker in a local cemetery. On appeal, the state Civil 
Service Commission reduced his punishment to a 15- 
day suspension, and Rogers returned to duty in June 
1983. (The prostitute in question failed to appear at this 
hearing, and she has not been seen since.) Assigned to 
the county jail, Rogers was accused of beating up an 
inmate in April 1984, but the charges were ultimately 
dismissed. He returned to active patrol in June 1986. 


On February 21 of that year, the bullet-riddled body 
of Jeanine Benintende, a 21-year-old Los Angeles 
prostitute was fished out of a canal near Lamont, in 
Kern County. The fatal bullets were identified as .38- 
caliber hollow-points, often used by police, and the 
same weapon was identified a year later, on February 
8, 1987, when Tracy Clark, a pregnant 15-year-old 
hooker, was found in the same canal. 


Arrested five days later, after background investiga- 
tion revealed his “unusual interest” in prostitutes, 
Rogers admitted owning the murder weapon, reported 
stolen from a local tavern in 1982. Large quantities of 
pornography were discovered in Rogers’s home, and 
detectives learned that he had once taken his teenage son 
on a tour of hooker-infested streets, to teach the boy that 
prostitutes were “scumbags.” Prosecutors declared that 
the missing 1983 witness was “very much on the list” 
of potential victims, but Rogers was finally charged with 
two counts of homicide. Convicted on one count each 
of second-degree murder (Benintende) and first-degree 
(Clark), Rogers was sentenced to die on the latter 
charge. 


ROGERS, DAYTON LEROY 


The youngest of three children, Rogers was born in 
Moscow, Idaho, in 1954. His parents moved frequently, 
adopting four more children along the way, and Rogers 
turned to petty juvenile crime after losing his favored 
place as the baby of the family. In seventh grade, he was 
arrested for shooting a BB gun at passing cars, but 
serious violence was postponed until his late teens, with 
females singled out as his victims of preference. 
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On August 25, 1972, Rogers drove his 15-year-old 
girlfriend into the woods near Eugene, Oregon, for a 
sexual interlude, and wound up stabbing her in the 
abdomen with a hunting knife, telling her, “I just 
couldn’t trust you anymore.” Instantly remorseful, he 
first proposed marriage, then drove her to the hospital, 
where police were summoned. Pleading guilty to 
second-degree assault in February 1973, Rogers was 
sentenced to four years probation. 


A year after his first escapade, on August 1, 1973, 
Rogers attacked two 15-year-old girls with a pop bottle, 
drawing charges of second- and third-degree assault. He 
was acquitted by reason of mental disease or defect — 
the Oregon equivalent of insanity — and was commit- 
ted to a state hospital, winning release on December 12, 
1974. In January 1976, he was indicted for first-degree 
rape in Clackamas County, but a jury found him 
innocent in May. While still awaiting trial, on February 
24, he raped one high school girl and threatened another 
with a knife, apologizing afterward as if, in the words 
of one victim, “it was all some kind of game.” Rogers 
pled innocent by reason of mental defect, and in August 
he was convicted on a reduced charge of coercion, 
drawing the five-year maximum jail term. The prosec- 
utor referred to Rogers as “a murder case looking for 
a place to happen,” but he still won parole after 17 
months, hauled back for another ten on charges of 
parole violation. 


In the predawn hours of August 7, 1987, Rogers was 
found in a Portland parking lot, crouching over the 
nude, mutilated body of prostitute Jennifer Smith. 
Witnesses gave chase at speeds topping 100 mph, 
recording his license number and a description of his 
pickup truck before Rogers gave them the slip. Arresting 
him at home, police found bloodstains in his truck, 
along with latent fingerprints from Smith. Witnesses 
fingered Rogers as the slasher, and several other 
prostitutes came forward, volunteering tales of brutal 
sex and torture at knifepoint, spanning the past year. 


On August 31, with Rogers safe in jail, a woman’s 
decomposing body was discovered on a sprawling 
timber farm near Molalla, in Clackamas County. 
Deputies were summoned, and by sundown on Sep- 
tember 1, remains of four more victims were discovered. 
The body-count hit seven by September 5, each victim 
killed by multiple stab wounds, their nude bodies 
bearing the marks of torture and mutilation. The six 
identified victims included: Lisa Mock, age 23, a 
Portland prostitute and addict missing since July; 
another Portland junkie, 26-year-old Maureen Hodges, 
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who vanished around the same time; Christine Adams, 
35, also of Portland; 26-year-old Nondace Cervantes, 
from Tempe, Arizona; Portland high school student 
Reatha Gayles, 16; and 21-year-old Cynthia DeVore, 
also from Portland. 


A prime suspect in all seven murders, Rogers escaped 
indictment on grounds of insufficient evidence. Charged 
in the murder of Jennifer Smith, he went to trial in 
January 1988, with a lame plea of justifiable homicide. 
According to Rogers, Smith had disrobed before pulling 
a knife and attempting to rob him, thus compelling him 
to stab her eleven times in “self-defense.” Jurors 
convicted him of aggravated murder on February 20, 
and Rogers was sentenced to life imprisonment, with a 
minimum of 30 years to serve before consideration for 
parole. 


ROSS, MICHAEL B. 


Michael Ross 


Born in Brooklyn, Connecticut, where his parents ran 
an egg farm, Ross concentrated on animal science in 
high school, moving on to Cornell University in 1977 
and earning his bachelor’s degree in 1981. After 
graduation, he worked briefly at an egg farm near 
Columbus, Ohio, but Ross had trouble keeping his mind 
on the chickens. Bicycling through LaSalle City, Illinois, 
on September 28, 1981, he kidnapped a 16-year-old girl 


and dragged her into the woods, gagging her with a 
handkerchief and belt before police arrived. Charged 
with unlawful restraint, Ross pled guilty the following 
day and paid a $500 fine, drawing two years probation 
before he returned to Connecticut. 


On January 5, 1982, 17-year-old Tammy Williams 
disappeared in Brooklyn, while walking home from her 
boyfriend’s house in broad daylight. Ross was not 
suspected in the case, but he had reason to be fearful, 
all the same. In February, he found employment at 
another Ohio egg farm, living peacefully for nearly three 
months before his next clash with the law. 


On April 26, Ross turned up at a rural home in 
Licking County, asking to borrow a flashlight. His car 
had broken down, he said, and when Ross came to 
return the light, he also asked to use the telephone. 
Inside the house, he tried to choke his female benefactor 
— an off-duty policewoman — but she fought him off 
and gave a clear description to authorities, resulting in 
his swift arrest. Bailed out by his parents on May 11, 
Ross was sent home to Connecticut for 60 days of 
psychiatric study. 


On June 15, 1982, Debra Taylor was riding with her 
husband when they ran out of gas near Danielson, 
Connecticut. They split up to find a filling station, and 
Debra disappeared, her skeletal remains discovered by 
a jogger on October 30. In the meantime, Michael Ross 
pled guilty to assault charges in Ohio, on August 4, 
paying a $1,000 fine and serving four months in jail 
before his release, on December 22. 


In May 1983, Ross was hired by a Connecticut 
insurance company, his application falsely denying any 
criminal convictions, and his work record was satisfac- 
tory until early November. On November 16, 19-year- 
old Robin Stravinsky was reported missing in Norwich, 
Connecticut, her body found by joggers a week later, 
near a local hospital. Ross’s employer was pleased to 
note an improvement in Michael’s work through 
December and January, but by March 1984, the young 
man seemed to be entering another unexplained slump. 


On April 22 — Easter Sunday — 14-year-old 
neighbors Leslie Shelley and April Brunais disappeared 
from Griswold, Connecticut, en route to a friend’s 
house. Two months later, on June 13, Wendy Bari- 
beault vanished in Lisbon, on a short walk to the 
neighborhood store. Her body, raped and strangled, was 
found on June 15, and witnesses recalled seeing a blue 
sub-compact car near the scene. 


Police began working their way through a computer 
listing of 2,000 sub-compact drivers, and they caught up 
with Ross on June 28. He swiftly confessed to the 
Baribeault murder, then directed authorities to a rural 
dump site, where the bodies of Leslie Shelley and April 
Brunais were recovered. On June 30, officers followed 
Ross’s directions to the shallow grave of Tammy 
Williams, and by July 5 he was charged in a total of 
six homicides. Guilty pleas in the murders of Williams 
and Debra Taylor earned Ross a sentence of 120 years 
imprisonment. Convicted of four other slayings on June 
26, 1987, he was sentenced to death ten days later. 


ROWLAND, 
WALTER GRAHAM 


On October 20, 1946, Olive Balchin, age 40, was 
found dead at a World War II bomb site in Manchester, 
England, her skull crushed with a hammer left at the 
scene. Descriptions of a suspect seen with the woman 
led authorities to Rowland, whose criminal record 
included a prior conviction for child-murder. At his 
trial, Rowland was convicted of the slaying despite a 
confession from Liverpool jail inmate David John 
Ware. Sentenced to die, Rowland was hanged at 
Strangways prison on February 27, 1947. Ware, his 
would-be benefactor, was confined to an asylum in 
1951, after trying to murder another woman. 


ROZIER, ROBERT 


A star football player at UC Berkeley, Rozier was 
drafted by the St. Louis Cardinals but quit the team after 
playing two games as a pro. He moved on to the 
Canadian Football League, then signed up briefly with 
the Oakland Raiders, but his will to win had disap- 
peared somewhere along the way. Cut from the squad, 
Rozier drifted around the country for several years 
before joining the black-supremacist Hebrew Israelite 
sect in 1981. The cult had been founded a year earlier, 
by Eulon Mitchell, Jr. — alias Yahweh ben Yahweh — 
who billed himself as the son of God incarnate. As a 
new recruit, Rozier adopted the name of “Neriah 
Israel.” 

Trouble was already dogging Rozier’s footsteps, with 


Canadian authorities investigating $50,000 worth of bad 
checks passed in his CFL days, but the worst was yet 
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to come. In 1981, the Yaweh sect was linked with the 
murder of two ex-members in Florida, and cultists were 
suspected of firebombing homes in Delray Beach, after 
residents clashed with Yaweh recruiters. By 1986, 
authorities estimated that there were 300 active cult 
members in Miami and Dade County, with other groups 
springing up nationwide. 


In November 1986, Rozier was arrested on multiple 
murder charges in Miami, linked with the October 30 
shooting deaths of Rudolph Broussard and Anthony 
Brown. (Rozier listed his age as “404 years” on the 
arrest report.) The victims had staunchly resisted cult 
efforts to take over their apartment complex, but other 
crimes charged against Rozier had no such obvious 
motives. Detectives reported that Rozier’s fingerprints 
had been found at the scene of two random murders 
where transients were killed, their ears sliced off, and 
press releases linked him with at least five murders in 
Miami and environs. At this writing, authorities in St. 
Louis and New York City are studying Rozier’s possible 
involvement in other unsolved homicides. He has been 
sentenced to 22 years in Florida. 


RUDLOFF, FRITZ 


A fiftyish native of Walterhausen, in East Germany, 
Rudloff was a registered nurse, known for his kindly 
demeanor, who “took real pride in healing the sick.” 
Unknown to his acquaintances, however, Rudloff 
harbored lethal resentment toward licensed physicians 
more qualified than himself... and against one physician 
in particular. 


In early 1954, the stuffy chief surgeon at Walterhaus- 
en’s Municipal Hospital discovered Rudloffs love affair 
with a female nurse on staff, confronting them with a 
demand that they decide between romance and their 
employment. Rudloff grudgingly agreed, but in the next 
few weeks, three of the surgeon’s patients died in the 
aftermath of routine surgery, the cause of death 
unspecified, their remains cremated as a matter of 
course. 


That August, Rudloff huddled with the wife of a 
recuperating patient, requesting her telephone number 
as a hedge against post-operative difficulties. When she 
informed him that her husband would be discharged 
soon, the nurse replied, “You never know.” This time, 
the patient’s sudden death produced demands for an 
investigation, and lethal traces of arsenic were found by 
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the autopsy surgeon. Under questioning by police, 
Rudloff confessed to four counts of homicide and was 
sentenced to die on the guillotine in October 1954. 


RUTRELL, MARTIN 


A child of New York City, born in 1955, Rutrell was 
15 years old when he joined accomplice L.L. Thomp- 
son, 20, in a five-week murder tour of Dixie. Driven by 
racism and a thirst for “adventure,” the black gunmen 
shot and wounded three white college students in 
Durham, North Carolina, on April 15, 1970, rolling on 
from there to murder another Caucasian, J.J. Bowles, at 
Fort Lauderdale, Florida, on May 3. On May 14, in 
Boca Raton, they commandeered a car with two white 
co-eds on the campus of Florida Atlantic University, 
shooting both victims to death and dumping their 
corpses in some nearby woods. Six days later, in 
Hardeeville, South Carolina, they murdered the white 
owner of a roadside vegetable stand, wounding his clerk 
before the young man returned fire, killing Thompson 
on the spot. 


A police roadblock stopped the fugitive vehicle forty 
miles north of the crime scene, and Martin was arrested, 
along with another black New Yorker, 17-year-old Ben 
Chaney, Jr. Both were charged with various slayings in 
the crime spree, and Chaney was convicted of the 
Nardeeville murder on November 24, despite claims he 
was “mentally disturbed” by his brother’s death, six 
years earlier, at the hands of the Ku Klux Klan. Rutrell 
was convicted of murder in South Carolina and 
sentenced to prison, with trials pending on other felony 
charges in North Carolina and Florida. 


RUZICKA, JAMES 


In and out of juvenile facilities and prisons from the 
age of nine, James Ruzicka was the product of an 
abusive home who compounded his problem with abuse 
of LSD, cocaine, mescaline and heroin. He first 
practiced bestiality as a child, soon progressing to the 
molestation of young girls. In 1973, at age 23, he was 
convicted of raping two Washington women at knife- 
point. Pronounced a sexual psychopath by the court, he 
received a ten-year prison sentence, suspended on 
condition that he join a sex-offender rehabilitation 
program at Western State Hospital, near Tacoma. 


Ruzicka jumped at the chance to escape prison time, 
and soon advanced to the position of trusty, escorting 
other patients to their work stations outside the 
hospital’s maximum-security wing. Administrators 
thought enough of Ruzicka to grant him a 48-hour 
furlough, from which he never returned. Making tracks 
for Seattle, the fugitive moved in with his ex-wife and 
her new husband, living rent-free for a time before 
striking off on his own. 


In the four weeks after his flight from Tacoma, 
Ruzicka murdered two girls in Seattle. Nancy King- 
hammer, 16, and Penny Haddenham, 14, were both 
abducted from their homes by night, with Penny’s 
corpse recovered first. Investigators found her hanging 
from a tree, just off the West Seattle Expressway; an 
autopsy determined that she had been raped, then 
strangled, before her body was strung up. 


Nancy Kinghammer surfaced a month later, her half- 
naked body concealed beneath trash in a vacant lot used 
as a dumping ground. Some towels were wrapped 
around the decomposing corpse; together with a knife, 
found near the scene, they would be traced by homicide 
detectives to the home of Ruzicka’s ex-wife. 


By that time, Ruzicka had been arrested in Beaverton, 
Oregon, for the brutal rape of a 13-year-old girl. “I 
asked her if she wanted to ball,” he told police, “and she 
didn’t say ‘no,’ so I figured she wouldn’t mind.” 
Sentenced to prison on that charge, Ruzicka later 
confessed to the murders in Washington and was 
extradited for trial. Convicted on all counts, he received 
two consecutive life terms, to be served following 
completion of his Oregon sentence. (Authorities in 
Oregon have reportedly ordered a series of hormone 
injections for Ruzicka, designed to reduce his libido.) 


SACH, AMELIA 
and WALTERS, ANNIE 


English born in 1873, Amelia Sach appeared to be a 
kindly soul who doted over children. So concerned was 
she about their welfare, that she opened up a “nursing 
home” in East Finchley, London, catering to unwed 
mothers in their hour of need. Sach’s clients were 
recruited through an advertisement in the papers. 


ACCOUCHEMENT: Before and during, 
skilled nursing. Home comforts. Baby can 
remain. 


That final sentence was the clincher, with Amelia 
promising to make arrangements for “adoption”... if an 
extra fee of twenty-five or fifty pounds was paid. In fact, 
the infants were delivered to her simple-minded 
sidekick, Annie Walters, for disposal, generally dis- 
patched with chlorodyne, their tiny corpses cast off in 
the Thames or buried in convenient garbage dumps. 


In 1902, Amelia gave Walters the child of an unwed 
mother named Galley, instructing her to dispose of the 
baby as always. Ignoring the order, Annie took the 
infant home “for company,” surprising her landlord 
(who was also a policeman). Walters explained that she 
was keeping the child as a favor to some friends, who 
lived in Kensington, but she appeared confused. While 
chatting with the landlord’s wife, Annie referred to the 
baby as “a dear little girl,” but the landlady, having 
recently changed the child’s diaper, knew it to be a boy. 


When Annie’s tiny roommate died, a few days later, 
inconvenient questions were defrayed in deference to 
her grief. The tears seemed real enough, but two months 
later she produced another infant, this one also dying 
“accidentally” in its sleep. Interrogation of their suspect 
led detectives to the nursing home, and both women 
were sentenced to die on conviction of multiple 
murders. 


As their hangman, H.A. Pierrepoint, noted in his 
diary: “These two women were baby farmers of the 
worst kind and were both repulsive in type. They had 
literally to be carried to the scaffold and protested to the 
end against their sentences.” 


ST. LOUIS, MO 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


In the fall of 1974, St. Louis authorities were baffled 
by two double murders in the space of thirteen days, 
committed under nearly-identical circumstances, 
defying the best efforts of local homicide detectives. On 
October 28, manager Frederick Gent and clerk Todd 
Friedman were abducted from a local electronics store, 
their absence reported when a customer found the shop 
empty that morning. A small amount of cash was 
evidently missing, but a larger sum was left behind, and 
valuable items in the shop were not disturbed. 


On November 10, pharmacist Bernard Grossman and 
his sales clerk, 18-year-old Susan Psaris, were snatched 
from Grossman’s drugstore, shot to death execution- 
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style on a nearby football field. Once more, aside from 
an apparent petty theft of cash — with larger sums 
ignored — there seemed to be no evidence of robbery, 
and Grossman’s stock of drugs was left untouched. 
Police referred to “common threads” between the 
double murder and the previous abduction, but they 
hesitate to link the cases publicly. The case remains 
unsolved today, at least one killer still at large. 


SALEM, OR 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


The Pacific Northwest has produced a disproportion- 
ate number of serial killers in recent years, and several 
have managed to escape detection, remaining at large 
despite the best efforts of state and local law enforce- 
ment. One such predator was active in the area of 
Salem, Oregon, from February 1981 through March 
1983, claiming at least six lives in a two-year period. 


The first to die was 21-year-old Terry Monroe, 
reported missing on February 13, 1981, after she left a 
Salem tavern “to get some air” and never returned. Her 
body was discarded in the nearby Willamette River, 
recovered by searchers more than a month later. 


Sherry Eyerly, 18, was delivering pizzas in Salem on 
July 4, 1982, when she vanished en route to a caller’s 
fictitious address. Her delivery van was found aban- 
doned, but her body has not been recovered. A suspect 
in the case committed suicide after preliminary interro- 
gation, but police are now uncertain of his guilt. 


Four weeks later, on July 31, nine-year-old Danielle 
Good disappeared from her bedroom, at home, without 
signs of a struggle. Her skeleton was found, along with 
some of her clothes, by a farmer near Scio, Oregon, on 
February 14, 1983. 


On November 22, 1982, 27-year-old Patricia Logan- 
bill was shot and killed at the Salem veterinary clinic 
where she worked. An autopsy revealed that Loganbill 
was pregnant when she died. Some fifteen weeks 
elapsed before the final outrage, on March 8, 1983, 
when 32-year-old Laurel Wilson and her nine-year-old 
daughter, Erika, were shot to death in their beds, at 
home, by an unknown intruder. 


Without a suspect, the authorities refuse to speculate 
on positive connections in the series, but investigators 
from Seattle have ruled out involvement by the elusive 
“Green River Killer,” since none of the Salem victims 
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were prostitutes. Likewise, Salem’s “open” cases are 
supposed to have no link to William Smith, convicted 
of other local murders during the same period. 


SAN ANTONIO, TX 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


In 1984 and ‘85, San Antonio taxi drivers were 
terrorized by the murder of one cabbie and the disap- 
pearance of two others over an eight-month period. 
Driver Pete Lozano was killed in his cab during 
November 1984, and the unknown assailant was still at 
large when 68-year-old Julio Villanueva was reported 
missing on June 17, 1985. His privately-owned cab was 
found in a Brooksville, Florida, parking lot on July 4, 
and two days later, searchers acting on a self-styled 
psychic’s tip recovered Villanueva’s missing briefcase. In 
the meantime, driver Luis Salazar, age 32, had last been 
seen in San Antonio on the night of July 5, reported 
missing by his girlfriend two days later. At this writing, 
no trace of the missing taxi drivers has been discovered, 
and the identity of their assailant remains a mystery. 


SAN DIEGO, CA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


In August 1988, authorities from Washington and 
San Diego issued an announcement that at least ten 
unsolved murders, logged since June of 1985, were 
“definitely” linked with other homicides committed 
near Seattle and Tacoma by the elusive “Green River 
Killer.” One detective referred to the connection as 
“common knowledge,” and some investigators placed 
the body-count a good deal higher. Lt. Bill Baxter, head 
of the San Diego Sheriff's Homicide Department, 
declared that at least ten — and no more than twelve 
— women had been murdered by one man over the past 
three years. Detective Tom Streed, leading the investi- 
gation, was inclined to think the killer’s death toll might 
have reached eighteen. Whatever their opinion, all 
concerned agreed upon ten victims in the case. 


The first to die had been 22-year-old Donna Gentile, 
last seen alive on June 22, 1985. Her naked, strangled 
body was recovered three days later, in the neighbor- 
hood of Mount Laguna, rocks and gravel packed inside 
her mouth and throat. 


The second victim was a young “Jane Doe,” her 
body badly decomposed when hikers found it near a 


rural creek, head lodged beneath a tree limb, on July 22, 
1986. Nearby, authorities found clothing and a wedding 
ring believed to be the victim’s, but the evidence has not 
provided any clue to her identity. 


Theresa Brewer, 26 years old, was next to face the 
killer’s wrath. Bound in a fetal position and “probably 
strangled,” her body was found on August 3, 1986, 
identified three days later from a comparison of dental 
records. 

On April 23, 1987, a group of illegal immigrants 
discovered the nude, decomposing remains of Rosmarie 
Ritter, age 29. Despite a ruling of death due to 
methamphetamine poisoning, she is listed as one of the 
murderer’s “definite” victims. Two months later, on 
June 22, 32-year-old Anna Varela was found in Pine 
Valley, by joggers who nearly stumbled over her naked, 
strangled corpse. 


Sally Moorman-Field, a 19-year-old prostitute and 
drug abuser, joined the list on September 20, 1987, 
stripped and strangled prior to her discovery by 
bicyclists. The cause of death was undetermined five 
days later, when the decomposed remains of Sara 
Gedalecia, a 36-year-old transient, were discovered at 
Alpine. Likewise, on October 19, the authorities could 
list no cause of death for 24-year-old Diana Moffitt, but 
dismemberment of her skeleton placed her on the 
victims list. 


Another “Jane Doe” victim, found at Rancho 
Bernardo on April 13, 1988, had been dead for a week 
when her body was discovered, the cause of death once 
again undetermined. Melissa Sandoval, a 20-year-old 
junkie prostitute, was last seen alive on May 21, 
climbing into the car of an unidentified “trick.” Her 
strangled body was recovered eight days later, within 
thirty yards of the previous dump site at Rancho 
Bernardo. 


At this writing, police appear no closer to solution of 
the homicides in Washington or San Diego County. If 
their statements on a link between the crimes are 
accurate, the nomadic “Green River” killer may hold a 
new record for American serial murders, with a 
minimum toll of 56 known victims. 


[See also: “Green River Killer”] 


SANTO, ANTHONY 


A triple killer by the tender age of fourteen years, 
Santo was jailed in Norwood, Massachusetts, during 


June 1908. Authorities from Brooklyn questioned him 
about the deaths of two young brothers, James and 
Frank Marino, murdered three months earlier, and 
Santo readily confessed. A jack knife had been used on 
Frank, while James was beaten with a rock. 


A sidelight of the questioning was Santo’s startling 
confession to another homicide in Dedham, Massachu- 
setts. Young Louise Staula was found dead in a field, on 
May 11, but the case had baffled local officers before 
they spoke with Santo. “When I saw her,” he said, “I 
had a mad spell. I struck the girl once. Then I picked 
up a rock and she jumped when I threw it. When I 
struck her with the rock she fell. I thought she was dead. 
I started to pray to help her and make her get better.” 


The interrogation solved three crimes, but it would 
not result in Santo being sent to jail. According to 
investigators, recent illness had affected Santo’s mind, 
and he was found incompetent for trial, confined to an 
asylum for the criminally insane. 


SAPP, JOHN 


By age 32, drifter John Sapp had spent the better part 
of two decades confined to state and county institutions. 
Following the disappearance of a girlfriend, 24-year-old 
Elizabeth Duarte, in 1981, Sapp was imprisoned for two 
years on a charge of burning her home. The lady was 
still missing five years later, and in May 1986 Sapp was 
arrested again, this time charged with her murder and 
those of two other persons. 


Prosecutors named Sapp’s first known victims as 
John Abono, 22, reported missing from his Concord, 
California, home in 1975. Another Concord victim, 
Robert Weber, 35, had been abducted, shot, and 
dumped in Colusa County, where his bullet-riddled 
body was recovered during August 1985. Sapp’s arrest 
was precipitated by the discovery of a human skeleton 
in Butte County, during April 1986, believed to be the 
last remains of Sapp’s elderly mother. No one had seen 
67-year-old Geraldine Sapp since her son moved in with 
her, some time in 1985. 


Sapp denied the murder of his mother, while confess- 
ing knowledge of her death. She had been killed by 
someone else, he said, and Sapp had finished off her 
slayer as a gesture of familial respect. As May of 1986 
wore on, authorities in Butte and Contra Costa Counties 
were examining more sites where Sapp reported 
planting corpses of his nameless victims. 
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SARMENTO, WILLIAM 


On November 4, 1987, nine-year-old Frankie Barnes 
was reported missing when he failed to return from a 
neighborhood bike ride in Providence, Rhode Island. 
His bicycle was found two weeks later, concealed in tall 
grass near an abandoned brewery, less than a half-mile 
from his home. 


A month later, on December 14, six-year-old Jason 
Wolf vanished in Providence, after his mother sent him 
out to retrieve the daily mail. Teenagers found his body 
on December 21, two miles from home, discarded in 
some brush near Mashapaug Pond. An autopsy revealed 
the cause of death as blows to the head, inflicted with 
a blunt instrument. Police were still puzzling over the 
case five days later, when they received an anonymous 
note in the mail. It read: 


You will find the little boy by a wooden 
cross near Tongue Pond. I didn’t want to do 
it. Satan ordered me to. I hope you will kill 
me, cops, because I don’t know why I killed 
the children. 


Following the note’s instructions, searchers found 
Frankie Barnes on the northern shoreline of Tongue 
Pond, his body gashed by multiple stab wounds. An 
examination of the envelope revealed faint impressions 
of a man’s name, followed by the phrase: “Catch me if 
you can, ha, ha, ha.” Police called on the suspect, and 
he suggested his name might have been used by an 
enemy, William Sarmento, who had recently tried to 
seduce the man’s girlfriend. 


Police were familiar with the 21-year-old Sarmento. 
In 1985, he pled guilty to assaulting a neighborhood dog 
catcher and was sentenced to one year’s probation. 
Three days later, he was picked up again, on charges of 
assault with a dangerous weapon, and he served 20 days 
in jail for violating his probation. Residents of Frankie 
Barnes’s neighborhood recalled seeing Sarmento in the 
vicinity, and investigation disclosed that Sarmento was 
a childhood acquaintance of Jason Wolf's mother. 


Detectives held a press conference on December 29, 
1987, naming Sarmento as their primary suspect in two 
murders. Later that day, he was seen ducking into a 
cellar and police were summoned to make the arrest. 
Held without bond pending psychiatric evaluation, 
Sarmento is rumored to have confessed to both 
homicides. 
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SCHAEFER, GARY 


A Vermont native and member of the fundamentalist 
Christadelphian Church, Schaefer first ran afoul of 
authority while serving in the Navy. Charged with arson 
and possession of illegal drugs, he responded with an 
insanity plea, but the Navy psychiatrists found him 
competent for trial. On discharge, he succeeded in 
convincing friends and relatives of his normality, but 
violent sexual obsessions simmered just below the 
surface of his quiet personality, the pressure mounting 
toward a detonation point. 


In 1979, Schaefer kidnapped, raped and murdered 
13-year-old Sherry Nastasia, whose family lived in a 
Springfield apartment complex managed by Schaefer’s 
brother. Theresa Fenton suffered an identical fate in 
1981, but 17-year-old Deana Buxton survived an attack 
in Brattleboro, during 1982. Her description focused 
police attention on Schaefer, but hard evidence was still 
lacking in early 1983, when the killer struck again. 


On April 9 of that year, Schaefer abducted young 
Catherine Richards in Springfield, driving her to a 
remote location where she was forced to fellate him 
before he crushed her skull with a stone. The body was 
discovered at noon on April 10, and eyewitness 
descriptions of Catherine’s abductor matched those of 
Deana Buxton’s assailant the previous year. Police were 
working their way up to an arrest in September 1983, 
when the last victim’s mother penned an open letter to 
Schaefer, accusing him of murder and challenging him 
to confess his sins, in accordance with the precepts of 
his church. 


It was the final straw, and Schaefer cracked in 
custody, confessing on two counts of murder (Fenton 
and Richards), plus the rape of Deana Buxton. In 
December 1983, he pled guilty to kidnapping, sexual 
assault, and second-degree murder in the Richards case, 
with charges dismissed in the Fenton murder as part of 
a plea bargain. A month later, Schaefer was sentenced 
to a term of 30 years to life, his time to be served at the 
federal penitentiary in Leavenworth, Kansas. 


SCHAEFER, 
GIRARD JOHN 


A homicidal ex-policeman from Oakland Park, 
Florida, dubbed the “Sex Beast” by local newsmen, 


Schaefer was theoretically linked with the murders of at 
least 20 persons after the jewelry, teeth, and clothing of 
several victims were recovered from the trunk of his 
automobile. The public defender’s office was unable to 
prevent Schaefer’s conviction and imprisonment on 
first-degree murder charges, but the killer took it in 
stride. When Schaefer’s wife divorced him and became 
engaged to his defense attorney, he gave the couple his 
blessing, requesting that the same lawyer continue to 
handle his case through forthcoming appeals. 


SCHMID, 
CHARLES HOWARD 


Born in Tucson in 1942, Schmid was the pampered 
only child of parents who ran a local rest home, 
indulging their son’s every whim on the side. A 
pathological braggart and liar, he wore cowboy boots 
stuffed with paper and crushed beer cans to increase his 
small stature, explaining the resultant limp as an injury 
sustained while fighting members of the Mafia. On 
graduation from high school, Schmid began dyeing his 
hair jet black, applied layers of cosmetics, and designed 
a phony mole to make his face “look meaner.” In spite 
of his bizarre appearance, he became a hero to a quasi- 
cult of disaffected local youth, with various teenage girls 
competing for his affection. 


Boozing it up with friends Mary French and John 
Saunders on the night of May 31, 1964, Schmid 
suddenly announced, “I want to kill a girl tonight. I 
think I can get away with it.” His chosen victim was 15- 
year-old Alleen Rowe, lured from home to a stretch of 
desert near the local golf course, where Schmid raped 
her, beat her to death with a stone, and planted her 
corpse in a shallow grave. 


Over the next year, Schmid became romantically 
involved with Gretchen Fritz, a possessive 17-year-old 
whose clinging ways eventually grated on Schmid’s 
nerves. On the night of August 11, 1965, Schmid 
strangled Gretchen and her sister, 13-year-old Wendy 
Fritz, at his home, afterward dumping their bodies in the 
desert. Unable to contain himself, he boasted of the 
crime to friend Richard Bruns, driving Bruns out to look 
at the bodies, enlisting his help for a hasty burial. 


The murders were an open secret, shared by scores 
of Tucson teens, but no one notified police or parents. 
Schmid was questioned by a pair of hoodlum types, 
allegedly employed to find the missing sisters, but he 


claimed that they had run away to California. Backing 
up his story, Schmid drove to San Diego, where he was 
arrested for impersonating an FBI agent, “questioning” 
girls at the beach. Back home in Tucson, Schmid was 
married in September, proposing to his 15-year-old 
bride after a blind date, but his facade was cracking, his 
behavior growing even more erratic. Richard Bruns 
believed his own girlfriend might be Schmid’s next 
target, and he finally phoned the police on November 
11, leading to Schmid ‘s arrest. 


Exposure of the crimes stunned Tucson, with revela- 
tions of teenage drinking, drug abuse and sex, plus 
dabbling in the occult. Dubbed the “Pied Piper of 
Tucson,” Schmid was sentenced to die for killing the 
Fritz sisters; a guilty plea to second-degree murder in the 
case of Alleen Rowe earned him a sentence of 50 years 
to life. The death sentence was commuted to life 
imprisonment six years later, when the US Supreme 
Court declared capital punishment unconstitutional. 


On November 11, 1972, Schmid escaped from prison 
in the company of tnple-murderer Raymond Hudgens. 
The fugitives held four hostages at a ranch near Tempe, 
then split up, and both were recaptured within days. On 
March 20, 1975, Schmid was stabbed 20 times in a 
prison brawl, and he died from his wounds ten days 
later. 


SCHULTZ, ? 


A tantalizing case from Germany is that of 50-year- 
old Schultz, a cabman in the neighborhood of Spandau. 
On December 2, 1920, local homicide investigators 
publicly announced that Schultz had been arrested on 
eleven counts of homicide. His crimes, recounted for 
detectives by the suspect’s wife, were said to span a 
quarter-century and more, including women, men, and 
children on his list of victims. In 1894, he had allegedly 
dispatched an eight-year-old for no apparent reason, but 
the murder of a child was not his first offense; “some 
years before” the slaying, Schultz had killed his wife’s 
two brothers, threatening her life repeatedly to guaran- 
tee that she would not reveal his crimes. By 1920, pangs 
of guilt outweighed the woman’s fear, and she 
approached police in Spandau with her story, leading to 
her husband’s ultimate conviction and execution. 
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SCIERI, ANTOINETTE 


Little is known of Antoinette Scieri’s early life, aside 
from the fact that she was born in Italy and emigrated 
to France as a child. In the early days of World War 
I, she worked at a casualty clearing station in Doullens, 
there beginning a long life of crime. She stole cash and 
jewelry from the wounded, also forging signatures on 
letters to their families, requesting money through the 
mail. Jailed for the theft of an officer’s paybook in 1915, 
she was released the following year. 


Celebrating her freedom, Antoinette married an 
Italian soldier named Salmon, bearing him two children 
before he discovered her flagrant infidelity and left her 
flat. Next, she took up with an alcoholic brute named 
Joseph Rossignol, who beat her regularly. Several times 
she had him jailed on charges of assault, but they were 
always reconciled. She bore another child, outside of 
wedlock, and in 1920 they moved to the village of St. 
Gilles, in southern France. Billing herself as “Nurse 
Scieri,” Antoinette began shopping for elderly patients 
who needed her care... at a price. 


With Nurse Scieri on the scene, St. Gilles experienced 
a rash of sudden deaths among the elderly and ailing. 
Antoinette lost five patients before the murder machine 
hit high gear, in December 1924, and from that point 
there was no turning back. On December 11, a 58-year- 
old spinster named Drouard died in Scieri’s care. 
Christmas Eve saw the death of Madame Lachapelle, 
her final convulsions ascribed to “ptomaine poisoning.” 
When Lachapelle’s husband collapsed two days later, 
Antoinette blamed a heart attack, and a friendly 
physician agreed. 


Joe Rossignol welcomed the new year in typical 
fashion, mauling his common-law wife in a drunken 
rage, but this time he had gone too far. When Antoinette 
served up a bowl of mussels, Rossignol consumed them 
greedily — and died two hours later. According to the 
testimony at her trial, Scieri watched his death throes, 
then went out to celebrate her freedom with a drunken 


orgy. 


Nurse Scieri’s next patients were Marie Martin, 67, 
and her sister, Madame Doyer. When Antoinette 
prepared a pot of coffee, Madame Doyer found it bitter, 
pouring hers down the sink when the nurse’s back was 
turned. Martin drank hers down and shortly died, a 
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circumstance that started ripples of suspicion in St. 
Gilles. 


The last to die was Madame Gouan-Criquet, an ailing 
septuagenarian whose health declined rapidly under 
Antoinette’s “nursing.” The victim’s husband notified 
police of his suspicions, and a bottle was found beneath 
the dead woman’s bed, containing a mixture of ether 
and the herbicide pyralion. The bodies of Joe Rossignol 
and several other victims were exhumed for autopsy, 
and all contained huge doses of pyralion. 


In custody, Scieri openly confessed her crimes and 
tried to implicate a neighbor, who was later cleared by 
the police. On April 27, 1926, she was condemned to 
die upon conviction for a dozen homicides, the judge 
informing her: “You have been called a monster, but 
that expression is not strong enough. You are 
debauched. You are possessed of all the vices. You are 
also a drunkard, vicious, and a hypocrite. You have no 
shame. I do not believe judicial history contains the 
records of many criminals of your type.” 


Scieri shrugged and laughed as sentence was pro- 
nounced, aware that there had been no execution of a 
woman in France since the end of World War I. As 
expected, her death sentence was soon commuted to life 
imprisonment, and she subsequently died in jail. 


SCULLY, ANTHONY 


Known as “Jack” to his friends, Scully was a 
California native, born in 1944. A former policeman in 
Millbrae, he was working as an electrical contractor in 
Burlingame when he was arrested, on May 18, 1983, on 
charges of assaulting a prostitute. Accomplice Michael 
Shing, of Redwood City, made a statement to police 
that implicated Scully in a series of unsolved Bay Area 
murders. 


Scully’s victims included an Oakland prostitute and 
three hookers slain on the San Francisco peninsula. 
Three other victims — including a drug pusher, his 
prostitute girlfriend, and a teenage punk rocker — were 
found in Golden Gate Park, their bodies jammed into 
55-gallon oil drums, on May 3, 1983. The drums had 
been cemented shut, but Scully had neglected to remove 
his fingerprints, and so the case was made. As police 
spokesmen told the press, “Right now we feel the 
motive was drugs. Probably, there were some sexual 
elements involved, too.” 


A San Mateo County jury convicted Scully of seven 
first-degree murders on June 4, 1986. Sentenced to life 
without parole, Scully shouted obscenities as deputies 
hustled him out of the courtroom to begin serving his 
time. 


SEARS, CHARLES 


On the night of June 27, 1981, a knife-wielding 
slasher wounded eight vagrants on New York City 
streets. The random attacks were committed over a two- 
hour period, between the Bowery and Pennsylvania 
Station, with victims including four white men, three 
blacks, and one Latino. Eight days later, on July 5, the 
same man killed two vagrants and critically wounded 
four others in a new series of random, unprovoked 
slashings. In the predawn hours of July 6, police 
captured 32-year-old Charles Sears near the scene of the 
latest attack, the bloody razor still in his pocket. 


A one-time mechanic for Con Ed, Sears boasted a rap 
sheet spanning the past decade. In June 1971, he drew 
a year in jail on conviction of weapons charges, larceny, 
robbery, and resisting arrest. Released in 1972, he was 
back in jail by December, sentenced to three years for 
grand larceny, forcible theft with a deadly weapon, and 
other charges. Paroled in March 1974 and discharged 
from parole in November 1975, Sears had been a 
fugitive since 1977, sought on charges of clubbing a man 
with a wrench, in an argument over a parking space. 


The new charges were more serious, and Sears tried 
for a plea bargain on August 25, pleading guilty on two 
counts of attempted murder. He changed his mind on 
October 25, withdrawing his plea and asserting that he 
was on drugs at the time he confessed. The argument 
was academic, as psychiatrists found Sears unfit for trial 
in March of 1982, and he was confined to an institution 
for the criminally insane. 


SEEFELD, ADOLF 


An itinerant watchmaker in his native Germany, 
Seefeld was also a student of scripture, able to quote 
long Bible passages from memory. He preferred to sleep 
in the open, regardless of weather, and sometimes 
passed himself off as a witch to gullible peasants, 
professing ability to cast evil spells on their livestock. 
First charged with the murder of a young boy in 1908, 


Seefeld escaped conviction through lack of evidence, but 
spent nearly a quarter-century in prison on various 
convictions for child molestation. Committed to a 
mental home near Potsdam, he remained in custody for 
two years without speaking a word to attendants. 


Seefeld did not always choose to murder his victims, 
once traveling with a kidnapped boy for three months 
and sparing his life. When he killed, the drifter’s’ favorite 
weapon was a homemade poison, concocted from wild 
plants and fungi, that left his chosen targets in an attitude 
of peace, as if they were relaxing for a nap. Ironically, 
authorities recorded that his murder victims showed no 
signs of sexual abuse, while children he molested were 
allowed to live. 


In custody, Seefeld confessed to a total of twelve 
murders. In some cases, names were unknown or 
forgotten, but Adolf remembered most of his children 
— or, at least, the ones he had dispatched in recent 
years. Eleven-year-old Kurz Gnirk was slain on April 
16, 1933, followed by ten-year-old Ernest Tesdorf, on 
November 2. A bare five days later, Seefeld had 
murdered Wolfgang Metzdorf, age seven, rebounding 
on November 22 with the killing of ten-year-old Alfred 
Praetorius. Hans Korn, age 11, was killed on January 
16, 1934, while two victims — six-year-old Edgar 
Diettrich and four-year-old Arthur Dinn — were found 
together at New Ruppin, on October 16. Seefeld’s arrest 
followed the murder of a boy named Zimmerman, on 
February 23, 1935, and he was convicted at trial a year 
later, executed on May 23, 1936. 


SELLERS, SEAN 


Born in 1969, Sellers was 18 months old when his 
parents divorced. A year later, in 1972, he was left with 
relatives while his mother hit the road, seeking work. By 
1976, she had remarried — to auto mechanic Paul 
Bellofatto — but they still traveled widely on jobs, and 
young Sean spent most of his time with aunts and 
uncles, developing a painful sense of rejection along the 
way. By age 12, he was actively studying Satanism, 
immersed in the dark fantasy world of “Dungeons and 
Dragons.” Frequent moves increased his sense of 
isolation, and a 1983 reunion with his mother and step- 
father scarcely improved matters. Dumped with an aunt 
at Okmulgee, Oklahoma, in March 1984, Sellers 
plunged deeper into his occult studies, drinking the 
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blood of fellow teenage cultists and using it to write his 
own personal “dedication to Satan.” 


Sean’s family was reunited in the fall of 1984, in 
Oklahoma City, but the brooding 15-year-old was 
already over the edge. In February 1985, Sellers used his 
own blood to write: “I renounce God, I renounce Christ. 
I will serve only Satan... Hail Satan.” Discovery of his 
occult interests led to angry scenes with Paul Bellofatto, 
Sean’s step-father telling the troubled boy, “You don’t 
exist!” 


On September 8, 1985, Sellers and another teenage 
Satanist invaded a local convenience store, Sean fatally 
shooting a clerk — Richard Bower — who had once 
refused to sell them beer. In his own words, the murder 
“opened a new portal” for Sellers, and he “plunged into 
Satanism with everything I had.” 


A few months later, in the middle of the night, he 
crept into the master bedroom of his family home, 
executing his mother and Bellofatto with his step- 
father’s own pistol. Sellers contrived to “find” the bodies 
next day, but his friends were suspicious, and his 
accomplice in the Bower homicide eventually turned 
state’s evidence to save himself. Convicted on three 
counts of murder in September 1986, Sellers was 
sentenced to die, becoming the youngest inmate on 
Oklahoma’s death row. 


SHANKARIYA, KAMPATIMAR 


A native of Jaipur, India, 27-year-old Kampatimar 
Shankariya was convicted in early 1979 of using a 
hammer to murder at least seventy victims over the past 
two years. In his detailed confession, Shankariya told 
police that he had killed his victims for the pleasure it 
provided. Hanged at Jaipur on May 16, 1979, the 
killer’s last words were a gallows lament. “I have 
murdered in vain,” he declared. “Nobody should 
become like me.” 


SHOBEK, MICHIAH 


A 22-year-old handyman from Milwaukee, Shobek 
changed his name — from James Michael Shoffner — 
on emigrating to Nassau, in the Bahamas. On October 
18, 1976, he was sentenced to hang on conviction in the 
stabbing death of Irwin Borstein, a New York accoun- 
tant murdered on vacation. During the course of his 
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trial, Shobek also confessed to the murders of attorney 
Paul Howell, from Massillon, Ohio, and teenager Katie 
Smith, from Detroit, declaring that his victims — slain 
within a two-month period — were “angels of Lucifer,” 
dispatched on orders from God. The first American 
sentenced to death in Nassau for fifteen years, Shobek 
was hanged on October 19 and buried in a pauper’s 
grave. 


SHREEVES, BRUCE HENDERSON 


On January 31, 1973, authorities in Montgomery 
County, Maryland, issued an all-points bulletin on 
Bruce Shreeves, a 22-year-old sailor suspected in four 
area homicides. Absent without leave from Patuxent 
Naval Air Station since September 1972, Shreeves had 
only made the shift to violence recently, participating in 
a string of unprovoked attacks that spanned the past 
nine days. 

Armed with a rifle and two pistols, Shreeves first 
abducted a Maryland real estate agent, unsuccessfully 
trying to extort $9,000 from his victim. Releasing the 
hostage unharmed, Shreeves subsequently shot and 
wounded a deputy sheriff, moving on to murder John 
Szasz, a construction worker, near Spencerville on 
January 28. Three days later, stopping over in a small 
community between Baltimore and Washington, D.C., 
he slaughtered three more victims in what police 
described as a ritualistic bloodbath. 


The three male victims — including Frank Meszaros, 
a beauty shop proprietor, and Laverne Miles, an 
employee of the U.S. Patent Office — were discovered 
in the living room of a house fifteen miles from the 
nation’s capital. All were lying on their backs, and each 
had been shot with two different guns, the latter rounds 
administered as a grisly coup de grace. Ballistics tests 
and other evidence linked the massacre with the death 
of John Szasz, and Shreeves was named as the suspect 
in warrants seeking his arrest. 


Captured by FBI agents and local police in Washing- 
ton, on February 2, Shreeves could offer no rational 
motive for his crimes. Held over for trial and convicted 
of all counts in August 1973, he was consigned to prison 
for life. 


“SIDNEY SNIPER, THE” 


Nicknamed for the Richmond, Virginia, neighbor- 
hood that he terrorized during the early 1960s, the 


“Sidney sniper” killed five persons and wounded seven 
others in a series of hit-and-run attacks. Never identified, 
the gunman “retired” as suddenly and mysteriously as 
he had launched his campaign, leaving police baffled in 
his wake. Ironically, the random shootings had a 
beneficial side effect on Richmond’s high-crime district, 
with streets deserted and the local crime rate dropping 
sharply during the sniper’s year of peak activity. 


SIEBERT, DANIEL LEE 


Sherri Weathers, a hearing-impaired student at the 
Alabama Institute for the Deaf and Blind, in Talladega, 
had missed a week of classes without explanation when 
her counselor phoned the manager of her apartment 
building for help on February 24, 1986. Weathers did 
not answer her phone, and the school was concerned 
that something might be wrong. The manager used her 
pass key and found Sherri dead in her room, along with 
her two small sons — five-year-old Chad and four-year- 
old Joseph. The bodies were piled together on Sherri’s 
bed and loosely covered with a blanket. 


When police arrived, the manager directed them to 
another apartment, occupied by 33-year-old Linda 
Jarman, another student lately missing from the 
Institute. Inside, patrolmen found her nude and lifeless 
on the bed, a television set and the woman’s car 
apparently stolen by her assailant. 


Investigation revealed that an Institute art teacher, 
one “Daniel Spence,” had expressed a romantic interest 
in Sherri Weathers. Missing from class since February 
20, “Spence” had turned up at the school several 
months earlier, offering to teach for free in hopes of 
gaining a permanent job later on. Fingerprints from the 
Talladega murder scenes identified “Spence” as Daniel 
Siebert, convicted of a Las Vegas manslaughter in 1979, 
presently sought in San Francisco on charges of first- 
degree assault. Detectives also learned that Siebert had 
been dating Linda Odum, a 32-year-old cocktail 
waitress reported missing on February 24. (Her naked, 
decomposed remains were found outside of Talladega 
on March 30.) Independent evidence also linked Siebert 
with the strangulation of a prostitute in Calhoun 
County, found around the time he disappeared from 
Talladega. 


Highway patrol officers found Linda Odum’s car 
abandoned near Elizabethtown, Kentucky, on March 3, 
1986, and Siebert’s fingerprints were lifted from the 


vehicle. Over the next six months, sightings of the 
fugitive were reported from Ohio, New Jersey, Nevada, 
Southern California, and Montreal, Canada. The first 
solid lead was delivered on September 3, when a Las 
Vegas friend of Siebert’s reported a telephone call from 
the fugitive. Police were ready when the next call came, 
and it was traced to a pay phone in Nashville, Tennes- 
see. Employees at a nearby restaurant identified 
Siebert’s mug shots, and he was arrested next morning, 
when he arrived to complete some work on the 
restaurant’s sign. 


In custody, Siebert readily confessed to five murders 
in Alabama and various others spanning the continent. 
How many? “Maybe a dozen,” he said. “Maybe more. 
I try to put those things out of my mind.” He killed for 
purposes of sex and robbery, being careful to murder his 
victims after a San Francisco hooker survived a 
throttling and filed charges against him. In addition to 
the Alabama cases, Siebert was charged with the 1985 
murders of 28-year-old Gidget Castro and 23-year-old 
Nesia McElrath in Los Angeles, both previously 
attributed to the elusive “South Side Slayer.” He was 
also charged in the 1986 strangulation of 57-year-old 
Beatrice McDougall, in Atlantic City, New Jersey, and 
authorities announced that they were checking other 
unsolved homicides in Arizona, California, Nevada and 
Florida. 


On March 21, 1987, Siebert was convicted of Linda 
Jarman’s murder in Talladega, receiving a sentence of 
death. Prosecution in other cases was held in abeyance, 
pending the outcome of his automatic appeal on the 
capital verdict. 


SILVA, 
MAURICIO RODRIGUEZ 


Born with a cleft palate and chronic hormonal 
imbalance, Mauricio Silva started life with two strikes 
against him. Strike three was his temper, which led to 
the fatal shooting of a 16-year-old boy in 1978. Initially 
charged with murder, Silva struck a plea bargain for 
manslaughter and served five years in prison, including 
time added for his violent assault on a fellow inmate. 
Paroled on May 7, 1984, he wasted no time in killing 
again. 

On May 18, while riding a bus in Los Angeles, Silva 
met 16-year-old Walter Sanders, somehow convincing 
the youth to join him on a drive through the barren 
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Mojave Desert. Five miles east of Pearlblossom, they 
left the car and Silva took a shotgun with him, firing five 
rounds at close range to be certain the young man was 
dead. 


On May 24, he picked up a teenaged hitchhiker, 
Monique Hilton, and drove into the desert east of 
Palmdale, California, using the shotgun again in a 
ritualistic form of execution. Four days later, Silva 
switched to strangulation, invading the home of his own 
half-sister, 17-year-old Martha Kitzler, with whom he 
had stayed periodically since his parole. The crime led 
police to their man, and this time there would be no plea 
bargains as Silva faced three counts of first-degree 
murder. 


Tried for his crimes in Los Angeles, Silva was 
convicted April 17, 1985, on two counts of first-degree 
murder (Sanders and Hilton), with one count of second- 
degree (Kitzler). Prosecutors sought the death penalty, 
while Silva’s defender played on the theme of a 
traumatic childhood, describing the prisoner as a child 
of unfeeling parents, with “no house to call his home.” 
After thirteen days of deliberation, the jury split seven 
to five in favor of execution, their deadlock leaving Silva 
with a mandatory sentence of life without parole. 


SIMS, MITCHELL CARLTON 
and PADGETT, RUBY CAROLYN 


A drifter from South Carolina, 25-year-old Mitchell 
Sims liked to call himself “a human ashtray,” amusing 
his friends by stubbing out cigarettes on his bare chest. 
Self-mutilation was only one of his pastimes, however, 
and Sims also cultivated a deep interest in the occult. 
Along the way, he found time for Ruby Padgett, five 
years his junior, and developed a bizarre, abiding hatred 
for the nationwide chain of Domino’s Pizza restaurants. 


The latter quirk may have been rooted in his own 
employment with the chain, which had been terminated 
in the fall of 1985. On December 3, 1985, Sims invaded 
the Domino’s restaurant in Wanahan, South Carolina, 
where he had recently worked, holding two employees 
at gunpoint and torturing both before he shot them, 
execution-style. One victim was killed outright; the 
other — hit four times — managed to reach a police 
station, naming Sims as the gunman before he collapsed. 


The charge was double murder when his second 
victim died, a week later, but Sims and Padgett were 
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already settled in Glendale, California, lining up their 
next crime. On December 10, Sims ordered a Domino’s 
pizza delivered to his motel room. Upon arrival, 
deliveryman John Harrington was stripped, gagged with 
a washcloth, and drowned in the bathtub. Sims wore the 
dead man’s uniform when he returned to the restaurant, 
looted its safe, and left two employees locked in the 
freezer, bound in such a way that they were forced to 
stand on tip-toe to avoid hanging themselves. 


This time, both victims managed to escape, and they 
identified a photograph of Sims as their assailant. 
Domino’s offered a $100,000 reward for his arrest, but 
once again, the bird had flown. 


By December 11, Sims and Padgett were hiding in 
Las Vegas, where he registered as “Jeff Richardson” at 
a cheap motel. Harrington’s stolen pickup was reco- 
vered from the parking lot of a casino on December 21, 
and mass publicity resulted in the arrest of both suspects 
on Christmas morning. (An unemployed iron worker 
had taken the couple home for drinks before seeing their 
published photographs, after which he promptly turned 
them in for the reward.) 


Sims and Padgett waived extradition to California, 
there pleading innocent to all counts in the Glendale 
robbery and murder. Fearful of execution in South 
Carolina, they resisted extradition to their home state, 
and California’s governor agreed in February 1986, 
asserting Glendale’s priority in placing the killers on 
trial. Mitchell Sims was convicted of Harrington’s 
murder on May 20, 1987, and a month later his jury 
recommended the death penalty. On September 11, 
1987, he was formally sentenced to die in the gas 
chamber at San Quentin. 


SMITH, GEORGE JOSEPH 


An habitual criminal, born in January 1872, Smith 
was sentenced to eight years in a British reformatory at 
age nine. In 1896, he drew another year for receiving 
stolen goods, and was released in 1897. Smith cele- 
brated the turn of the century with a two-year sentence 
for theft, hitting the streets again in October 1902. 
Discarding his first wife (and sometime criminal 
accomplice), Smith spent the next decade perfecting his 
technique as a matrimonial swindler. The risks were 
minimal, and they would be reduced to nothing, Smith 
decided, if his wives were not alive to testify against him. 


Using the alias of “Williams,” Smith married Beatrice 
Mundy in July 1912, a bigamous union made null and 
void by the fact he had never divorced his first wife. The 
honeymoon was still in progress when Smith called on 
Dr. F.A. French, insisting that his bride undergo 
treatment for “fits.” Beatrice staunchly denied any 
symptoms of illness, but Dr. French was summoned to 
their residence three days later, by a note from Smith 
reading: “Come at once. I am afraid my wife is dead.” 
French found Beatrice in the bathtub, her face partially 
submerged, and while he noted that the water was clear 
— rather than soapy — the doctor ignored his suspi- 
cions, certifying death by natural causes. 


George J. Smith 


In October 1913, Smith spoke with an annuity 
insurance agent, discussing a planned investment of 
$2,500. Smith promised to have the money before his 
birthday, in January, and he promptly set about stalking 
a new victim to make up his cash shortage. He met Alice 
Burnham at Portsmouth, in November, and they were 
married days later, the bride taking out a $5,000 
insurance policy on the afternoon before their wedding. 
Six weeks later, in Blackpool, Alice was “accidentally 


drowned” in the bathtub of their rented flat, and Smith 
collected her insurance money in time to follow through 
on his investment scheme. 


In December 1914, posing as “Joseph Lloyd,” Smith 
was married to Margaret Lofty, in Bath. They went to 
London the same day, and Smith returned from an early 
outing next day to find his bride dead in the bathtub. 
He was arrested on suspicion of murder when police 
learned his true identity, and they discovered Smith had 
also lied about his wife’s lack of life insurance. He was 
expecting some $3,500 at the time of his arrest, for a 
total of $18,000 collected in the past two years. 


The defense presented no evidence when Smith went 
to trial, charged with three counts of murder, in June 
1915. As the prosecution rested its case, Smith rose and 
shouted, “I don’t care whether you sentence me to death 
or not!” Convicted of all three “brides-in-the-bath” 
murders, he received the maximum penalty, and was 
hanged on August 13, 1915. 


SMITH, 
HAROLD GLENN 


On August 14, 1985, police in Houston were sum- 
moned to the Rest Haven Cemetery, where the custo- 
dian had found a young man’s mutilated body. Identi- 
fied as 19-year-old Dennis Medler, the victim had been 
savagely tortured before death, beaten and slashed with 
knives, one eye gouged from its socket, his hair burned 
down to the scalp and his teeth hammered out. 


Death apparently had been produced by strangula- 
tion and/or loss of blood. The victim had no record 
with police, but an investigation soon revealed that he 
was known to pal around with local teenage Satanists. 
The mutilation of his body — and his murder in a 
cemetery — smacked of ritual, and deputies pursued the 
lead, interrogating members of the cult whom they were 
able to identify. 


One girl informed detectives that her boyfriend was 
responsible for killing another victim, 16-year-old 
Wayne Schubert, shot to death some time before the 
Medler slaying. She reported that the killer showed her 
Schubert’s bullet-riddled body, in his pickup truck, one 
afternoon when he dropped by her house to visit. He 
had seemed particularly proud of his achievement, 
which presumably endeared him to the Prince of 
Darkness. 
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Around the same time, police interviewed a 25-year- 
old motorist who had survived a brutal slashing at the 
hands of teenage hitchhikers. Under questioning, one of 
the repentant suspects fingered his companion, the 
slasher, as a Satanist and follower of “high priest” 
Harold Smith, a 19-year-old loser who achieved new 
status with his peers by means of mumbo-jumbo. Smith 
allegedly had driven the informant to a Houston flat 
where 25-year-old Ronald Monahan lay dead on the 
floor, his stabbing initially dismissed by police as a 
simple burglary gone sour. A witness to the Medler 
slaying, the informant named three other cultists who 
participated in the crime with Smith. 


Before police could bag their suspects, a fourth 
murder was added to the list, a young “Jane Doe” found 
shot to death outside of Houston. Her death was 
theoretically linked to the cult by tattoos — including 
an inverted pentagram and the numerals “666” — 
discovered on her body by authorities. No charges have 
been filed in that case, though police believe the girl may 
have intended to defect, her death insuring silence to 
protect the cult. 


In January 1986 authorities arrested Smith, two other 
teenage boys and a 16-year-old girl, charging all four 
with the murder of Dennis Medler. Jurors deliberated 
for 45 minutes before convicting Smith of first-degree 
murder, on August 13, 1986, and he was sentenced to 
life imprisonment, with an additional $10,000 fine. 


SMITH, 
LEMUEL WARREN 


In 1976, Smith invaded a shop specializing in 
religious items at Albany, New York, murdering 
proprietor Robert Hedderman and one of his 
employees, Margaret Byron. Arrested in 1977, for the 
abduction of 18-year-old Marianne Maggio, at Schenec- 
tady, the defendant was convicted on all counts and 
sentenced to three terms of life imprisonment at the 
maximum security prison in Dutchess County. There, 
on May 15, 1981, he beat and strangled to death a 
female correctional officer, Donna Payant, and was 
charged with her murder under a state law requiring the 
death penalty for lifers who kill an on-duty policeman 
or jailer. Convicted of Payant’s murder on April 21, 
1983, Smith was formally sentenced to death on June 
10 of that year. 
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SMITH, 
STEPHEN RICHARD 


A policeman turned homicidal vigilante in San 
Antonio, Texas, Stephen Smith was not exposed until 
his death, at the hands of a one-time friend and former 
patrol partner. The shooting of one police officer by 
another is guaranteed to rate headlines, but initial 
reports paled in comparison to statements from Smith’s 
killer, charging that he had been forced to kill in self- 
defense, thereby preventing scheduled acts of murder 
meant to launch a local reign of terror. 


By the date of his death, on August 18, 1986, Stephen 
Smith was already skating on thin ice as a guardian of 
law and order. In March, he had been indicted on 
charges of brutality stemming from the arrest of a 
shoplifting suspect on August 7, 1985. According to 
eyewitnesses, Smith had assaulted the 27-year-old 
subject without provocation, beating him to the ground, 
afterward brawling with bystanders who sought to 
intervene and help his victim. The incident was not 
Smith’s first encounter with an allegation of excessive 
force; suspended after his indictment, by August 1986 
he was a peace officer in name only. 


Furious at his superiors for their “lack of support,” 
Smith allegedly planned to assassinate Bexar County’s 
district attorney, Sam Millsap, along with various high- 
ranking members of the police department. A search of 
Smith’s home, after his death, revealed an arsenal of 
eighteen pistols, five shotguns, six rifles, and at least 
100,000 rounds of ammunition. In retrospect, he was 
also suspected as the author of recent anonymous letters, 
mailed to newspapers and public officials, accusing 
department leaders of child molestation and other 
crimes. 


Completely unhinged by the evening of August 17, 
1986, Smith quarreled bitterly with his wife, and she 
called on a mutual friend, Patrolman Farrell Tucker, for 
help. Tucker visited Smith’s apartment, where he was 
informed — by Smith’s wife — of the murder schemes 
in progress. He was also told that Mrs. Smith had seen 
her husband, while off duty, beat and murder several 
persons he suspected of criminal activity. (Smith was 
already suspect in the December 1982 slaying of 
Terrnell Folsom, gunned down by persons unknown 
while breaking into a parked car, but there was 
insufficient evidence for an indictment.) 


On August 18, Tucker warned Smith’s alleged targets 
of their potential danger. That night, wearing a con- 
cealed microphone and hidden pistol, Tucker met with 
Smith to hear his former partner’s story. Rather than 
denying anything, Smith drew a .45 and threatened 
Tucker’s life. Smith’s momentary hesitation granted 
Tucker time to reach his gun, and five shots fired at 
point-blank range eliminated Smith as any kind of 
threat. 


In retrospect, authorities believe that Stephen Smith 
was probably responsible for a 1983 sniper attack on the 
home of Deputy Police Chief Robert Heuck, as well as 
the 1985 firebombing of Police Chief Frank Hoyack’s 
residence. Investigations are continuing in an attempt to 
trace the other victims mentioned by Smith’s wife. 


SMITH, 
WILLIAM SCOTT 


A high school dropout and unemployed fry cook, 
William Smith was convicted on charges of “menacing” 
in 1978, at Silverton, Oregon. That same year, a second- 
degree burglary conviction, in nearby Salem, earned 
him a one-year suspended sentence. In 1979, Smith and 
another man were accused of second-degree sexual 
assault on an adult female victim; Smith was acquitted 
of the charge, while his companion went to jail. 
Authorities in Boise, Idaho, convicted Smith of indecent 
exposure during 1981, and a year later he was questi- 
oned by Ada County sheriffs officers in the unsolved 
murder of 14-year-old Lisa Chambers. 


Things were getting hot in Idaho, and Smith returned 
to Salem, Oregon, where he felt more at home. On 
February 19, 1984, Rebecca Darling, 21, disappeared 
from her job on the graveyard shift at an all-night 
convenience store. A customer had seen her on the job 
around 3:20 a.m., but she was missing thirty minutes 
later, when another early shopper found the store 
deserted. Darling’s decomposed remains were found 
March 25, concealed in brush along the Little Pudding 
River, six miles northeast of town. Nude from the waist 
up, she had been strangled with a piece of rope, hands 
bound behind her back. 


On April 7, 1984, police responded to reports of an 
abandoned car and traced it back to 18-year-old co-ed 
Katherine Redmond, who had borrowed the wheels 
from her roommate after a campus frat party. Last seen 


alive around 2:15 a.m., Redmond was found on April 
11, her nude body discarded four miles from the spot 
where Rebecca Darling was discovered. Death had been 
induced by “traumatic asphyxiation,” her vagina 
lacerated with some unknown foreign object. 


Witnesses reported sightings of a late-1960s Pontiac 
station wagon in the area where Redmond’s car was 
recovered, around the time she must have met her killer. 
Another Salem resident reported being bumped by a 
similar car, days earlier; the hulking driver had invited 
her to leave her car and “check the damage,” but he 
soon lost interest when she countered with suggestions 
that they both drive to a nearby gas station. 


By April 18, police were focusing on William Smith 
as their primary suspect. He owned the right kind of car, 
and in the early hours of April 7, he had called a tow 
truck to rescue him from a ditch near the place where 
Katherine Redmond’s car was found. Before detectives 
had a chance to move against their man, he was 
incarcerated for 180 days after pleading guilty to a series 
of obscene and threatening phone calls. 


On April 26, 1984, Smith was arraigned on two 
counts of first-degree murder in Salem. (Police saw no 
links between Smith and five other unsolved homicides 
that had plagued Salem since 1981.) Waiving his right 
to a jury trial in July, Smith was convicted on all counts 
by the presiding judge, drawing two consecutive terms 
of life imprisonment. He must complete a minimum of 
forty years before he is considered for parole. 


SNYDER, DAVID E., Jr. 


On May 29, 1984, 14-year-old Christy Brittingham 
was found, nude and strangled, in a wooded area 300 
yards from her apartment complex in Ellicott City, 
Maryland. Two days later, police arrested one of her 
neighbors, 21-year-old David Snyder, on a charge of 
first-degree murder, locking him up without bond. 
Snyder admitted speaking with Brittingham, near the 
apartment house pool, on the day she disappeared, but 
he insisted that he did not see her after five o’clock. A 
witness challenged Snyder’s statement, claiming he had 
seen the man and girl together, walking toward the 
woods, around 5:30. 


At the time of his arrest, Snyder was already under 
indictment for breaking into a dairy store at the 
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complex; he was free on bail when Christy disappeared, 
May 24. In addition to that murder, he was suspected 
in the Baltimore strangling of 17-year-old Deborah 
Boone, in 1983, and two more killings in his hometown 
Tampa, Florida. One Tampa victim, 14-year-old Carla 
Hanovan, was found strangled in a suburban field, in 
November 1982. A month later, victim Seandra Hogan, 
age 16, was found northeast of town. Snyder had been 
questioned as a suspect in both cases, admitting his 
acquaintance with the girls, but he was freed for lack of 
evidence. 


On July 19, 1984, Maryland charged Snyder with 
two counts of first-degree rape, plus one count of assault 
and battery, in new cases involving victims who 
survived. Pleading guilty to the Brittingham murder on 
April 3, 1985, Snyder received a sentence of life 
imprisonment on May 29 of that year. 


SNYDER, LEROY 


On September 11, 1969, Leroy Snyder, a 38-year-old 
junkyard laborer, was arrested and charged with the 
murder of Gertrude Friedman, 58, in Camden, New 
Jersey. Attacked in her combination apartment and 
linoleum shop, the victim had been beaten and raped 
before her throat was slashed. Held without bail on a 
murder charge, Snyder was still behind bars on July 2, 
1970, when he was indicted for six more slayings in 
Camden, all committed between February and Sep- 
tember 1969. 


According to investigators, most of the victims — 
including five women and one man — were friends or 
acquaintances of Snyder. All were beaten or stabbed to 
death, and two of the female victims were raped. 
Confessing to all seven murders on July 10, Snyder 
claimed robbery as the motive in six of the crimes, but 
“couldn’t recall” his motivation for the seventh. 


Under New Jersey law, Snyder’s plea of no defense 
on seven counts of homicide prevented the state from 
imposing a death penalty for his crimes. On July 16, 
1970, he was sentenced to three consecutive life terms, 
requiring the prisoner to serve 43 years and six months 
before he is eligible for parole. Referring to a court- 
ordered psychiatric report, the presiding judge publicly 
described Snyder as a “malignant psychopath” and a 
“threat to society,” expressing the hope that he would 
never be released from jail. 
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SOBHRAJ, 
CHARLES GURMUKH 


Born Hotchand Bhawnani Gurmukh Sobhraj, in 
April 1944, Asia’s premier serial slayer was the 
illegitimate son of a Vietnamese peasant girl and a 
wealthy Indian merchant living in Saigon. Soon after his 
birth, Sobhraj’s father married an Indian woman in 
Pooma, and his mother retaliated by wedding a French 
military officer when Sobhraj was four years old. The 
land of Indochina was in turmoil at the time, with 
French colonial troops fighting a hopeless rear-guard 
action against Viet Minh communist rebels, and 
Hotchand Sobhraj witnessed countless acts of violence 
before his step-father took the family to France in 1953. 


Sobhraj hated Europe and the Catholic boarding 
school in Paris where he soon became the butt of racial 
jokes and insults. (The school’s lasting mark was a name 
change — to “Charles” — after Sobhraj’s clever 
impersonation of comedian Charlie Chaplin.) At first, 
he expressed his displeasure through tantrums and 
persistent bed-wetting, twice running away to Saigon in 
his teens. Sobhraj’s father sent him back each time, but 
finally agreed to pay his passage for a trial visit home. 
The ticket never came, and Sobhraj turned to robbery, 
landing briefly in jail on his second try. He finally 
reached Vietnam on his own, but the family reunion 
was tense, and Sobhraj was soon packed off to live with 
relatives in India after wrecking his father’s car. When 
he turned up in Saigon again, uninvited, Charles’s father 
threw in the towel, sending him back to France. 


In Paris, Charles was locked up twice for auto theft, 
emerging from jail the second time with a short-lived 
desire to “go straight.” He married, found a job, but the 
straight life quickly palled. Jailed again for writing 
forged checks on his sister’s account, Charles was freed 
when she dropped the charges. He continued bouncing 
checks thereafter, saving up some 30,000 francs before 
he took his wife to Bombay, setting up shop as an 
international con man and smuggler, specializing in the 
theft of passports from American and European tourists. 
Arrested for a jewel robbery in Delhi, Charles was 
granted bail in spite of an escape attempt. He fled at 
once to Kabul, in Afghanistan, where he was jailed for 
auto theft and lesser charges. Another escape brought 
him back to France, where he kidnapped his infant 
daughter from his mother-in-law, leaving the woman 
drugged and locked in a hotel room. 


Sobhraj’s first known murder victim was a Pakistani 
chauffeur named Habib, hired by Charles and a female 
companion in September 1972, for a drive between 
Rawalpindi and Peshawar. Along the way, for reasons 
unknown, Charles injected Habib with a drug that took 
his life, then dumped the driver’s body in a river. 
Warrants were issued for suspect “Damon Seaman,” 
but another year would pass before Sobhraj was finally 
identified. 


Arresting him was something else. In November 
1973, Sobhraj was in Istanbul, teaming up with his 
brother Guy to drug and rob wealthy tourists. Both were 
arrested in Greece, but Charles managed another escape, 
leaving his brother in jail as he fled back to India. In 
Delhi, he entered the heroin trade, gaining a foothold in 
the cut-throat business with inside information procured 
— under drugs and torture — from a local pusher 
whom Sobhraj later killed. 


Murder seemed to come easier each time. In October 
1975, Sobhraj killed an American tourist, Teresa 
Knowlton, in his Delhi flat and had a sidekick dump her 


‘body. A Turkish competitor in the drug trade, Vitali 


Hakim, was beaten, his neck snapped, his corpse doused 
with gasoline and set afire. In Bangkok, Charles 
strangled Hakim’s French contact, one Stephanie Parry. 
A month later, still in Bangkok, he strangled Dutch 
tourists Cornelia Hemker and Henricus Bitanja on 
December 16, burning their bodies as a hedge against 
arrest. Shortly before Christmas, Canadian Laurent 
Carriere and American Connie Bronzick were found 
dead in Katmandu, their bodies burned. Sobhraj — 
traveling as Henricus Bitanja, with his victim’s passport 
— had booked a room at the same hotel, but he slipped 
out of Nepal after preliminary questioning. 


The killer continued his aimless trek across Asia, 
murdering Israeli Allen Jacobs for his passport at 
Varanasi, in northern India. A few days later, on 
January 9, 1976, Sobhraj and two accomplices drugged 
a trio of Frenchmen at Goa, dumping their bodies at 
roadside, but all three victims managed to survive. In 
Hong Kong, Allen Gore was also lucky; he lost $8,000 
but kept his life, despite a jolt of Sobhraj’s chemical 
cocktail. Arrested with false passports in Bangkok, 
Charles was allowed to walk after doling out bribes all 
around. In Penang, he was arrested for trying to cash 
stolen traveler’s checks, but he managed to talk his way 
out of jail. 


Back in Bombay, Sobhraj slipped a fatal mickey to 
French tourist Jean-Luc Solomon, moving on from 


there to more ambitious projects. Shooting for the 
moon, he drugged an entire class of 60 French engineer- 
ing students, but miscalculation of the dose sent 20 to 
a local hospital, and this time police were waiting. 
Arrested on July 5, 1976, Sobhraj was linked with at 
least ten homicides spanning the past three years. 


Convicted of “culpable homicide” in the Solomon 
case, Sobhraj was sentenced to seven years’ at hard 
labor, with two more years tacked on for drugging the 
French students. In 1982, he was sentenced to life 
imprisonment for the murder of Allen Jacobs, but 
appeals are continuing. Thailand and Nepal have 
announced their intention to file murder charges if 
Sobhraj should manage to win his release. 


SOLOMON, MORRIS, Jr. 


Born in 1944, Solomon was an ex-convict with a 
history of sexual assaults and violence, leading to his 
1971 committal as a mentally disordered sex offender. 
Upon release from the state hospital as “cured,” 
Solomon adopted the life-style of an itinerant handy- 
man, repairing old homes around Sacramento, Califor- 
nia, in exchange for free room and board. Along the 
way, he started killing women as a private form of sport. 


According to authorities, the first to die was 22-year- 
old Yolanda Jackson, found inside the closet of a 
Sacramento home on June 18, 1986. A month later, 25- 
year-old Angela Polidore was found dead, buried 
beneath debris at another home where Solomon worked 
as a handyman. Suspected in both cases, he walked 
when authorities failed to come up with the evidence 
needed to win an indictment. 


On March 19, 1987, the remains of Marie Apodoca, 
a teenage prostitute, were unearthed in the yard of a 
home in Sacramento’s Oak Park district. Solomon had 
occupied the house until November 1986, and now 
detectives had their evidence in hand. More came on 
April 20, when Cherie Washington, age 26, was 
retrieved from a shallow grave in the same neighbor- 
hood. Solomon was taken into custody on April 22, 
after two more victims were discovered, buried at his 
current residence. 


Investigators vowed to leave no stone unturned, 
procuring a military helicopter with infra-red scanners 
to canvas the neighborhood for graves. A seventh victim 
was uncovered on April 29, in the same yard where 
Marie Apodoca was found, and the search was called 


Case Histories 299 


off a week later, after excavation of three other “hot 
spots” proved fruitless. Held without bond, the lethal 
handyman faced seven counts of murder in the first 
degree. 


“SON OF SAM, THE” 


David Berkowitz (center) 


New Yorkers are accustomed to reports of violent 
death in every form, from the mundane to the bizarre. 
They take it all in stride, accepting civic carnage as a 
price for living in the largest, richest city in America. But 
residents were unprepared for the commencement of an 
all-out reign of terror in July 1976. For thirteen months, 
New York would be a city under siege, its female 
citizens afraid to venture out by night while an apparent 
homicidal maniac was waiting, seeking prey. 


The terror came with darkness, on July 29, 1976. 
Two young women, Donna Lauria and Jody Valenti, 
had parked their car on Buhre Avenue, remaining in the 
vehicle and passing time in conversation. If they saw the ° 
solitary male pedestrian at all, he didn’t register. In any 
case, they never saw the pistol that he raised to pump 
five shots directly through the windshield. Donna Lauria 
was killed immediately; her companion got off “easy,” 
with a bullet in the thigh. 


The shooting was a tragic incident, but in itself was 
not unusual for New York City. There was scattered 
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sympathy, but no alarm among the residents of New 
York’s urban combat zone... until the next attack. 


On October 23, Carl Denaro and Rosemary Keenan 
parked outside a bar in Flushing, Queens. Again, the 
gunman went unnoticed as he crouched to fire a single 
bullet through the car’s rear window. Wounded, Carl 
Denaro would survive. A .44-caliber bullet was found 
on the floor of the car, and detectives would match it 
with slugs from the Lauria murder. 


Just over one month later, on November 26, Donna 
DeMasi and Joanne Lomino were sitting together on 
the stoop of a house in the Floral Park section of 
Queens. A man approached them from the sidewalk, 
asking for directions, but before he could complete the 
question he had drawn a pistol, blasting at the startled 
women. Both were wounded, Donna paralyzed forever 
with a bullet in her spine. 


Again the slugs were readily identified, and now 
detectives knew they had a random killer on their hands. 
The gunman seemed to favor girls with long, dark hair, 
and there was speculation that the shooting of Denaro 
in October may have been “an accident.” The young 
man’s hair was dark and shoulder-length; a gunman 
closing on him from behind might have mistaken Carl 
Denaro for a woman in the darkness. 


Christmas season passed without another shooting, 
but the gunman had not given up his hunt. On January 
30, 1977, John Diel and Christine Freund were parked 
and necking in the Ridgewood section of New York, 
when bullets hammered out their windshield. Freund 
was killed on impact, while her date was physically 
unscathed. 


March 8th. Virginia Voskerichian, an Armenian 
exchange student, was walking toward her home in 
Forest Hills when a man approached and shot her in the 
face, killing her instantly. Detectives noted that she had 
been slain within 300 yards of the January murder 
scene. 


On April 17, Alexander Esau and his date, Valentina 
Suriani, were parked in the Bronx, a few blocks from 
the site of the Lauria-Valenti shooting. Caught up in 
each other, they may not have seen the gunman coming; 
certainly they never heard the fusillade of shots that 
killed them both immediately, fired from pointblank 
range. 


Detectives found a crudely-printed letter in the 
middle of the street, near Esau’s car. Addressed to the 


captain in charge of New York’s hottest manhunt, the 
note contained a chilling message. 


I am deeply hurt by your calling me a 
weman-hater (sic). I am not. But I am a 
monster. I am the Son of Sam... I love to 
hunt. Prowling the streets looking for fair 
game — tasty meat. The weman (sic) of 
Queens are the prettyest (sic) of all... 


The note describing “Sam” as a drunken brute who 
beat the members of his family and sent his son out 
hunting “tasty meat,” compelling him to kill. There 
would be other letters from the gunman, some addressed 
to newsman Jimmy Breslin, hinting at more crimes to 
come and fueling the hysteria that had already gripped 
New York. The writer was apparently irrational, but no 
less dangerous for that, and homicide investigators had 
no clue to his identity. 


On June 26, Salvatore Lupo and girlfriend Judy 
Placido were parked in Bayside, Queens, when four 
shots pierced the windshield of their car. Both were 
wounded; both survived. 


On July 31, Robert Violante and Stacy Moskowitz 
went parking near the Brooklyn shore. The killer found 
them there and squeezed off four shots at their huddled 
silhouettes, striking both young people in the head. 
Stacy Moskowitz died instantly; her date survived, but 
damage from his wounds left Robert Violante blind for 
life. 


It was the last attack, but homicide detectives didn’t 
know that, yet. A woman walking near the final murder 
scene recalled two traffic officers writing a ticket for a 
car parked close beside a hydrant; moments later, she 
had seen a man approach the car, climb in, and pull 
away with squealing tires. A check of parking ticket 
records traced an old Ford Galaxy belonging to one 
David Berkowitz, of Pine Street, Yonkers. Staking out 
the address, officers discovered that the car was parked 
outside; a semi-automatic rifle lay in plain view on the 
seat, together with a note that had been written in the 
“Son of Sam’s” distinctive, awkward style. When 
Berkowitz emerged from his apartment, he was instantly 
arrested and confessed his role in New York’s reign of 
terror. 


The story told by Berkowitz seemed tailor-made for 
an insanity defense in court. The “Sam” referred to in 
his letters was a neighbor, one Sam Carr, whose 
Labrador retriever was allegedly possessed by ancient 
demons, beaming out commands for Berkowitz to kill 


and kill again. On one occasion, he had tried to kill the 
dog, but it was useless; demons spoiled his aim, and 
when the dog recovered from its wounds, the nightly 
torment had redoubled its intensity. A number of 
psychiatrists describe the suspect as a paranoid schizoph- 
renic, suffering from delusions and therefore incompe- 
tent to stand trial. The lone exception was Dr. David 
Abrahamson, who found that Berkowitz was sane and 
capable of understanding that his actions had been 
criminal. The court agreed with Abrahamson and 
ordered Berkowitz to trial. The gunman filed a plea of 
guilty at his court appearance and was sentenced to 365 
years in prison. 


Ironically, Berkowitz seemed grateful to Dr. Abra- 
hamson for his sanity ruling, and later agreed to a series 
of interviews that Abrahamson has published in a book, 
Confessions of Son of Sam. The interviews revealed that 
Berkowitz had tried to kill two women during 1975, 
attacking them with knives, but he turned squeamish 
when they screamed and tried to fight him off. (“I didn’t 
want to hurt them,” he explained, confused. “I only 
wanted to kill them.”) A virgin at the time of his arrest, 
Berkowitz was prone to fabricate elaborate lies about his 
bedroom prowess, all the while intent upon revenge 
against the women who habitually rejected him. When 
not engaged in stalking female victims, Berkowitz 
reportedly was an accomplished arsonist; a secret 
journal lists the details of 300 fires for which he was 
allegedly responsible around New York. In his conclu- 
sion, Dr. Abrahamson describes his subject as a 
homicidal exhibitionist with fantasies of “dying for a 
cause.” 


There is another side to David Berkowitz, however, 
and it surfaced shortly after his arrest, with allegations 
of his membership in a Satanic cult. In letters mailed 
from prison, Berkowitz described participation in a New 
York cult affiliated with the lethal “Four Pi Movement,” 
based in California. He revealed persuasive inside 
knowledge of a California homicide, unsolved since 
1974, and wrote that “There are other Sons out there 
— God help the world.” 


According to the story told by Berkowitz in prison, 
two of neighbor Sam Carr’s sons were also members of 
the killer cult that specialized in skinning dogs alive and 
gunning victims down on darkened streets. One suspect, 
John Wheat Carr, was said to be the same “John 
Wheaties” mentioned in a letter penned by Berkowitz, 
containing other clues that point to cult involvement in 
the random murders. Carr had been in Houston, Texas, 
on June 12, 1976 — the day Berkowitz purchased his 
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-44 revolver there — and six months after Berkowitz 
was captured, Carr “committed suicide” in Minot, 
North Dakota, under circumstances that police now 
view as willful murder. 


Another Carr — John’s brother Michael — died in 
New York City on October 4, 1979, after crashing his 
car into a streetlamp at 75 miles per hour. An autopsy 
found Carr to be heavily intoxicated, in spite of his well- 
known religious aversion to alcohol. Following his 
death, the “Sam” case was officially reopened, with 
investigations continuing to this day. 


Newsman Maury Terry, after six years on the case, 
believes there were at least five different gunners in the 
“Sam” attacks, including Berkowitz, John Carr, and 
several suspects — one a woman — who have yet to 
be indicted. Terry also notes that six of seven shootings 
fell in close proximity to recognized Satanic holidays, 
the March 8 Voskerichian attack emerging as a sole 
exception to the “pattern.” In the journalist’s opinion, 
Berkowitz was chosen as a scapegoat by the other 
members of his cult, who then set out to “decorate” his 
flat with weird graffiti, whipping up a bogus “arson 
ledger” — which includes peculiar out-of-order entries 
— to support a plea of innocent by reason of insanity. 


On July 10, 1979, David Berkowitz was assaulted by 
persons unknown in the segregation block at Attica 
prison, his throat slashed from behind in a near-fatal 
attack that left him with 56 stitches. Less talkative since 
his brush with death, he remains in prison, and the case 
remains technically “open,” awaiting development of 
new evidence that may bring other suspects to trial. (See 
also: Baker, Stanley; “Four Pi Movement;” Kogut, 
John; Manson, Charles) 


SOTO, ERNO 


Officially unsolved, the case of New York City’s 
“Charlie Chopoff’ murders occupied police for more 
than two years, from March 1972 through May 1974. 
The files are officially open today, despite the arrest of 
a promising suspect and his eventual commitment to a 
mental institution for the criminally insane. While he 
remains incarcerated and incompetent for trial, the 
crimes may not be cleared, but lead investigators on the 
case are quick to note that “Charlie’s” random depre- 
dations ended when their man was taken off the street. 


Erno Soto’s marriage seemed to be the root of all his 
problems. Separated from his wife for several years, he 
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made a stab at reconciliation, but was startled to 
discover she had conceived a black child in his absence. 
(Soto and his wife were Puerto Ricans.) He pretended 
not to care, but as the boy’s eighth birthday rolled 
around, Soto’s behavior grew increasingly erratic, 
resulting in his commitment to Manhattan State 
Hospital in 1969 and 1970. He would return for further 
treatment at sporadic intervals thereafter, but the 
evidence suggests that Soto found his primary relief by 
stalking small, dark. boys on New York’s streets. 


The first to die was Douglas Owens, black and eight 
years old, found murdered two blocks from his Harlem 
flat on March 9, 1972. Discarded on a rooftop, Owens 
had been stabbed 38 times in the neck, chest, and back, 
his penis slashed but still appended to his body by a 
bloody flap of skin. An anonymous phone tip, received 
by police on March 23, fingered Soto as a suspect in the 
case, but it was not pursued. 


Another black boy, ten years old, was attacked on the 
city’s Upper West Side, on April 20. Stabbed in the 
neck and back, he was also sexually mutilated, his penis 
severed and carried away by the man who left him for 
dead. The boy survived his injuries and offered homi- 
cide detectives a description of the suspect, but the 
trauma he had suffered limited his value as a witness. 


On October 23, another black boy — nine-year-old 
Wendell Hubbard, was killed in East Harlem, six blocks 
from the site of the Owens murder. Hubbard was 
stabbed 17 times in the neck, chest, and abdomen, his 
penis removed by the killer and carried away from the 
scene. Five months later, on March 7, nine-year-old Luis 
Ortiz, a dark-skinned Puerto Rican, vanished on an 
errand to the corner store. His body — stabbed 38 times 
in the neck, chest, and back, penis severed and missing 
— was found in the basement of an apartment house 
along his route of travel. 


The death of Steven Cropper, on August 17, 1973, 
appeared to break the killer’s pattern. Cropper fit the 
victim profile perfectly — a black boy, eight years old 
— and while he had been murdered on a rooftop, he 
had not been stabbed. Instead, the fatal wounds were 
razor slashes, and his genitals were still intact. Police 
initially suspected that a second killer was responsible, 
but they eventually decided it was too coincidental for 
a pair of slashers to be simultaneously stalking young 
black boys. 


On May 25, 1974, Soto was arrested after bungling 
the abduction of a nine-year-old Puerto Rican boy, 


surrounded by neighbors and held for police after the 
child escaped his clutches. In custody, he confessed to 
the Cropper slaying, but “Charlie Chopoffs” sole 
surviving victim refused to pick Soto out of a lineup, 
saying only that the suspect’s appearance was “similar.” 
Officials at Manhattan State Hospital initially provided 
an alibi, stating that Soto was confined on the date of 
Cropper’s slaying, but they later admitted he sometimes 
slipped away from the facility, unnoticed. Found to be 
insane, the suspect was returned to the hospital under 
closer guard, the “unsolved” murders terminating after 
he was locked away. 


SOUTH CAROLINA 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


On June 19, 1980, attendants Bill Spain, 28, and 
Curtis Krause, 23, disappeared from a service station in 
North Charleston, South Carolina. Hours later, on the 
same day, 55-year-old Louis Cakely was reported 
missing from another station, in Moncks Corner. Spain 
and Krause, both shot to death, were found by searchers 
on June 21; the final victim, Cakely, was discovered the 
next day in identical condition. Ballistics tests link the 
crimes to one killer, or group of killers, but at this 
writing the case remains unsolved, the vicious thief and 
gunman still at large. 


“SOUTHSIDE SLAYER, THE” 
— LOS ANGELES 


Unidentified at this writing, the Southside Slayer of 
Los Angeles is credited with at least fourteen homicides 
between September 1983 and May 1987. At least three 
other victims are considered possible additions to the 
list, and three more managed to survive encounters with 
the stalker, offering police descriptions of a black man 
in his early thirties, sporting a mustache and baseball 
cap. The killer’s chosen victims have been women, 
mostly black and mainly prostitutes, tortured with 
superficial cuts before they were strangled or stabbed to 
death in a grisly “pattern of overkill,” their bodies 
dumped on residential streets, in alleyways and 
schoolyards. 


Loletha Prevot was the first to die, discovered in Los 
Angeles on September 4, 1983. Four months passed 
before the killer struck again, on New Year’s Day, 


dumping the corpse of Patricia Coleman in Inglewood. 
Another ten months slipped away before discovery of a 
third victim, Sheila Burton — alias Burris — on 
November 18, 1984. 


The elusive slayer adopted a regular schedule in 1985, 
beginning with the murder of Frankie Bell on January 
1. Patricia Dennis was the next to fall, her mutilated 
body recovered on February 11. The first victim for 
March was Sheily Wilson, murdered in Inglewood on 
the twentieth; three days later, the stalker claimed Lillian 
Stoval in Los Angeles. Number eight was Patsy Webb, 
murdered on April 15, with Cathy Gustavson joining 
the list on July 28. 


Thus far, the killer had missed only once, leaving one 
victim comatose after a vicious beating. On August 6, 
his next intended target managed to escape by leaping 
from his moving car. She offered homicide detectives a 
description and assisted in the preparation of a widely- 
published sketch, but officers appeared no closer to their 
suspect than they were in 1983. 


Rebounding from his recent failure with another kill, 
the slayer dumped Gail Ficklin’s body in Los Angeles 
on August 15. A twelve-week lull was broken on 
November 6, with Gayle Rouselle’s murder in Gardena, 
and the killer returned the next day to slaughter Myrtle 
Collier in L.A. Nesia McElrath, 23, was found slain on 
December 19, and Elizabeth Landcraft’s mutilated 
corpse was found on December 22, 1985. The day after 
Christmas, Gidget Castro’s body was discarded in the 
City of Commerce. 


The new year was five days old when Tammy 
Scretchings met her killer in Los Angeles, becoming 
number fourteen on the Southside Slayer’s hit parade. 
On January 10, a 27-year-old prostitute was beaten and 
a male acquaintance stabbed when he attempted to 
restrain her violent customer. Their physical descriptions 
of the suspect tallied with reports from the survivor who 
escaped in August 1985. 


The killer chalked up number sixteen, Lorna Reed, 
on February 11, 1986, discarding her corpse at San 
Dimas, twenty-five miles east of his usual hunting 
ground. Prostitute Verna Williams was found on May 
26, her body slumped in the stairwell of a Los Angeles 
elementary school, and Trina Chaney joined the list 
November 3, in Watts. In January 1988, police 
announced that Carolyn Barney — killed May 29, 1987 
— was being added to the Southside list. 


Three other victims have been unofficially connected 
with the Southside Slayer, though detectives hesitate to 
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make a positive I.D. Loretta Jones, a 22-year-old co-ed 
with no criminal record, was murdered and dumped in 
a Los Angeles alley on April, 15, 1986. A white “Jane 
Doe,” age 25 to 30, was discovered strangled in a 
garbage dumpster three weeks later. Finally, Canoscha 
Griffin, 22, was stabbed to death on the grounds of a 
local high school, her body discovered July 24. 


By early 1988, police were backing off their initial 
body count, noting that defendant Charles Mosley had 
been convicted in one of the 1986 murders, while five 
more cases — involving victims Barney, Burris, Castro, 
Ficklin, and McElrath — were considered “closed” with 
the arrest of two other serial slayers. At the same time, 
identified suspects were cleared by police in the 
remaining fifteen cases, leaving at least one vicious 
stalker still at large. (See also: Craine, Louis; Siebert, 
Daniel Lee) 


SPECK, RICHARD FRANKLIN 


Born at Kirkwood, Illinois, on December 6, 1941, 
Speck was six years old when his family moved to 
Dallas, Texas. Over the next two decades, he would 
chalk up 37 arrests in Dallas, specializing in public 
drunkenness, disorderly conduct, and burglary. At age 
20, working part-time as a garbage man, he married 1S- 
year-old Shirley Malone and fathered a child. In 1965, 
he was charged with assaulting a Dallas woman, 
holding a knife to her throat in a parking garage before 
neighbors arrived to chase him off. Sentenced to 490 
days in jail, he was released early and handed over to 
state authorities as a parole violator. 


Separated from his wife in March 1966, Speck 
followed the remnants of his family back to Monmouth, 
Illinois. A drug-dependent alcoholic, Speck was bitter 
toward his wife, expressing a desire to kill her, but he 
never found the time. Obsessed with sex, he divided his 
time between sleazy bars and sporadic work on ore 
barges plying the Great Lakes. Speck was ultimately 
prosecuted — and is known today — for the final spasm 
of violence that claimed eight lives in a single massacre, - 
but evidence suggests that there were actually a dozen 
victims, murdered in a three-month period of 1966. 


The first to die was Mary Pierce, a barmaid and 
divorcee who rejected Speck’s advances. First reported 
missing on the night of April 10, she was discovered 
three days later, nude and strangled, in a shed behind 
the tavern where she worked. On April 18, a 65-year- 
old woman was robbed and raped by a man matching 
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Speck’s description, but the ore boats had carried him 
away before detectives sought to question him. 


Hospitalized for an emergency appendectomy in 
May, Speck signed on with another barge on June 27, 
1966. Dismissed from his job on July 2, at Indiana 
Harbor, Speck was in the neighborhood when three girls 
vanished at nearby Dunes Park, the same day. Police 
found their clothes in the car they had driven, assuming 
all three had stripped down to their swimsuits, but no 
trace of their bodies was ever discovered. 


Speck surfaced in Chicago in July 10, dropping by 
the National Maritime Union hiring hall to seek passage 
on a vessel bound for New Orleans. Three nights later, 
a half-block from the union hall, he knocked on the 
door of Jeffrey Manor, a two-story townhouse occupied 
by student nurses from nearby South Chicago Com- 
munity Hospital. High on drugs and reeking of alcohol, 
he brandished a pistol and knife when 23-year-old 
Corazon Amurao opened the door. “I’m not going to 
hurt you,” Speck said. “I’m only going to tie you up. I 
need your money to go to New Orleans.” 


Moving through the house, he roused five other 
student nurses from their beds, herding all six into one 
room, where they were bound and lined up on the floor. 
Three more came home from dates over the course of 
an hour, leaving Speck with nine helpless captives on his 
hands. The possibilities aroused him, and he made his 
mind up to eliminate them all. 


Speck untied 20-year-old Pamela Wilkening first, 
leading her into another room where she was stabbed 
in the chest, then strangled with a strip of sheet. He went 
back next for 20-year-old Mary Jordan and 21-year-old 
Suzanne Farris, guiding both women into a different 
bedroom. There, he stabbed Jordan three times — in 
the heart, neck, and eye — before turning on Farris, 
stabbing her 18 times and strangling her lifeless body, 
shredding her underclothes without taking time for rape. 


Nina Schmale, age 24, was next, ordered into another 
room where Speck told her to lie on the bed, afterward 
slashing her throat and strangling her to death. While he 
was thus engaged, the other student nurses wriggled 
under beds to hide themselves, but Speck would find 
them all... except for Corazon Amurao, huddled in a 
darkened corner, dumb-struck in her terror. 


Valentina Pasion, 23, and Nerlita Gargullo, 22, were 
the next to die. Directed to an empty bedroom, Pasion 
was killed with one deep stab to the throat. Gargullo 
absorbed four wounds before she toppled across 


Pasion’s body, Speck scrambling after her to finish the 
job by manual strangulation. 


Pausing to wash the blood off his hands, Speck 
returned for Patricia Matusek and carried her, still 
bound, into the bathroom. Placing her on the floor, he 
kicked her savagely in the stomach before squatting 
astride her body and strangling her to death, leaving her 
where she lay. 


Losing count of his victims, Speck spent the next 
twenty minutes raping Gloria Davy, once pausing to 
ask, “Would you mind putting your legs around my 
back?” When he was finished, Speck led the naked 
woman downstairs and assaulted her a second time, 
using some unknown object to mutilate her anus before 
he strangled her to death and left her lying on a couch. 


When Speck was gone, Corazon Amurao made her 
way to the balcony and called down for help. The 
killer’s use of square knots suggested a seaman to police, 
and Amurao recalled Speck’s remark about New 
Orleans, together with a tattoo — “Born to Raise Hell” 
— on his left forearm. Hospitalized on July 17, after a 
bungled suicide attempt, Speck was recognized from the 
tattoo and police were summoned to make the arrest. 
Convicted of multiple murder in April 1967, Speck was 
sentenced to death a month later, his sentence over- 
turned when the U.S. Supreme Court ruled capital 
punishment unconstitutional. In the wake of that 
decision, Speck was resentenced to consecutive life 
terms totaling more than 400 years. 


SPENCER, ANTHONY 


An illiterate Brooklynite, born on 1947, Spencer was 
arrested on an arson charge at age 13, committed to an 
institution for mental defectives after two months 
observation at Bellevue Hospital. Released in 1962, he 
continued therapy as an out-patient until April 1964. 
Two months later, on June 21, he was charged with 
raping a Bronx woman at knifepoint, released on $500 
bond after formal indictments were handed down. On 
August 22, he assaulted Constance Thompson in an 
elevator, threatening to mutilate her infant son if she 
would not submit to rape. Interrupted by the building 
superintendent, Spencer fled on foot, but Thompson 
saw him on the street a month later, trailing him home 
and then calling police. 


In custody, the 17-year-old rapist confessed to two 
murders and ten sexual assaults. One victim, 29-year- 


old Charlotte Lipstick, had been raped and killed in her 
Brooklyn home on May 29, 1964. The other, Mary 
Payne, age 83, was murdered in the Bronx on Labor 
Day. Spencer’s surviving victims included a five-year- 
old girl, but he could offer no motive for the crimes. “I 
don’t know why I do it,” he explained. “I get headaches, 
pass out, and I hear funny noises.” 


Indicted on two counts of murder, plus the rape of 
Constance Thompson, Spencer was returned to Bellevue 
for psychiatric evaluation. Pronounced sane by staff 
psychiatrists, he was ultimately convicted and sentenced 
to prison for life. 


SPISAK, FRANK G., Jr. 


Frank Spisak 


At 32, Frank Spisak was a walking exercise in 
contradictions. Neighbors on the near East Side of 
Cleveland knew him as “Frankie Ann Spisak,” a frizzy- 
haired transvestite who looked forward to the prospect 
of a sex-change operation, but he had another side, as 
well. When not in drag, Frank Spisak worshipped Adolf 
Hitler, ultimately casting off his gowns and makeup in 
a bid to emulate his idol, growing a toothbrush 
mustache and slicking his hair down in classic Hitlerian 
style. 


In February 1982, Spisak launched a series of 
“search-and-destroy missions” designed to “clean up” 
the city. Selecting his targets at random, Spisak invaded 
the campus of Cleveland State University, shooting a 
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black minister, Rev. Horace Rickerson, to death in a 
men’s room. Four months later, he wounded another 
black, 55-year-old John Hardaway, rebounding in 
August with a full-scale rampage. Before the month was 
over, Spisak killed 50-year-old Timothy Sheehan, 
assistant superintendent of buildings and grounds at 
CSU, and 17-year-old Brian Warford, gunned down at 
a bus stop near campus. A third attack failed, with 
Spisak narrowly missing CSU employee Coletta Dartt. 
Both Sheehan and Dartt were Caucasians, but Spisak 
had suspected the building superintendent of being a 
Jew. 


Arrested in September 1982, after firing a gun from 
his apartment window, Spisak was released on bail 
before an anonymous caller advised police to re- 
examine his .22-caliber weapon. Test bullets matched 
slugs retrieved from the Warford murder, and Spisak 
later confessed to the other homicides, gloating that “my 
aim was pretty good.” 


Pleading insanity at his trial, in August 1983, Spisak 
declared that his one-man war had been launched under 
orders from God, his “immediate superior.” Jews were 
to blame for his earlier transvestite episodes, having 
“seized control of his mind” when Frank wasn’t looking. 
How, a defense lawyer asked, was his brain working 
now? “Never better,” the gunman replied. 


With the results of psychiatric tests in hand, Judge 
James Sweeney ordered jurors to disregard Spisak’s 
insanity plea for lack of evidence. Convicted after five 
hours of deliberation, he was sentenced to death on 
August 10, 1983. Defiant in the face of judgment, Frank 
addressed the court. “Even though this court may 
pronounce me guilty a thousand times,” he declared, 
“the higher court of our great Aryan warrior god 
pronounces me innocent. Heil Hitler!” 


SPRAGGINS, 
JERRY JEROME 


There seemed to be a curse on the Cranetown 
Apartments, in Montclair, New Jersey — more specif- 
ically upon Apartment 31. In November 1981, tenant 
Lillian Harris, 83, died of an apparent heart attack while 
her apartment was being burglarized. Seventeen months 
later, on April 18, 1983, 51-year-old Joan Leight died 
under identical circumstances, at the same address. Her 
replacement as tenant in Apartment 31, 68-year-old 
Sarah McHale, was found dead in her living room 
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September 2, smothered with a pillow. Police spokes- 
men made veiled references to “similarities” in the three 
deaths, refusing to offer more details for fear of 
jeopardizing their investigation. 


On April 11, 1985, authorities in Essex County 
arrested 30-year-old Jerry Spraggins, a mechanic and 
dispatcher for a local taxi service, on charges of 
murdering Sarah McHale and Joan Leight. Also 
considered a prime suspect in the death of Lillian Harris, 
Spraggins escaped charges in that case through lack of 
conclusive evidence. Twice charged with criminal 
trespass and sexual assault at another Montclair 
apartment complex, in December 1984, the suspect had 
escaped with a $600 fine and two years probation after 
the judge suspended an 11-month jail term. Additional 
charges in the Cranetown Apartment cases included 
burglary, theft, and sexual assault. 


Spraggins was ultimately convicted in the death of 
Sarah McHale, sentenced to a term of 30 years in prison. 
While the other crimes remain officially unsolved, 
Montclair authorities maintain a firm conviction of their 
suspect’s guilt across the board. It is worth noting that 
the “Cranetown curse” was lifted when he went to jail. 


STANIAK, LUCIAN 


As a young man in Warsaw, Staniak lost his parents 
and sister in a tragic automobile accident. The driver 
responsible — a young Polish Air Force captain’s wife 
— was cleared of criminal responsibility, but Staniak 
remained obsessed with “justice” in the case, and over 
time he hatched a scheme to punish young, blond 
women everywhere in Poland. He launched his cam- 
paign in 1964, with a letter to the Polish state news- 
paper. Writing in red ink, with a peculiar style that 
earned him the nickname of the “Red Spider,” Staniak 
warned: “There is no happiness without tears, no life 
without death. Beware! I am going to make you cry.” 


Employed as a translator for the official state 
publishing house, Staniak traveled widely in his 
profession, chalking up an estimated 20 female victims 
in the next two years. The first, a 17-year-old student, 
was raped and mutilated at Olsztyn, on the anniversary 
of Polish liberation from the Nazi occupation. The next 
day, one of Staniak’s trademark letters declared, “I 
picked a juicy flower in Olsztyn and I shall do it again 
somewhere else, for there is no holiday without a 
funeral.” 


His next holiday victim was a blond 16-year-old, who 
marched at the head of a student’s parade on the day 
she died. An anonymous letter directed police to the 
body — ravaged, with a spike run through the genitals 
— ina factory basement not far from her home. 


On All Saints Day, Staniak murdered a blond hotel 
receptionist, mutilating her body with a screwdriver. 
Next day, he wrote the press that “Only tears of sorrow 
can wash out the stain of shame; only pangs of suffering 
can blot out the fires of lust.” On May Day 1966, he 
raped and disemboweled a 17-year-old, dumping her 
body in a tool shed behind her home, the victim’s 
entrails pooled around her thighs. Police were looking 
into fourteen other cases when the killer left another 
victim raped and mutilated on a train, that Christmas 
Eve. His letter to the press was simple and direct: “I 
have done it again.” 


An artist of sorts, Staniak was finally traced by police 
in 1967, after he slaughtered a fellow member of the Art 
Lovers Club. Police became suspicious when they 
viewed his paintings — mainly crimson, daubed on with 
a knife and focusing on scenes of mutilation — and they 
found that Staniak’s itinerary for the past two years 
precisely coincided with the string of unsolved crimes. 
Arrested on the way home from his final murder, 
executed in a peevish bid for more publicity, Staniak 
readily confessed to 20 murders and was sent to an 
asylum, in Katowice, for life. 


STANO, GERALD EUGENE 


A native of Daytona Beach, Florida, born in 1951 
and adopted as an infant, Stano suffered persistent 
learning and “adjustment” problems in his early school 
years, complicated by a lack of coordination that 
resulted in frequent falls. After several years in a Virginia 
military academy, he graduated from high school in 
Daytona beach and went to work in his adoptive 
father’s filling station, also working as a cook and waiter 
on the side. He met a lot of women, but they universally 
rejected him, increasing Stano’s deep resentment toward 
a world of “bitches.” Sometimes they laughed at Stano, 
but he also recalled that some “pulled my hair” or 
“threw beer bottles at me.” Years later, after killing 41, 
he would confide to homicide detectives that “I hate a 
bitchy chick.” 


According to his own confession, Stano claimed his 
first two victims in New jersey, during 1969. He drifted 


into Pennsylvania in the early 1970s and murdered half 
a dozen women there before returning to his native 
Florida, launching a one-man crime wave that would 
claim another 33 lives between 1973 and 1980. 
Devoted to the hunt, Stano preyed chiefly on prostitutes 
and hitchhikers, though one of his victims would be a 
high school cheerleader. They ranged in age from 13 to 
the mid-thirties, dispatched by means of gunshots, 
knives, and strangulation. None were raped, and state 
psychiatrists suggest that Stano drew his basic satisfac- 
tion from the simple act of murder. As one homicide 
detective summed the killer up, “He thinks about three 
things: stereo systems, cars, and killing women.” 


In April 1980, Stano was arrested after an intended 
victim managed to escape his clutches in Daytona 
Beach. In custody, he launched a marathon confession, 
directing officers to the buried remains of 24 identifiable 
victims and two skeletal “Jane Does,” all in Florida. By 
December 1983, Stano had provided details of 41 
murders, drawing eight life terms in Florida. His ninth 
conviction — for the murder of 17-year-old Cathy 
Scharf at Port Orange — earned him a death sentence, 
and he came within hours of the chair before an 
indefinite stay was granted on July 2, 1986. At this 
writing, Stano is still on death row, awaiting execution, 
and authorities believe that they have finally heard the 
last of his confessions. 


STARKWEATHER, CHARLES 
and FUGATE, CARIL ANN 


Born to poverty in Lincoln, Nebraska, during 1940, 
Charles Starkweather was the runt of the litter, myopic 
and bowlegged, standing five foot two at age 17. 
Taunted by classmates in school, he lapsed into “black 
moods” as a child, developing “a hate as hard as iron” 
against his fellow man. Dropping out of high school to 
work as a garbageman, he displayed peculiar, anti-social 
behavior in public, sometimes shouting curses from his 
garbage truck, at total strangers. The sole exception to 
his misanthropic attitude was the. affection Charlie felt 
for 14-year-old Caril Ann Fugate, but even that was 
tarnished by his rage. Caril’s family disapproved of the 
relationship, justifiably unnerved by Starkweather’s 
moods and his habit of carrying a favorite rifle wherever 
he went. 


On December 1, 1957, Starkweather held up a gas 
station in Lincoln, abducting the attendant, 21-year-old 
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Robert Colvert, and driving him into the countryside, 
where he was killed by a close-range shotgun blast. No 
one suspected Charlie of the crime, and his primal 
satisfaction in the act of murder was amplified by 
feelings of power when he escaped detection. 


Charles Starkweather (right), with Caril Ann Fugate 


Seven weeks later, on January 21, 1958, Stark- 
weather was visiting Caril Ann’s home when he got into 
a violent argument with her mother, Velda Bartlett. As 
Charlie recalled the incident, “They said they were tired 
of me hanging around,” and blows were exchanged, 
Starkweather falling back on his favorite equalizer, 
blasting Bartlett and her husband where they stood. 
With Caril looking on, Charles grabbed her sister, two- 
year-old Betty Bartlett, and choked the girl to death by 
ramming his gun barrel down her throat. Caril then 
retired to watch TV, while Charles concealed the bodies 
and prepared some sandwiches. A sign was posted on 
the door — “Stay a Way. Every Body is Sick With the 
Flu” — and the teenaged lovers spent six days in Caril’s 
home, rebuffing relatives and police officers before they 
finally left, and the crime was discovered. 


On January 28, Starkweather’s car bogged down on 
the property of a local farmer, 70-year-old August 
Meyer. The result was “a helluva argument,” climaxed 
with Charles shooting Meyer and his dog “in self- 
defense.” Leaving their car in the mud, Starkweather 
and Fugate walked to the highway and stuck out their 
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thumbs, securing a lift from high school sweethearts 
Robert Jensen, 17, and Carol King, 16. At gunpoint, 
Charlie made them drive to an abandoned school and 
ordered them into the cellar, where Jensen was shot six 
times in the head. King was also shot to death, her 
genitals slashed with a knife, but Charlie blamed Caril 
for the crime, citing “jealousy” as the motive. 


Escaping in Jensen’s car, Starkweather considered 
surrender, but Caril allegedly talked him out of it. 
Returning to Lincoln on January 30, they invaded the 
home of businessman C. Lauer Ward, binding his wife 
Clara and a maid, 51-year-old Lillian Fencl, before 
stabbing both women to death in a bedroom. Charles 
next went after the family dog, breaking its neck before 
he settled down to wait for Ward’s return from work. 
Blasting the businessman dead on the threshold, 
Starkweather fled in his limousine, Caril riding shotgun, 
intent on escaping to Washington state. 


On February 1, they stopped at Douglas, Wyoming, 
after slipping through a dragnet that included 200 
members of the Nebraska National Guard. Seeking a 
new car, they found shoe salesman Merle Collison 
asleep in his vehicle, and Starkweather pumped nine 
bullets into the helpless victim. Stuck behind the steering 
wheel, Collison’s body was giving Charlie fits when 
another motorist stopped to offer help and Starkweather 
got the drop on him. They were grappling over Charlie’s 
gun when a deputy sheriff arrived, and Caril Ann 
jumped into the squad car, pointing at Charles as she 
cried, “He killed a man!” 


Outnumered, Starkweather fled in the Ward limou- 
sine, topping speeds of 120 mph as his pursuers radioed 
ahead for a road block. Concentrated gunfire drove him 
off the road at last, and Charles surrendered after he was 
cut by flying glass. In custody, he made a full confession 
to his crimes, sharing responsibility with Fugate in what 
some of her friends described as a spiteful last fling. 
Sentenced to death, Starkweather was electrocuted at 
the Nebraska state prison on June 24, 1959. Caril Ann 
drew a term of life imprisonment for her role in the 
murder spree, winning parole in June 1976. 


STEELE, ROLAND 


A 39-year-old karate expert from Canonsburg, 
Pennsylvania, Steele was convicted on three counts of 
first-degree murder, stemming from his brutal assaults 
upon elderly women in Washington County. Steele 


apparently preferred live flesh to punching bags for 
workouts in the martial arts, selecting victims who were 
helpless to defend themselves. A jury deliberated for 
forty-five minutes before sentencing the karate killer to 
death. 


STRAFFEN, JOHN THOMAS 


The summer months of 1951 brought creeping terror 
to the town of Bath, near Bristol, England, as an unseen 
killer stalked the local children, claiming three within a 
month. Christine Butcher, age 7, was the first victim, 
abducted and murdered in early July. Six-year-old 
Brenda Goddard was reported missing on July 15, her 
strangled corpse recovered three hours later. On August 
8, 9-year-old Cecily Batstone went off to the movies and 
never returned; her body was found next morning, after 
an all-night search. 


Police initially resisted drawing any common link 
between the murders, checking out the allegations of 
attacks on other local girls to no avail. They had no 
clues, no suspect, but on August 9 they did have 21- 
year-old John Straffen under lock and key on unrelated 
charges. Idling in his cell, the unmarried laborer called 
for detectives and confessed to the Batstone murder. “I 
sat behind her,” he explained. “It only took a couple of 
minutes and she was dead. She was taken by surprise.” 
Additional charges were filed in the case of Brenda 
Goddard, on August 30, 1951, but Straffen never went 
to trial. On October 17, he was found unsane and unfit 
to plead, the magistrate declaring that, “You might as 
well try a baby in arms.” In lieu of a trial, Straffen was 
ordered detained “until his Majesty’s pleasure be 
known” — in effect, a life term of confinement in a 
British mental institution. 


STRANGULATION MURDERS 
— NEW ORLEANS 


New Year is a time of fresh beginnings, marked by 
resolutions for the future and a sense of cautious 
optimism, but for homicide detectives in Louisiana, 
there would be no celebration over New Year 1988. On 
January 1, the naked, strangled corpse of 27-year-old 
Ruth Peart was found in the crawl space beneath a 
neighbor’s house, around the corner from her own New 
Orleans home. Next morning, strollers on a levee 


between Orleans and Jefferson Parish found the semi- 
nude body of Corrine Morgan, 24, strangled like her 
predecessor. Despite the “coincidence” of location and 
timing, police were reluctant to draw a connection 
between the two murders. At this writing, they have no 
suspects in custody and the case remains unsolved. 


STRANGULATION MURDERS 
— NEW YORK CITY 


Investigators cautiously refused to speculate on 
possible connections in the deaths of five women, 
strangled in Manhattan and Brooklyn between March 
and August 1982, but spokesmen for NYPD told the 
press that a link in the series of crimes was “not 
discounted.” Evidence in at least one of the cases 
reportedly pointed toward multiple killers, but police 
declined to specify their reasons for believing that at 
least one death was unrelated to the others. 


The series of murders — if series it was — began with 
the strangulation of Sheryl Guida, 22, found at Coney 
Island on March 18. Rita Nixon, a 21-year-old visitor 
from Portsmouth, Virginia, was strangled and dumped 
behind a school in Chinatown, on July 15. Gloria 
DeLeon, 31, of Bergen County, New Jersey, was the 
third victim, her lifeless body discarded in Manhattan. 
Patricia Shea, a 40-year-old physician’s assistant from 
Queens, was discovered in Brooklyn’s Prospect Park, 
July 26. The fifth victim, a “Jane Doe,” was found 
floating in the Narrows, off Bay Ridge in Brooklyn, on 
August 3; she had been beaten, raped, and strangled 
with an electric cord, still wrapped around her neck. 


To date, no solid leads have been discovered in these 
crimes, no suspects brought to trial. The murderer is still 
at large. 


SUCCO, ROBERT 


Accused of murdering three policemen and three 
civilians in France, Robert Succo was apprehended by 
Italian authorities in the spring of 1988. Confined at 
Vincenza, he was examined by psychiatrists who 
diagnosed him as a paranoid schizophrenic and a danger 
to society. In May, a judge found Succo incapable of 
comprehending the charges or participating in his own 
defense, thus paving the way for committal to an 
asylum. Before the next logical step could be taken, 
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Succo played his hole card, suffocating himself with a 
plastic bag on the night of May 23, 1988. His death was 
ruled a suicide. 


SUTCLIFFE, 
PETER WILLIAM 


A “harlot killer” who proved rather indiscriminate in 
choosing victims was Great Britain’s Yorkshire Ripper, 
Peter Sutcliffe. While residing in apparent harmony 
with his beloved wife — herself a schizophrenic who 
spent time in institutions — Sutcliffe waged a five-year 
war against the female population of England’s northern 
counties. With his ball peen hammer, chisel, and 
assorted other implements of slaughter, Yorkshire’s 
ripper claimed a minimum of thirteen victims killed and 
seven wounded. In addition to the documented body- 
count, he is believed by some to be responsible for other 
unsolved murders on the European continent. 


The roots of Sutcliffe’s homicidal rage are difficult to 
trace. His family appears to have been torn by dark 
suspicions, on his father’s part, of infidelity by Peter’s 
mother, and the boy’s opinion of all women may have 
suffered in an atmosphere of brooding doubt. As a 
young man, he found employment with a local mortu- 
ary, and was prone to “borrow” jewelry from the 
corpses; in his comments, easily dismissed as “jokes” by 
his co-workers at the time, there is a hint of budding 
necrophilia, more disturbing then the strain of larceny. 
A favorite outing for the would-be ripper was a local 
wax museum, where he lingered by the hour over torsos 
that depicted the results of gross venereal disease. Before 
his marriage, Sutcliffe frequently expressed his fears of 
having caught “a dose” from contact with the prostitutes 
of Leeds and Birmingham. 


Sutcliffe’s first attacks on women, in July and August 
1975, were unsuccessful in that both his victims 
managed to survive the crushing blows of hammers to 
their skulls, the slashes he inflicted on their torsos after 
they were down. October was a better month for Peter; 
on the 29th he slaughtered prostitute Wilma McCann, 
in Leeds, and thus officially began the Ripper’s reign of 
terror. 


There seemed to be no schedule for the crimes. On 
January 20, 1976, housewife/hooker Emily Jackson 
was bludgeoned in Leeds, her prostrate body bearing 
fifty stab wounds. Sutcliffe did not strike again for 
thirteen months, attacking Irene Richardson, another 
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prostitute, again in Leeds. He moved to Bradford for the 
April butchery of Tina Atkinson, another prostitute, 
found murdered in her own apartment, mutilated after 
death. 


On June 16, the Ripper struck again, but his selection 
of a victim made the slaying different, more appalling 
to the populace at large. At sixteen years of age, Jane 
MacDonald was an “innocent,” the perfect girl next 
door, cut down while strolling to a relative’s, almost 
within sight of home. Her murder put the Ripper on a 
different plane, immediately serving notice that no girl 
or woman in the northern counties was considered safe. 


Maureen Long was assaulted on the streets of 
Bradford, in July, but she survived the blows that 
Sutcliffe rained upon her skull. In October, he crossed 
the Pennines to murder Jean Jordan in Manchester, 
crushing her skull with eleven hammer strokes, stabbing 
her twenty-four times after death. When she had not 
been found within a week, he would return to move the 
body and slash it further, making its location more 
apparent to police. 


In January 1978, Sutcliffe killed a prostitute named 
Helen Rytka in the town of Huddersfield. In April 1979, 
another “innocent,” nineteen-year-old Josephine 
Whittaker, was butchered in Halifax. A civil servant, 
Marguerite Walls, was murdered at Pudsey in August, 
and twelve days later Sutcliffe slaughtered co-ed 
Barbara Leach, in Bradford. 


In the middle of their manhunt, homicide investiga- 
tors were bedeviled by a mocking tape and several 
letters from “the Ripper.” Later, with their man in 
custody, they learned that all were hoaxes, perpetrated 
by another twisted mind that found vicarious release in 
toying with detectives. Countless hours were wasted by 
police and independent searchers, looking for a man 
whose penmanship and accent bore no smallest similar- 
ity to Sutcliffe’s own. The charlatan responsible — 
suspected in two unrelated homicides — remains at 
large today. 


The Ripper had two more near-misses in October 
and November, wounding victims in the towns of Leeds 
and Huddersfield, respectively. Both would survive their 
wounds, and Sutcliffe took a year’s vacation prior to 
killing co-ed Jacqueline Hill, at Leeds, in November 
1980. The latest victim’s mutilations were familiar to 
police, but Sutcliffe also stabbed her in the eye, unsettled 
by the corpse’s “reproachful stare.” 


On January 2, 1981, police arrested Sutcliffe, with a 
prostitute, in one of several areas that had been subject 


to surveillance through the manhunt. Even so, they 
almost let him slip the net by stepping out of sight 
behind some shrubbery to urinate, there dropping the 
incriminating weapons that he carried underneath his 
jacket. At the station, Sutcliffe finally broke down, 
confessing everything. Detectives noted that their 
suspect seemed relieved to have it all behind him. So he 
seemed, as well, to spectators in court when he received 
a term of life imprisonment for thirteen homicides and 
various assaults. (Author David Yallop, in Deliver Us 
from Evil, links the Ripper with four additional murders 
and seven non-fatal assaults, including crimes in France 
and Sweden.) From Sutcliffe’s truck, detectives had 
retrieved a written statement that appeared to summar- 
ize the Ripper’s twisted view of life: 


In this truck is a man whose latent genius, 
if unleashed, would rock the nation, whose 
dynamic energy would overpower those 
around him. Better let him sleep? 


SWANGO, MICHAEL 


Rated a genius in high school, with a tested IQ of 
160, Swango graduated first in his class and was named 
“High School Student of the Year” by the National 
Merit Scholarship organization in 1975. By 1983, he 
had finished medical school and was serving his 
internship at Ohio State University, in Columbus. At 
least seven persons died under his care in that year, and 
hospital administrators were disturbed by reports from 
nurses who saw Swango injecting unknown chemicals 
into patient IV tubes, shortly before deaths were 
reported. Another patient, 19-year-old Cindy McGee, 
was recovering nicely from an automobile accident 
when Swango dropped by “to take blood samples,” but 
she suffered a sudden, inexplicable relapse, and was 
soon pronounced dead. A survivor, rescued from the 
brink of death, told nurses, “A blond doctor put 
something in my IV and everything went black.” 


Intimidated by the prospect of lawsuits if Swango was 
dismissed, Ohio State administrators let him finish out 
the year, but he was not invited back to serve the normal 
five-year residency term. He was recommended for 
licensing as a physician, however, and moved on to 
Quincy, Illinois, where he joined the staff of Blessing 
Hospital, working around the emergency ward. 


In short order, paramedics at Blessing began suffering 
attacks of violent nausea, invariably following a gift of 
snacks or beverages from smiling Dr. Swango. Suspi- 


cious, they placed Swango under unofficial surveillance, 
and one paramedic soon found quantities of ant poison 
in the doctor’s gym bag. Police were notified, and 
Swango was charged with assault, a search of his home 
turning up stockpiles of acid, chemicals, and poisons, in 
addition to handwritten poison “recipes” and numerous 
items of occult paraphernalia. 


As the investigation proceeded, authorities began 
exhuming Swango’s unfortunate Ohio patients. At least 
one, Ricky DeLong, had apparently been suffocated, 
though Swango signed his death certificate with a 
notation of “natural causes.” Convicted of assault in 
Quincy, during 1985, Swango was sentenced to five 
years in prison. No murder charges have yet been filed 
in Ohio, but on February 12, 1986 — nearly a year after 
his conviction — Swango’s license to practice medicine 
in that state was revoked. At this writing, he remains 
eligible to practice in Illinois upon release from jail. 


SWEDISH RAILROAD 
MURDERS 


An interesting case of serial murder was reported 
from Sweden during 1948, werein victims, selected 
apparently at random, were pushed from speeding trains 
at different points along the country’s southern railroad 
network. According to police reports, released on 
November 29, there had been five such incidents — all 
on weekends — within the past five weeks. Four victims 
had died from injuries sustained in their falls, bodies 
recovered from trackside hours later; a fifth, prizefighter 
Carl Nilsson, managed to survive, but could remember 
no details of the attack. After ruling out accidental falls, 
police declared that they were searching for “a sadist.” 
His — or her — identity may only be surmised, since 
no suspect was ever identified or brought to trial. 


TABORSKY, JOSEPH L., 
and CULOMBE, ARTHUR 


In 1951, at age 27, Joseph Taborsky was convicted 
and sentenced to die for the holdup-murder of Louis 
Woolson, a liquor store proprietor in west Hartford, 
Connecticut. Taborsky’s accomplice — and the chief 
witness against him — was his brother Albert, sentenced 
to a term of life imprisonment for his participation in the 
crime. Four years later, after Albert had been ruled 
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insane, the state supreme court overturned Joseph’s 
conviction, ordering a new trial. Deprived of its key 
witness, the prosecution dropped all charges against 
Taborsky, and he was back on the street by 1956, 
joining forces with 33-year-old Arthur Culombe for a 
new series of holdups and murders. 


On December 15, the duo turned up at a gas station 
in New Britain, Connecticut, executing owner Edward 
Kurpiewski and one of his patrons, 30-year-old Daniel 
Janowski, with close-range shots to the back of the 
head. The day after Christmas, 65-year-old Samuel 
Cohn was gunned down in his East Hartford liquor 
store. Moving on to North Haven, the killers held up a 
shoe store on January 5, 1957, murdering owners 
Bernard and Ruth Speyer before they escaped with $50 
in cash. John Rosenthal, a 68-year-old Wartford 
druggist, was the last to die, shot down in his store on 
February 10. 


Arrested on February 23, Culombe swiftly confessed 
to the series of crimes and fingered Taborsky as the 
“brains” behind the rampage. By March 1, police had 
Taborsky’s signed confession in hand, and both gunmen 
were sentenced to life imprisonment on conviction for 
murder. 


TAHL, 
WILLIAM ALBERT AUTUR 


An American Eskimo, Tahl clashed with authority 
for the first time at age three, after deliberately hurling 
a brick through a window. More arrests followed, but 
his crimes remained petty until the spring of 1965, when 
unexpected violent urges surfaced at the age of twenty- 
seven. 


On April Fool’s Day, Tahl, approached his man-and- 
wife employers, Mr. and Mrs. Victor Bowen, at the 
Mission Bay Yacht Club in San Diego, California. 
Brandishing a shotgun, he demanded cash, and was 
indignantly refused. Impulsively, Tahl shot both victims, 
killing Mrs. Bowen instantly; her husband would survive 
just long enough to name the gunman for police. 


Mere hours later, still on April 1, Tahl invaded a 
nearby apartment, threatening to stab a two-year-old 
child if the boy’s teenaged mother did not submit to 
intercourse. Following the rape, he fled from California, 
giving San Diego officers the slip, and set his sights on 
Texas. In El Paso, Tahl acquired a bogus driver’s license, 
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draft card, and Social Security number in the name of 
“Arthur Spencer,” moving on to Dallas as he searched 
for work. 


In Dallas, Tahl made friends with Allen Wright, age 
24, and shortly moved his few belongings into Wright’s 
apartment. There, on April 26, a neighbor found 
Wright’s body — naked, torn by knife wounds — and 
police began a search for “Arthur Spencer,” on another 
count of murder. 


Tahl, meanwhile, was hiding in Fort Worth. While 
there, he “found” a Social Security card in the name of 
“J.D. Baxter,” usurping that identity as he evacuated 
Texas, homing on St. Louis. Back in Dallas, “Arthur 
Spencer” had been made as William Tahl, and federal 
warrants had begun to multiply on charges of unlawful 
flight. Tahl’s name was added to the FBI’s “Most 
Wanted” list on June 10, 1965. 


Tahl’s latest buddy, in St. Louis, was a teacher by the 
name of Marvin Thomas. After several meetings, Tahl 
moved into Thomas’s apartment, watching from a 
distance as the FBI continued their pursuit across the 
great Southwest. Come autumn, William’s cash and 
self-control evaporated simultaneously; on November 5 
he bound his roommate, battered Thomas with a sock 
containing buckshot, and coerced the teacher into 
signing four $100 checks, made out to’ “J.D. Baxter.” 
Leaving the apartment shortly after 1 a.m., Tahl had no 
way of knowing that a neighbor had already called 
police. 


St. Louis officers arrived to rescue Thomas, listening 
as he related details of his ordeal. They were still on 
hand then Tahl returned, but they proved careless in 
allowing him to use the bathroom prior to making the 
arrest. Emerging with a pistol pointed at himself, Tahl 
threatened suicide, revealing his identity and startling 
police with details of his several homicides. An hour and 
twenty minutes passed before he finally surrendered and 
was carted off to jail, awaiting the arrival of the FBI. 


TANNENBAUM, GLORIA 


A peculiar chapter of Colorado’s criminal history was 
closed on March 9, 1971, with the announcement that 
Gloria Tannenbaum, suspect in two deaths and one 
disappearance, had died in the state mental hospital at 
Pueblo. A suicide note was found at her bedside, and 
authorities concluded she had somehow managed to 


ingest a dose of cyanide — the same poison allegedly 
used to kill two of her victims in 1969. 


Gloria Tannenbaum’s publicized troubles began after 
Dr. Thomas Riha, 40-year-old professor of Russian 
history at Colorado University, vanished from his home 
near the Boulder campus on March 14, 1969. Within 
a short time, Tannenbaum was charged, both in Boulder 
and Denver, with four separate felony counts involving 
illegal disposal of Riha’s property. Prior to her trial on 
one charge — that of forging his name on a $300 check 
— Gloria was pronounced insane by court psychiatrists 
and confined to the state hospital until such time as she 
recovered sufficiently to participate in her own defense. 


In confinement, Tannenbaum boasted of influential 
contacts and hinted at “secret assignments” performed 
on behalf of intelligence agencies. Outside her narrow 
world, the search for Dr. Riha’s body yielded no results, 
but homicide detectives had begun suspecting Gloria in 
two more deaths. A couple of her neighbors, 78-year- 
old Gustav Ingwerson and Barbara Egbert, 51, had 
recently died of apparent cyanide poisoning. There was 
insufficient evidence for indictment, but police believed 
that Gloria had murdered both, perhaps because they 
had possessed some information on the Riha case. 


The deaths and disappearance are officially unsolved, 
but Gloria appears to have claimed the last word on the 
case for herself. “It doesn’t matter really,” she wrote to 
her attorney on the last night of her life, “but I will tell 
you this. I didn’t do Tom or Gus or Barb in. I went nuts 
with hurt over losing them. Everything that has made 
me feel good about myself has been taken away. Life 
is very cheap.” 


TAYLOR, GARY ADDISON 


Michigan born in 1936, Gary Taylor spent his early 
years in Florida, launching his first attacks on women 
there, when he was in his teens. His standard M.O. 
involved loitering around bus stops after nightfall, 
waiting for solitary women to disembark, assaulting 
them with a hammer. Confined as a juvenile, Taylor 
returned to Michigan on release, in 1957, and there 
became notorious as the “Royal Oak Sniper,” shooting 
women he found on the streets after dark. Thus far, none 
of his victims had died, and Taylor was shuttled from 
one psychiatric hospital to another over an eleven-year 
period, assaulting several Detroit women during ill- 
conceived furloughs. Despite his continuing violence 


and a self-proclaimed “compulsion to hurt women,” 
Taylor was rated a safe bet for out-patient treatment, “as 
long as he reports in to receive medication.” Tiring of 
the game in late 1973, he stopped showing up at the 
hospital, and authorities waited fourteen months before 
listing his disappearance with the National Crime 
Information Center in Washington, D.C. 


By that time, Taylor had murdered at least four 
women in three different states. A pair of victims from 
Ohio — 25-year-old Lee Fletcher and 23-year-old 
Deborah Heneman — were buried in Taylor’s back 
yard before he abandoned his home in Onsted, Mich- 
igan, moving west to Seattle. There, on the night of 
November 27, he abducted and killed a young house- 
wife, Vonnie Stuth. Officers traced him to Enumclaw, 
Washington, where he sat still for interrogation but 
refused to take a polygraph exam. In the absence of an 
NCIC listing, homicide investigators did not know he 
was a fugitive, and they were forced to set him free. By 
the time Michigan authorities plugged Taylor’s name 
into the national computer, he had vanished again, 
bound for Texas. 


On May 20, 1975, Taylor was picked up in Houston 
on a charge of sexual assault, swiftly confessing his role 
in four murders. Victims Fletcher and Heneman were 
unearthed in Michigan on May 22, and Taylor signed 
confessions in two other cases, including those of 
Houston victim Susan Jackson, 21, and Vonnie Stuth, 
found buried near his former home in Enumclaw. 
Further investigation cleared him of six other Washing- 
ton murders, now blamed on Ted Bundy, but officers in 
Texas, Michigan, and California suspect him in as many 
as 20 unsolved homicides. Convicted on the four counts 
he confessed, Taylor was sentenced to a term of life 
imprisonment. 


TAYLOR, 
KENNETH GORDON 


An Ohio native, born in 1941, Taylor was suspected 
of no more than routine traffic violations when Nash- 
ville, Tennessee, patrolmen pulled him over on Sep- 
tember 4, 1978. The officers were skeptical when Taylor 
told them, “I’m glad you stopped me; I just committed 
a murder,” but their doubts vanished after he directed 
them to the body of 36-year-old David Willie, dumped 
in a downtown alley. Taylor was charged with murder, 
armed robbery, and the theft of Willie’s car — which 
he was driving at the time of his arrest — but he was 
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not quite finished, yet. In custody, he soon confessed to 
16 other murders, allegedly committed in Tennessee, 
Ohio, and Pennsylvania. His victims reportedly included 
a husband and wife killed at Boardman, Ohio, earlier 
in 1978, and authorities from North Lima linked his 
name with the 1977 murder of 28-year-old David 
Hamilton. (Hamilton’s wife, also believed dead, was still 
missing.) 

As police from several states descended on his cell, 
Taylor suddenly quit talking, retaining a lawyer to push 
his plea of innocent by reason of insanity. Recanting his 
confessions on the eve of trial, he was convicted of 
second-degree murder in the Willie case on March 9, 
1979, receiving a 30-year prison term. Investigation into 
his other alleged murders continues at this writing. 


TCAIUC 


On September 26, 1935, authorities in Jasi, Roma- 
nia, announced the discovery of twenty-one corpses in 
various rural locations surrounding their town. The 
victims, all male, were reportedly slain by an unem- 
ployed youth named Tcaiuc, the crimes committed 
without rational motive. In custody, Tcaiuc confessed to 
the murders, insisting he had killed at the behest of his 
17-year-old lover. In Tcaiuc’s version of events, the girl 
would lure men into the woods around Jasi, whereupon 
Tcaiuc would attack and slay them from ambush. After 
each killing the lovers would bury their victims together, 
in the forest or beneath the floor of isolated houses. 
Sentenced to die, Tcaiuc continued to blame his 
companion for the crimes. “She influenced me like a 
demon,” he told the court, “and I could not help 
myself.” 


TENNESON, MICHAEL 


A native of Holmen, Wisconsin, born in 1960, 
Tenneson was serving felony time in the La Crosse 
County jail when he failed to return from a work-release 
outing on March 10, 1987. Ten days later, still in La 
Crosse, he invaded the home of 73-year-old Lila Bush, 
shooting her to death, along with her 33-year-old son 
Kenneth and Kenneth’s 35-year-old girlfriend, Debra 
Reget. 

On March 21, traveling as “Michael Leith,” Tenne- 


son stepped off a bus in Denver, passing two months in 
the Rocky Mountain metropolis before he felt the urge 
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to kill again. On May 20, following a beer and cocaine 
party, he turned on two new friends — 23-year-old 
Jeffrey Sheffield and 22-year-old Mitchell Gonzalez — 
shooting both men in the head, at point-blank range, 
while they slept off the affects of drugs and alcohol. 
Showing off Sheffield’s car the next evening, Tenneson 
quickly fell under suspicion and was jailed on murder 
charges. While in custody, he voluntarily confessed to 
the Wisconsin slayings. 


On March 18, 1988, a Denver jury convicted 
Tenneson on two counts of murder, plus one count each 
of aggravated robbery and aggravated auto theft. A 
week later, deadlocked eleven-to-one in favor of 
execution, jurors were forced to recommend life 
imprisonment in the absence of a unanimous verdict. 
Tenneson was sentenced to matching life terms for the 
murders, plus 32 years on the robbery count and 16 
years for auto theft, compelling him to serve a minimum 
of 104 years before he is eligible for parole. 


On June 14, 1988, Tenneson was returned to 
Wisconsin for trial on triple murder charges and 
assorted other felonies. He struck a bargain with 
authorities, against the best advice of his attorneys, 
telling the court, “It’s ridiculous to go through all this.” 
In return for his guilty plea on three counts of murder, 
he was sentenced to three more life terms, with dismissal 
of lesser charges including armed burglary, possession of 
a firearm after conviction of a felony, and violation of 
the state’s repeat offender statute. 


TERRY, MICHAEL 


One evening in December 1985, Curtis Brown, a 21- 
year-old black man, left his home in Atlanta, Georgia, 
to purchase a package of cigarettes. Five hours later, 
when an unidentified corpse was discovered in Dean 
Rusk Park, no connection was made. Stripped of I.D., 
his pants pulled down, the victim had been shot several 
times in the head, and .38-caliber bullets were recovered 
in fair shape for ballistic identification. 


Curtis Brown’s body was not identified until four 
days later, when his girlfriend filed a missing person 
report with police. With confirmation in hand, detec- 
tives examined his final hours, tracing the victim as far 
as a neighborhood tavern. Employees remembered him 
there, on the night of his death, and they thought he had 
left with another black customer, known — for the sake 
of his 300 pounds — as “Big Mike.” 


From there, the trail went cold, and homicide 
detectives had no time to spare for chasing shadows. Six 
years earlier, Atlanta had been “honored” with the title 
of America’s murder capital, boasting the nation’s 
highest per capita homicide rate, and matters had 
scarcely improved in the meantime. Three sensational 
outbreaks of serial murder had captured the national 
spotlight from 1980 to 1984, and overworked police 
had many “ordinary” slayings on their hands, as well. 


Ten months elapsed before authorities resigned 
themselves to yet another monster in their midst. In mid- 
October 1986, the decomposing body of a young black 
man was discovered in an abandoned building; he had 
been shot several times in the back of the head, the body 
left with pants pulled down around his knees. It took 
several days to identify the victim as Daryl Williams, a 
21-year-old drifter from Ohio. Last seen alive in a bar, 
on October 5, there was no trace of his movements from 
that night on. 


Ballistics tests confirmed a link between the Williams 
murder weapon and victim George Willingham, a local 
family man who left his home on an errand, October 
5, and never returned. Found the next day in an alley, 
he had been shot in the back of the head, execution- 
style, with the same pistol used on Daryl Williams. 


The connection of two similar cases sent detectives 
back to their files. In short order, they compiled a list 
of further victims. Curtis Brown was added, on the basis 
of his killer’s M.0., along with Richard Williams, of 
South Carolina; Alvin George, 31, from Columbus, 
Ohio; and 18-year-old Jason McColley, a native of 
Atlanta. The last three all had reputations as street 
hustlers or male prostitutes; all had been slain execution- 
style, with a pistol or knife, during the past year. 


There were other striking similarities between the 
unsolved murders. Five of the six victims were found 
with their pants down, apparently slain after sex. George 
and McColley were murdered a month apart, but in the 
same alley, each stabbed in the neck with a similar knife. 
Two unrelated victims named Williams, the first and 
last, had each been killed in abandoned buildings a short 
distance apart. Richard Williams and Curtis Brown had 
been shot with the same pistol, but not the one used to 
kill Daryl Williams and George Willingham. Brown 
and Richard Williams had each suffered post mortem 
wounds from a short, sharp blade. 


If further connections were needed, a witness recalled 
seeing Jason McColley with a hulk matching “Big 


Mike’s” description on the night he died. Renewed 
investigation led detectives to the rooming house where 
Michael Terry had lived for the past year, collecting 
numerous guns and pawning a few when he ran short 
of cash. Arrested at work, in a tire-capping shop, Terry 
was relieved of a hidden .357 magnum and hauled in 
for questioning. 


In his eventual confession, Terry stated that he met 
his several victims in saloons, adjourned to other sites 
for homosexual relations, after which the smaller men 
allegedly had threatened him with robbery or worse. 
The killings, he alleged, were simply self-defense. “I 
didn’t want to hurt anyone,” Terry insisted, “but they 
took advantage of me.” 


A jury thought otherwise, and on February 22, 1987, 
Michael Terry was convicted of murdering Richard 
Williams and Curtis Brown. He was sentenced to a term 
of life imprisonment without parole, four other cases 
held in reserve, against the possibility his sentence might 
be shortened on appeal. 


THOLMER, BRANDON 


A native of Los Angeles, born in 1949, Tholmer was 
26 years old at the time of his arrest for assaulting a 
police officer. A charge of rape was added, when his 
fingerprints were matched with those recovered from 
the apartment where a 79-year-old woman was attacked 
on October 22, 1975, and Tholmer later pled guilty to 
that crime, blaming his actions on an LSD “high.” 
Suspected, but never charged, in a series of ten murders 
committed by the elusive “West Side Rapist,” Tholmer 
spent three years in Patton State Hospital, undergoing 
treatment as a mentally disordered sex offender. 
Released in October 1979, he continued treatment as an 
out-patient at a rehabilitation center in suburban Silver 
Lake. 


Memories of the West Side Rapist were revived from 
1981 to ’84, as homicide investigators probed the 
violent deaths of 32 elderly women around Los Angeles. 
Eighty-year-old Rose Lederman was one of the first to 
die, her body discovered in her Silver Lake home, 
within walking distance of Tholmer’s rehab center, on 
August 13, 1981. It was November 1984 when task 
force officers examined Tholmer’s file and noted 
similarities between his old M.0. and the procedures of 
their latest maniac-at-large. Surveillance was initiated 
on November 6, and Tholmer was arrested one day 
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later, poised outside the bedroom window of an 85- 
year-old paraplegic. 


Evidence collected by authorities linked Tholmer to 
merchandise stolen from Rose Lederman in 1981, and 
one of his shoes matched a footprint found at the home 
of 69-year-old Wolloomooloo Woodcock, murdered in 
August 1982. Suspected of 34 slayings in all, strongly 
connected with 12 through circumstantial evidence, 
Tholmer was ultimately charged with only four. A jury 
convicted him on all counts — including charges of 
rape, sodomy, arson and burglary — on July 25, 1986. 
Sentenced to four consecutive terms of life imprison- 
ment, he is unlikely to be prosecuted for numerous other 
suspected murders. 


(See also: “West Side Rapist”) 


“3X MURDERS, THE” 


Before the 1970s and Son of Sam, the residents of 
Queens, in New York City, were familiar with another 
phantom gunman, stalking human targets in their midst. 
Like “Sam,” he kept up running correspondence with 
the press, explaining his attacks in terms that only he 
could fully comprehend. Unlike his imitator, the original 
Queens killer managed to escape detection, and his case 
remains unsolved today. 


On June 11, 1930, grocer Joe Mozynski parked with 
19-year-old Catherine May along an isolated lover’s 
lane in College Point, a neighborhood of Queens. They 
wanted privacy, and they were startled by a stranger 
who approached the car, produced a gun, and shot the 
grocer dead without a word of warning. Catherine May 
was ordered from the car and raped by the assailant; 
afterward, he searched her purse and burned some 
letters she was carrying. That done, he walked her to the 
nearest trolley stop and put her on a homebound car, 
first handing her a note that had been printed with a 
rubber stamp, in crimson ink. It read: 


Joseph Mozynski 
3X3-X-097 
Suspicious homicide detectives were still holding 
May as a material witness when the killer’s first letter 


reached a local newspaper, on June 13. Despite its 
brevity, it seemed to make no sense at all. 


Kindly print this letter in your paper for 
Mozynski’s friends: “CC-NY ADCM- Yl6a- 


316 HUNTING HUMANS 


DOQR-PA...241 PM6 Queens.” By doing this 
you may save their lives. We do not want any 
more shooting unless we have to. 


A second letter arrived on June 14, branding 
Mozynski “a dirty rat,” declaring that the killer accosted 
his victim “to get certain documents but unfortunately 
they were not in his possession at that time.” Providing 
a concise description of the murder gun and ammuni- 
tion, for purposes of verification, the letter closed with 
a warning that “14 more of Mozynski’s friends will join 
him” if the crucial documents were not delivered. 


On June 16, Noel Sowley and Elizabeth Ring were 
parked near Creedmore, Queens, when a gunman 
approached their car, demanding Sowley’s driver’s 
license. Turning toward the outer darkness, he appeared 
to flash a coded signal with his flashlight, finally turning 
back to Sowley. “You're the one we want, all right,” he 
said. “You're going to get what Joe got.” 


With that, the gunman executed Sowley, nfling his 
pockets before he turned on the woman. Avoiding rape 
with the display of a religious medal, Elizabeth Ring 
was left with a note similar to the one Catherine May 
had received on June 11. 


Next morning, the killer mailed a new letter, with two 
spent cartridges enclosed. The note described “V-5 
Sowley” as “one more of Mozynski’s friends,” adding 
that “thirteen more men and one woman will go if they 
do not make peace with us and stop bleeding us to 
death.” 


A massive search of New York City failed to turn a 
suspect, even with descriptions from the two eyewit- 
nesses. On June 21, the killer surfaced in Philadelphia, 
mailing threats to Joe Mozynski’s brother in an effort to 
secure “those papers.” While the manhunt shifted into 
Pennsylvania, New York police received another long 
and rambling letter from the gunman. Describing 
himself as an agent of an anticommunist group, “the 
Red Diamond of Russia,” the killer proclaimed: “The 
last document, N.J. 4-3-44 returned to us the 19 at 9 
p.m. My mission is ended. There is no further cause for 
worry.” 


True to his word, the “3X” killer disappeared without 
another note or crime to mark his passing. Six years 
later, during June of 1936, a suspect in New Jersey 
signed confessions to the murders, but his story was 
discredited by homicide detectives and he was dis- 
patched to an asylum. Memories of phantom gunmen 
were revived by the October 1937 “Lipstick Murders,” 


so-called after high school sweethearts Lewis Weiss and 
Frances Hajek were shot in their car, circles drawn on 
the forehead of each victim with Hajek’s lipstick, but 
that case, too, remained unsolved. 


The “3X” legend grew with time and distance, swiftly 
losing contact with reality. As World War II 
approached, the homicides were blamed by pamphlet- 
eers on Axis spies. A generation later, writing of the case 
in Open Files, author Jay Robert Nash described “3X” 
as “A maniac bomber [who] plagued New York City in 
the early 1930s by planting various homemade bombs 
throughout Manhattan, particularly at the sites of major 
landmarks.” In retrospect, there is no need to make the 
phantom more or less than what he was. The truth is 
grim enough. 


“THRILL KILLINGS” 
— TEXAS 


For seven months in 1984 and 1985, a gang of 
teenaged gunmen roamed at will in Dallas, Texas, 
killing victims on the street. Police described the gang 
as “just a group of friends who liked to shoot people,” 
and Investigator T.J. Barnes explained, “They were 
killing people because they didn’t like their looks, or the 
way they looked at them.” 


The gang’s first victim was 21-year-old John Hahn, 
gunned down on an East Dallas street without apparent 
motive, on December 7, 1984. Three months later, on 
March 15, 1985, John Kane was shot and killed while 
chasing some youths who had pelted him with beer 
cans. Juan Cuevas, 20, died on April 6, the victim of 
another random, senseless shooting. 


On June 7, 1985, police swept up five of the gang, 
ages 16 to 18, reporting that a 15-year-old suspect had 
escaped to Mexico. Charged with three counts of 
murder, two counts of aggravated assault, plus one 
count each of burglary, aggravated robbery and attemp- 
ted murder, the unnamed teens were also suspected of 
four other East Dallas slayings. 


TINGLER, 
RICHARD LEE, Jr. 


Born out of wedlock in December 1940, Richard 
Tingler was raised by a mother who beat him regularly, 
interspersing punishment with frequent reminders that 


her son was “born in sin.” Enlisting in the air force to 
escape from home, Tingler experienced his first run-in 
with police in June 1959, while stationed in Alaska. 
Going AWOL with a friend, he was arrested on a 
charge of burglary in Anchorage, and wound up 
pleading guilty to four break-ins. Transferred several 
times during his two-year federal sentence, Tingler was 
released from Chilicothe, Ohio, in February 4961. Six 
months later, with the same air force crony, he was 
busted in Portsmouth, Ohio, on thirteen counts of 
breaking and entering. Packed off to state prison for a 
term of one to fifteen years, Tingler was paroled in 
August 1964. More burglaries sent him back to prison, 
as a parole violator, but he was finally released in 
February 1968. 


On September 16, early-morning joggers found four 
bodies laid out side-by-side in Cleveland’s Rockefeller 
Park. The victims, slain by multiple gunshots from two 
different weapons, included tavern proprietor Joseph 
Zoldman, two of his part-time bartenders, and a young 
female prostitute. Authorities surmised that the four had 
been taken hostage in a tavern robbery, conveyed to the 
park at gunpoint, and murdered there to eliminate 
troublesome witnesses. 


A month later, on October 20, a lone gunman entered 
a dairy bar in Columbus, Ohio, near closing time. 
Scooping $562 out of the register, he ordered manager 
Phyllis Crowe and two teenage employees — Susan 
Pack and Jimmy Stevens — into the back room. 
Binding their hands, the bandit was about to leave when 
he paused in the doorway, his face contorted by sudden 
rage, and snarled, ““What the hell, I ain’t got nothing to 
lose. ’'m gonna kill you all.” 


Ripping the door of a safe from its mountings, the 
stranger advanced on Pack and Stevens, pounding their 
skulls in a frenzy. Turning on Phyllis Crowe, he twisted 
a coathanger around her neck, choking her into 
unconsciousness and leaving her for dead. When she 
woke and struggled free a half-hour later, Crowe found 
that both her employees had also been shot in the back 
of their heads. Ballistics tests matched the bullets to one 
of the guns used in Cleveland on October 20, and Mrs. 
Crow identified a mug shot of Richard Tingler as her 
assailant. 


Indicted on six counts of murder, Tingler was added 
to the FBI’s “Ten Most Wanted” list on November 8, 
1968. By that time, using the name of “Don Williams,” 
he had secured employment on a farm owned by Alvin 
Hoffman, near Dill City, Oklahoma. Hoffman thought 
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it strange that his employee packed a pistol everywhere 
he went, but “Williams” was a decent worker, and a 
love of firearms does not make a man stand out in 
Oklahoma. 


On March 30, 1969, Tingler’s photograph was 
broadcast following an episode of “The FBI” television 
series. Viewing the program, “Don Williams” realized 
his time was running short. He became increasingly 
nervous on the job, and one morning he failed to report 
for work. 


On April 27, 49-year-old Brooks Hutchenson 
checked into a motel at Gilman, Illinois, accompanied 
by a new acquaintance, “D.L. Williams.” Next morn- 
ing, the maid found Hutchenson dead in his room, shot 
four times at close range, with his cash and late-model 
Ford LTD missing. 


On April 29, “Don Williams” returned to the 
Hoffman farm, driving Hutchenson’s car. He left again 
the next morning, but returned — minus the car — on 
May 2. By this time, his erratic behavior was drawing 
attention from neighbors, and Tingler’s time was 
running out. 


By mid-May, the Washita County sheriffs office was 
receiving complaints about “Williams” and his indis- 
criminate gunfire. A neighbor’s dog had been killed 
without provocation, and the farm hand was fond of 
shooting glass insulators on high-tension poles lining the 
highway. Deputies investigating the complaints were 
warned by locals that the gunman bore a strong 
resemblance to a wanted fugitive. 


On May 19, a team of federal agents joined sheriffs 
deputies on a second visit to the farm. They found 
Tingler working in a field, relieved him of an automatic 
pistol, and took him into custody without resistance. 
Tried on six counts of murder in Ohio, the fugitive was 
convicted and sentenced to die. 


TINNING, MARYBETH 


For a devoted mother, Marybeth Tinning seemed to 
have no luck at all in raising children. In the thirteen 
years from 1972 to 1985, she lost nine infants in 
Schenectady, New York, and police would later charge 
that eight of those were slain deliberately, for motives 
no one has been able to articulate. 


The first to go was daughter Jennifer, a mere eight 
days old when she died on January 3, 1972. An autopsy 
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listed the cause of death as acute meningitis, and since 
the baby never left St. Clare’s Hospital after her birth, 
authorities consider her death the only case above 
suspicion. We may never know what psychic shock 
waves were triggered in Marybeth Tinning’s mind by 
the death of her new-born daughter, but more of her 
children soon joined the casualty list. 


Less than three weeks later, on January 20, two-year- 
old Joseph Tinning, Jr., was pronounced dead on 
arrival at Ellis Hospital, in Schenectady. Doctors 
blamed his death on a viral infection and “seizure 
disorder,” but no autopsy was performed to verify those 
findings. Four-year-old Barbara Tinning died six weeks 
later, on March 20, and autopsy surgeons, lacking an 
obvious cause of death, attributed her passing to 
“cardiac arrest.” Barbara’s death was the first reported 
to police, but officers closed their file on the case after 
a brief consultation with hospital physicians. 


And the deaths continued. When two-week-old 
Timothy died at Ellis hospital, doctors were once more 
unable to determine a cause, tossing his case into the 
grab-bag of Sudden Infant Death Syndrome (SIDS). On 
September 2, 1975, Nathan Tinning died at the age of 
five months, an autopsy blaming his case on “pulmo- 
nary edema.” SIDS was the culprit again on February 
2, 1979, when Mary Tinning died six months short of 
her third birthday, while no cause was ever determined 
in the death of three-month-old Jonathan, on March 24, 
1980. Three-year-old Michael Tinning was still in the 
process of being adopted when he was rushed into St. 
Clare’s Hospital on August 2, 1981. Physicians could 
not save his life, and while they viewed his passing with 
a “high level of suspicion,” the cause of death was still 
listed as bronchial pneumonia. ’ 


The real questions began on December 20, 1985, 
when three-month-old Tami Lynne Tinning was found 
unconscious in bed, blood staining her pillow. Rushed 
to St. Clare’s Hospital, she was beyond help, and while 
doctors ascribed her death to SIDS, they also tele- 
phoned the state police. An investigation led to 
Marybeth Tinning’s arrest on February 4, 1986, after 
she confessed to pressing a pillow over Tami Lynne’s 
face when the child “fussed and cried.” In custody, she 
also confessed to murdering Timothy and Nathan, but 
staunchly denied harming any of the others. “I smo- 
thered them with a pillow,” she told detectives, “because 
I’m not a good mother.” 


On July 17, 1987, Tinning was convicted of second- 
degree murder in Tami Lynne’s death, jurors acquitting 


her of “deliberately” killing the child, blaming her for 
a lesser degree of homicide through her “depraved 
indifference to human life.” With trials pending in two 
other confessed slayings, husband Joseph Tinning 
seemed bewildered by the whole affair. In newspaper 
interviews, he admitted occasional suspicion of his wife, 
but had managed to push it aside. “You have to trust 
your wife,” he said. “She has her things to do, and as 
long as she gets them done, you don’t ask questions.” 


TISON, GARY GENE 
and GREENAWALT, RANDY 


In retrospect, considering the time he spent in jail, it 
seemed incredible that Gary Tison could command such 
loyalty from his family. Imprisoned at the age of 25 for 
robbery, he took advantage of a meeting with his wife 
to flee the county jail in Florence, Arizona. Recaptured 
and later paroled, Tison was charged with parole 
violation after passing a bad check in 1967. That April, 
en route to a court hearing, he overpowered a prison 
guard, handcuffed the officer, and shot him to death 
with his own service revolver. 


Conviction of first-degree murder earned Tison a life 
sentence, but he wasted no time on self-pity. In prison, 
he quickly made friends with serial slayer Randy 
Greenawalt, serving life on conviction for one of his four 
random murders. (The victims were truckers, picked 
out, Randy said, because one of their kind “roughed him 
up” years before.) Proud of his “special” status as a 
multiple killer, Greenawalt fell into line with Tison’s 
new plan of escape. 


On July 30, 1978, Tison’s son Ricky, 18, came to 
visit his father at the state prison in Florence. They were 
chatting in the fenced picnic area when two more of the 
Tison boys — Raymond, 19, and Donald, 20 — arrived 
with a basket of food for their father. Inside the lobby, 
one of the boys pulled a shotgun and covered the guards, 
demanding his father’s release. Randy Greenawalt, 
meanwhile, had done his part by temporarily disabling 
the prison telephones and alarm system. Together, the 
five strolled so casually toward their getaway car that 
tower guards mistook them for departing visitors and let 
them go. 


Next day, the fugitives were stranded with a blow-out 
when 24-year-old Marine Sgt. John Lyons stopped to 
help. Traveling from Yuma to Nebraska with his wife, 
their infant son and teenage niece, Lyons hated to see 


anyone stuck in the desert, but his act of charity resulted 
in disaster. Lyons, wife Donelda, and son Christopher 
were killed in the first blast of gunfire from Tison and 
Greenawalt. The sergeant's niece, Teresa Tyson, age 16, 
was wounded in the hip and left to die, discovered by 
a group of searchers after she had bled to death. 


Scouring the countryside for Tison and company, 
authorities established a roadblock near Gary’s home 
town of Casa Grande, Arizona. When the silver van 
approached, some hours later, it began to slow, the 
driver braking, but a blast of gunfire from the windows 
scattered officers as Tison and his gang swept past. A 
second roadblock waited five miles down the road, and 
this time deputies were ready, killing Donald Tison with 
their first barrage of fire. The battle raged for half an 
hour, Greenawalt and the surviving Tison boys surrend- 
ering as they ran out of ammunition, Gary taking off on 
foot across the desert. 


Officers discovered that the van belonged to James 
and Margene Judge, a pair of newlyweds from Colo- 
rado. Never found, they were included in the list of 
murder victims charged to Greenawalt and the incarcer- 
ated Tison brothers. Gary Tison, meanwhile, managed 
to elude pursuit until the final week of August, when his 
bloated, decomposing corpse was found outside the tiny 
town of Chuichu, Anzona. Unwounded in the final 
shootout with police, he had apparently succumbed to 
thirst and desert heat. 


“TOLEDO SLUGGER, THE” 


A classic bogeyman, the “Slugger” terrorized Tole- 
do’s population during 1925 and ’26, assaulting women, 
beating some of them to death and leaving others 
gravely wounded in the wake of his attacks. Before the 
madness ran its course, the faceless suspect also stood 
accused of lighting fires and planting bombs in a bizarre 
and motiveless campaign of terror aimed at random 
targets. 


The war of nerves began in 1925, when several 
lumber yards were torched within a period of hours. 
Guards were posted, and the unknown arsonist — or 
someone else — then started bombing homes and 
tenements. The FBI was called in when explosives 
wrecked the mailbox of a Catholic priest, and suddenly 
the bombings ended, as mysteriously as they had begun. 


The madman was not finished with his game, 
however. As contemporary newsmen put their case, 
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“the alleged fiend then turned to attacks upon women,” 
killing three or four and wounding at least five others 
in a series of brutal rapes, invariably ending with the 
victim clubbed insensate. Rewards totaling $12,000 
were raised for the maniac’s capture, with no takers, 
when suddenly the violence ceased. 


It started up afresh in late October 1926, wih two 
more slayings added to the Slugger’s tally in a single day. 
The first victim was schoolteacher Lily Croy, age 26, 
bludgeoned and raped within sight of her classroom in 
the early morning hours of October 26. The second 
victim, 47-year-old Mary Allen, was discovered in her 
home that afternoon. Police initially ascribed her death 
to gunshot wounds, but later changed their story to 
report that Croy and Allen had been murdered with the 
same blunt instrument, the evidence recalling other 
Slugger homicides. 


Around Toledo, lapsed rewards were dusted off and 
boosted by another rash of contributions, while police 
swept up a crop of local “odd-balls,” finding several 
who had slipped away from mental institutions. 
Another rash of arson fires erupted on November 23, 
inflicting $200,000 damage at a single lumber yard, 
sweeping on from there to damage an ice company 
($10,000), two other businesses, the city street depart- 
ment’s stable, an apartment building, and a railroad 
freight car. 


Officers got nowhere in their search for the Toledo 
Slugger, but again, as during 1925, the crime spree 
ended of its own accord. Was one demented individual 
to blame for all the rapes and beatings, fires and 
bombings? Did police create a monster in their bid to 
“clear the books” on unsolved local crimes? Whatever 
else he may have been, the Slugger stands reliably 
accused of half a dozen homicides, together with an 
equal number of assaults in which his victims lived to 
tell the tale. He remains unidentified at this writing, 
another of the ones who got away. 


TOOLE, OTTIS ELWOOD 


A native of Jacksonville, Florida, Toole was born on 
March 5, 1947. His alcoholic father soon took off for 
parts unknown, leaving Toole in the care of a Bible- 
quoting mother who had hoped for a daughter and 
dressed him accordingly, complete with skirts and frilly 
undergarments. Toole’s confusion was exacerbated by 
his grandmother, an alleged Satanist, who branded Ottis 
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as “the devil’s child.” Toole ran away from home 
repeatedly, but always drifted back again. He suffered 
from seizures, and derived satisfaction from torching 
vacant houses in his Jacksonville neighborhood. 
Questioned about his choice of targets, years later, Toole 
replied, “ I just hated to see them standing there.” 


By his own admission, Toole committed his first 
murder at age 14. The victim, a traveling salesman, 
picked him up outside town and drove him into the 
woods for sex. Afterward, Toole “got nervous” and ran 
the man down with his own car. 


Classified as retarded, with an IQ of 75, Toole 
dropped out of school in the eighth grade. His first 
arrest, for loitering, was logged in August 1964, and 
others followed, building up a rap sheet filled with 
counts of petty theft and lewd behavior. He married 
briefly, but his bride departed after three days time, 
repulsed by Toole’s overt homosexuality. 


Ottis Toole 


By 1974, Toole was drifting, touring the western 
states in an old pickup truck. Acquaintances thought 
nothing of it, at the time, but later evidence suggests he 
may have claimed at least four victims in a six-month 
period. Police suspect him in the death of 24-year-old 
Patricia Webb, shot in Lincoln, Nebraska, on April 18. 


Ten weeks later, on July 1, 24-year-old Shelley 
Robertson disappeared from Golden, Colorado, her 
nude body recovered from Berthed Pass, near Vail, on 
August 21. Ted Bundy is frequently blamed for Robert- 
son’s death, but the last innocent person to see her alive 
— a policeman — watched as she accepted a ride from 
“a wild-haired man driving an old pickup truck.” (In 
those days, dapper Ted Bundy habitually drove a 
Volkswagen “bug.”’) 


On September 19, 1974, a lone gunman invaded a 
massage parlor in Colorado Springs. Employee Yon Lee 
was stabbed, her throat slashed, before the attacker 
moved on to rape, shoot, and stab co-worker Sun Ok 
Cousin. Both women were set on fire, but Lee survived 
to describe her assailant as clean-shaven, 6 foot 2 and 
195 pounds, driving a white pickup truck. Police, for 
reasons yet unclear, arrested — and ultimately con- 
victed — Park Estep, a mustachioed soldier who stood 
5 foot 10, tipped the scales at a mere 150 pounds, and 
owned a red pickup. Meanwhile, on October 10, 31- 
year-old Ellen Holman was abducted from Pueblo, 
Colorado, shot three times in the head, and dumped 
near the Oklahoma border. Homicide investigators now 
believe Toole pulled the trigger in that crime. 


Two years later, Toole met killer Henry Lucas at a 
Jacksonville soup kitchen, taking him home for a night 
of drinking, conversation, and sex. The men had much 
in common, sharing memories of murder, looking 
forward to a time when they might hunt together. By 
1983, according to police, they would traverse the 
continent together several times, annihilating random 
victims at a dizzy pace. 


On January 14, 1977, Toole startled relatives by 
marrying a woman 24 years his senior. The relationship 
was curious from day one, and Novella Toole soon 
found herself sharing Ottis with Henry Lucas and other 
strangers. “A few nights after we were married,” she 
said, “he told me he would get nervous a lot, especially 
when he couldn’t get a man. He’d get angry, he said, and 
then he couldn’t get excited with a woman.” They were: 
separated by 1978, Lucas and Toole moving in with 
Toole’s mother, sharing quarters with sister Drusilla 
Powell and her children, Frank and Frieda. 


The homicidal soul-mates found work with a Jack- 
sonville roofing company, Southeast Color Coat, but 
office manager Eileen Knight recalls that they disap- 
peared frequently, sometimes for weeks at a stretch. 
“Ottis would come and go,” she told Jacksonville 
newsmen. “We'd hire him whenever he came back, 
because he was a good worker.” Another part-time 


employer, Betty Goodyear, said of Lucas and Toole, 
“They went out of town, always disappearing. All 
(Toole) cared about was that old car. I think they were 
using it for robbing people, because they always seemed 
to have a lot of money.” Along the way, Toole allegedly 
introduced Lucas to a Satanic cult, the “Hand of 
Death,” that kidnapped children, practiced human 
sacrifice, and cranked out snuff films on a secret ranch 
in Mexico. 


Toole’s mother died in May 1981, following surgery, 
and the loss hit him hard. Ottis haunted the cemetery, 
sometimes at night, stretching out on the ground by her 
grave and feeling the earth move beneath him. A short 
time later, his sister Drusilla died of a drug overdose — 
considered a probable suicide — and her children were 
packed off to juvenile homes. Alone for once, with 
Lucas serving time for auto theft in Maryland, Toole 
brooded, drinking heavily and popping pills. (It was 
around this time — on July 27 — that six-year-old 
Adam Walsh disappeared from a Hollywood, Florida, 
shopping mall, his severed head recovered from a Vero 
Beach canal, on August 10.) 


Lucas returned in October, discharged from a 
Maryland jail, and together the men contrived Frieda 
Powell’s escape from a Polk County juvenile home. By 
January 1982, authorities were looking for the girl in 
Jacksonville, and she fled westward with Lucas. They 
were gone two days before Toole learned of their 
departure, and he lapsed into “a world of his own,” 
pacing the floor and muttering over Henry’s “betrayal.” 
He wandered to forget and killed along the way, 
reportedly claiming nine victims in six states between 
January 1982 and February 1983. 


On May 23 and 31, 1983, two houses were burned 
in Toole’s Jacksonville neighborhood. Teenage accom- 
plices fingered Toole on June 6, and he freely confessed 
to setting an estimated 40 fires over the past two 
decades. Convicted of second-degree arson in August 5, 
1983, he drew a term of 20 years in prison. 


By that time, Lucas was singing in Texas, and Toole 
backed his partner up with more confessions. Toole’s 
statements “cleared” 25 murders in eleven states, and he 
admitted participating with Lucas in another 108 
homicides. A practicing cannibal, Toole also dropped 
hints about his interest in Satanism, but stopped short 
of naming alleged fellow cult members. 


On October 21, Toole confessed to the murder of 


Adam Walsh, startling Assistant Police Chief Leroy 
Hessler with details that were “grisly beyond belief.” As 
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Hessler told the media, “there are certain details only he 
could know. He did it. I’ve got details that no one else 
would know. He’s got me convinced.” In spite of that 
endorsement, officers reversed their stance a few weeks 
later, issuing statements that Toole was “no longer a 
suspect” in the crime. 


Another troubling case harked back to 1974, and the 
carnage in Colorado Springs. Toole confessed to the 
massage parlor attack in September 1984, again 
providing details of the crime, but embarrassed prosec- 
utors swiftly mounted their counter-attack. After hours 
of hostile grilling, Toole threw in the towel. “Okay,” he 
told authorities. “If you say I didn’t kill her, maybe I 
didn’t.” 

At this writing, Toole stands convicted of three 
murders, facing two death sentences in Florida, with a 
life term in West Virginia for helping Lucas murder a 
police officer in August 1976. Ironically, Toole’s name 
is seldom mentioned in the controversy over Lucas’s 
confessions and his later change of heart, in April 1985. 
No effort has been made to challenge Toole’s involve- 
ment in a score of homicides from coast to coast, and 
it is just as well, considering his dialogue with Lucas, 
taped by Texas Rangers in November 1983. 


TOOLE: Remember one time I said I 
wanted me some ribs? Did that make me a 
cannibal? 


LUCAS: You wasn’t a cannibal. It’s the 
force of the devil, something forced on us that 
we can’t change. There’s no reason denying 
what we become. We know what we are. 


TOOLE: Remember how I liked to pour 
some of the blood out of them? 


LUCAS: Ottis, you and I have become 
something people look on as an animal. 
There’s no way of changing what we done, 
but we can Stop it and not allow other people 
to become what we have. And the only way 
to do that is by honesty. 


TOPPAN, JANE 


Born Nora Kelly, in Boston, during 1854, Toppan 
lost her mother in infancy. Her father, a tailor, soon 
went insane, and was confined to an asylum after he was 
found in his shop, trying to stitch his own eyelids 
together. His four daughters lived briefly with their 
paternal grandmother, before they were relegated to a 
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local orphanage. Abner Toppan and his wife, from 
Lowell, Massachusetts, legally adopted Nora during 
1859, changing her first name to Jane. The girl excelled 
in school and seemed completely normal prior to being 
jilted by her fiancee, years later. After that, she twice 
attempted suicide and suffered through a period of odd 
behavior that included efforts to predict the future 
through analysis of dreams. (A sister, Ellen, joined their 
father in the lunatic asylum after suffering a mental 
breakdown in her twenties.) 


Briefly stabilizing during 1880, Jane signed on as a 
student nurse at a hospital in Cambridge, Massachusetts. 
Once again, she excelled in her class work, but super- 
visors and colleagues were disturbed by her obsession 
with autopsies. Dismissed after two patients died 
mysteriously in her care, she left the hospital without her 
certificate, forging the paperwork necessary to find work 
as a private nurse. Over the next two decades, she was 
hired by dozens of New England families, caring for the 
ill and elderly in several states, but few of Toppan’s 
patients managed to survive her “special” treatment. 


On July 4, 1901, an old friend, Mattie Davis, died 
under Jane’s care at Cambridge, and Toppan accom- 
panied the body home to Cataumet, Massachusetts, for 
burial. Retained as the family nurse by patriarch Alden 
Davis, Jane finished off his married daughter, Annie 
Gordon, on July 29. The old man’s death, a few days 
later, was blamed on “a stroke,” and his surviving 
daughter, Mary Gibbs, was pronounced dead on August 
19. Mary’s husband demanded an autopsy, and lethal 
doses of morphine were found in the three latest victims, 
but Jane was not finished, yet. Before her arrest in 
Amherst, New Hampshire, on October 29, she fed a 
lethal “tonic” to her foster sister, Edna Bannister, and 
she was working on another patient when police cut 
short her medical career. 


In custody, Toppan confessed to 31 murders, naming 
her victims, but students believe her final tally falls 
somewhere between 70 and 100 victims. No accurate 
list of her hospital victims was ever compiled, and 
various New England families avoided the scandal by 
refusing official requests for exhumations and autopsies. 
At trial, Jane’s lawyer grudgingly conceded eleven 
murders, staking his hopes on a plea of insanity. Toppan 
cinched the case with her own testimony, telling the 
court, “That is my ambition, to have killed more people 
— more helpless people — than any man or woman 
who has ever lived.” 


Declared insane, Toppan was confined for life to the 
state asylum at Taunton, Massachusetts, where she died 
in August 1938, at age 84. She was remembered by her 
keepers as “a quiet old lady,” but older attendants 
remembered her smile as she beckoned them into her 
room. “Get some morphine, dearie,” she would say, 
“and we'll go out in the ward. You and I will have a 
lot of fun seeing them die.” 


TORONTO 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


Between May and July of 1982, Toronto citizens 
were terrorized by a series of brutal rape-assaults that 
left four young women dead and a fifth gravely injured. 
An editorial in the Toronto Star described the victims 
as “a cheerleader, a nanny, a mother and a bride-to-be.” 
While angry women’s groups attacked the notion that 
rape victims are invariably young and attractive, thus 
somehow “inviting” assault, local residents cringed from 
the published accounts of the crimes: pantyhose tied 
around one victims throat; another’s skull crushed with 
a brick; a third naked and floating face-down in the 
river. 


The first to die, on May 28, was 19-year-old Jennifer 
Isford, battered and discarded on a lawn close by her 
parents’ home. Four other attacks would follow in the 
next six weeks, climaxing with the July strangulation of 
38-year-old Judy DeLisle. Police describe the crimes as 
“apparently unconnected,” but locals remain uncon- 
vinced of the “coincidence.” At this writing, the case 
remains unsolved, the killer (or killers) still at large. 


TORRES, LESLIE 


A 17-year-old “crack” addict, Torres was arrested by 
New York police on January 8, 1988, after he shot and 
killed a clerk in the robbery of a grocery store. Cornered 
on a rooftop following a twenty-minute chase, Torres 
was charged with killing five persons and wounding six 
others in a series of Harlem robberies that began on 
New Year’s Day, netting $2,000 cash in support of his 
drug habit. 


Born and raised in New York City through the age 
of seven, Torres was then transplanted by his parents to 
their native Puerto Rico. Returning to Harlem in the 
summer of 1987, he fell in with the proverbial “bad 


crowd” and was soon ensnared by narcotics addiction, 
swiftly learning to feed his habit by theft. 


On January 1, 1988, Torres robbed four victims in 
a six-hour period, grossing $28 after he killed an elderly 
man with two shots in the head. The next day, he held 
up three stores in the space of an hour, shooting four 
persons and killing two of them. Torres bagged $80 in 
the shop where he killed Milton Ronquillo, age 40; at 
his next stop, the crazed youth shot three persons, fatally 
wounding Alberto Paypumps. Five days later, on 
January 7, Torres gunned down two victims while 
robbing a neighborhood market; Pablo Rojas would die 
from his wounds the next day. Facing arrest after his 
fifth murder, on January 8, Torres was charged with five 
counts of second-degree murder, six counts of attempted 
murder, and nine counts of first-degree robbery. 


TOURIST MURDERS 
— AUSTRIA 


An intriguing case from Austria, involving the 
apparent homicides of foreign tourists, was reported in 
July of 1921. According to the declaration of authorities 
in Salzburg, half a dozen tourists — including five men 
and a woman — had disappeared within two weeks 
preceding July 28. In each case, the tourists were hiking 
alone when they vanished, and searchers had thus far 
discovered no trace of the six missing persons. Robbery 
was suggested as a possible motive, but in the absence 
of victims and suspects, police could not be certain. At 
this writing, the case remains apparently unsolved. 


TRAPISHKIN, NICHOLAS 


At his trial in Moscow, during April 1926, Trapishkin 
was accused of murdering 100 persons in the past six 
years, with several robberies appended to the charge. 
Convicted on all counts, he was sentenced to death by 
the Moscow Supreme Court on April 6. A peasant 
named Dibenko received a sentence of five years at hard 
labor for harboring Trapishkin during the manhunt that 
culminated in his arrest. 


TRI-COUNTY MURDERS 
— TEXAS 


A mystifying case from Texas, still unsolved, involves 
the death or disappearance of girls and young women 
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in a tri-county region on the Gulf of Mexico. Conflicting 
stories from investigators and the media have so 
confounded matters that to date, the body-count has 
variously ranged from sixteen victims to an estimated 
maximum of forty. After almost twenty years, one thing 
— and one thing only — may be said about the case 
with certainty: the killer is unknown, presumably at 
large. 


On April 5, 1981, a UPI dispatch quoted Lt. Nat 
Wingo, of the Brazoria County Sheriff's Department, as 
stating that 21 girls had been kidnapped and killed 
during a four-year span in the early 1970s. Wingo 
seemed to consider his roster an incomplete list, 
speculating that as many as 40 victims may have been 
slaughtered during the same general period. (When 
pressed for details by the author, Wingo indicated that 
the press “got that all wrong,” but he refused to specify 
the errors or release a list of victims.) On April 7, the 
Associated Press announced that bodies of 21 victims 
had been recovered in Brazoria, Harris, and Galveston 
Counties since females began disappearing in 1971. At 
least eight of the deaths in Brazoria County were 
“similar,” but police stopped short of calling the case a 
mass murder. (Lt. Wingo, by contrast, was “certain” of 
one killer’s responsibility in “most” of the crimes.) 


Based upon available reports, the victims killed or 
kidnapped in Brazoria and southern Harris Counties 
ranged in age from 12 to 21, with most aged 14 or 15. 
All were white and fair, described as slender, with long 
brown hair parted in the middle. Eight of the dead, 
recovered over a ten-year period, were reportedly found 
near bodies of water. At least three Brazoria County 
victims were shot, while two others were beaten to 
death. 


The only victims publicly identified — 12-year-old 
Brooks Bracewell and 14-year-old Georgia Greer — 
vanished from Dickinson, Texas, on September 6, 1974. 
Their skulls were found by an oil rig worker near Alvin, 
in 1976, but they were not identified until April 4, 1981, 
thereby reopening a stagnant investigation. Authorities 
from the affected areas convened that month to share 
their meager evidence, declaring that a list of eighteen 
victims had been sorted out for special study. Two of 
the cases had already resulted in convictions, but they 
were left with the others “for purposes of comparison.” 
All but one of the victims were murdered between 1971 
and 1975, with eleven killed in the first year alone. At 
this writing, the case remains open, with no end in sight. 
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TRUEBLOOD, LYDIA 


A classic “black widow,” Lydia Trueblood would 
stop at nothing to collect the life insurance on her many 
mates. It took six years, and half a dozen victims, for 
detectives in a two-state killing zone to realize that 
sometimes arsenic — not diamonds — is a girl’s best 
friend. 


Lydia was born in Keytsville, sixty miles northeast of 
Kansas City, in the central flatlands of Missouri. 
Members of her family were friendly with another local 
clan, the Dooleys, and as time went by, young Robert 
Dooley fell in love with Lydia. She seemed to share his 
feelings, and when Lydia moved on to Twin Falls, 
Idaho, her would-be suitor followed close behind. They 
married there in 1912, and settled down to plan their 
future, with a sharp eye on security. 


It was arranged for Robert and his brother, Edward, 
to secure a life insurance policy. In the event that either 
brother died, $1,000 would be paid to the surviving 
Dooley, with a like amount to Lydia. On August 9, 
1915, Edward Dooley fell suddenly ill; his death, days 
later, was ascribed to typhoid, and his brother sadly split 
two thousand dollars with the grieving Lydia. 


On August 10, while Edward clung to life and all 
around him prayed for his recovery, a second life 
insurance policy was written in the names of Robert 
Dooley and his wife. Upon the death of either, the 
survivor would receive $2,000. “Typhoid fever” struck 
again in late September 1915, and by sundown on 
October 1, the widow Dooley had a decent nest egg in 
the making. Recently encumbered with a child, she cast 
about for remedies, and Providence was smiling. Barely 
six weeks passed before the infant “drank from a 
contaminated well” and died. 


A mandatory period of mourning left the widow 
Dooley hungry for companionship. She found a viable 
solution in the person of William McHaffie, a waiter in 
her favorite Twin Falls restaurant. They wed in 1917, 
and he took out a $5,000 life insurance policy, with 
Lydia as beneficiary, before they pulled up stakes and 
moved to Hardin, in Montana. The marriage was a short 
one; “influenza” claimed McHaffie one year later, but 
his policy had lapsed because McHaffie failed to pay the 
second premium, and Lydia collected nothing for her 
pains. 


She moved to Denver, where she married Harlan 
Lewis during May of 1919. They set up housekeeping 
at Billings, Montana, and Lewis purchased a $5,000 life 
insurance policy in June. Disaster struck in mid-July, a 
sudden case of “ptomaine poisoning” eliminating 
husband number three. This time, the check came 
through. 


On August 10, the three-time widow married 
Edward Meyer in Pocatello, Idaho. She called herself 
“Anna McHaffie,” but the change of name did not 
foreshadow any change in modus operandi. On August 
11, Lydia applied for a $10,000 life insurance policy in 
Edward’s name, but it was disapproved, for reasons 
never Clarified. (In retrospect, perhaps the industry was 
waking up to Lydia’s uncanny run of luck.) The Meyers 
settled on a ranch in the Snake River region, where 
Edward was taken ill on August 25. He was transported 
to the hospital, where doctors praised his chances of 
recovery, but on September 7 he was dead. Post- 
mortem tests discovered arsenic, but after brief prelimi- 
nary questioning, detectives set the widow Meyer free. 


She fled to California, seeking other prey and 
sanctuary while behind her, Idaho authorities were busy 
with petitions for the exhumation of her other victims. 
One by one, the test results were positive. The Dooley 
brothers had been murdered, as had Lydia’s own child. 
Montana officers began to sniff around the Lewis and 
McHaffie cases, curious about the lethal widow’s long 
run of coincidence. 


While Twin Falls prosecutor Frank L. Stephen built 
a case, his quarry picked up husband number five, Paul 
Southard, in Los Angeles. They married in November 
1920, and she tried to sell him on the notion of a life 
insurance policy, but he declined. A seaman in the navy, 
Southard saw no need for coverage beyond the normal 
government provisions. Southard had been transferred 
to Pearl Harbor shortly after wedding Lydia, and 
Honolulu officers were privileged to pick her up when 
warrants finally arrived from Idaho, on May 12, 1921. 
Returned to Boise for her trial, she drew a term of life 
imprisonment and subsequently died in jail. 


TUGGLE, DEBRA SUE 


A former mental patient in Little Rock, Arkansas, 
Tuggle was arrested in March 1984 and charged with 
murdering four of her own children over the past 
decade. The first two victims — sons Thomas Bates, age 


two, and William Henry, 21 months — were suffocated 
at different times in 1974. Another son, nine-month-old 
Ronald Johnson, suffered a similar fate in 1976, while 
two-year-old Tomekia Paxton, the daughter of Tuggle’s 
boyfriend, was deliberately drowned in 1982. Held on 
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$750,000 bond pending trial and ultimate conviction on 
the outstanding murder counts, Tuggle was also 
suspected — but never charged — in the death of a fifth 
child. Coroner Steve Nawojczyk told newsmen that a 
faulty legal system had permitted Tuggle to remain at 
large for years, escaping prosecution in the string of 
homicides that claimed her children’s lives. No motive 
was presented in the case. 


“VAMPIRE” MURDERS 
— COLOMBIA 


Between October 1963 and February 1964, at least 
ten boys between the ages of ten and eighteen were 
found dead in the city of Cali, Colombia, their bodies 
discarded on vacant lots around town. Medical examin- 
ers blamed the deaths on deliberate extraction of blood, 
and police declared that they were searching for a black- 
market “blood ring,” members of which were believed 
to be slaughtering children and selling their blood for 
$25 a quart. 

Commercial vampires had been suspect in the 
slayings since December 1963, when 12-year-old twins 
mysteriously vanished, then turned up four days later in 
weakened condition. The boys told police they had been 
kidnapped, taken to a house where other boys were 
being held, and given shots to make them sleep. From 
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that point, speculation took control, with officers 
assuming blood had been extracted and, presumably, 
put up for sale. 


In truth, the city’s modern hospital attracted sufferers 
from all around Colombia, creating a brisk market in 
blood required for surgery, transfusions, and the like. 
Despite top-level prices and police suspicions, though, 
the Cali “vampire” slayings have remained unsolved, 
without a shred of solid evidence to build a case in 
court. 


VELTEN, MARIA 


A classic “black widow,” Maria Velten spent twenty 
years killing her loved ones, around Kempten, West 
Germany, before she was finally arrested at age 67. Her 
father was the first to die, in 1963, followed by an 
elderly aunt in 1970. Under questioning, Velten would 
describe the early poisonings as murders of convenience, 
with her victims being ill and she unable to provide the 
necessary care. From that point on, a profit motive 
would prevail, with Velten killing off two husbands — 
in 1976 and “78 — along with a well-to-do boyfriend 
in 1980. Arrested during August 1983, she was con- 
victed on the basis of her own confessions and was 
sentenced to a term of life imprisonment. 


VERMILYEA, LOUISE 


A “black widow” whose activities spanned the turn 
of the century, Louise Vermilyea came to grief when 
greed exceeded her discretion and she started reaching 
out to prey upon acquaintances, instead of relatives. At 
that, it took the death of a policeman in Chicago to alert 
authorities and raise suspicion over the peculiar fates 
experienced by several husbands, family members, and 
associates. 


The officer in question, Arthur Bisonette, age 26, had 
been a boarder in Vermilyea’s home when he fell ill and 
died in late October 1911. Homicide detectives grew 
suspicious after speaking with Bisonette’s father, who 
also reported stomach pains after dining with his son at 
the boarding house. Louise Vermilyea, he recalled, had 
sprinkled “white pepper” over his food before it was 
served. An autopsy on Bisonette discovered arsenic, and 
Louise was taken into custody pending exhumation of 
other suspected victims. 
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The string of homicides apparently began in 1893, 
when Fred Brinkamp, Louise’s first husband, died at his 
farm near Barrington, Illinois. He left his widow richer 
by $5,000, but at sixty years of age, Fred’s death was 
not considered cause for any undue comment. 


Soon, two daughters by the marriage — Cora 
Brinkamp, eight years old, and Florence, nearly five — 
were also dead. In January 1906, Lillian Brinkamp, 
Fred’s 26-year-old granddaughter, died in Chicago, 
stricken by “acute nephritis.” It began to seem that 
members of the Brinkamp tribe had stumbled on a 
previously undiscovered family curse. 


Louise remarried, meanwhile, to one Charles Vermi- 
lyea, 59. By 1909 he was dead, another victim of sudden 
illness, leaving his widow $1,000 in cash. Harry 
Vermilyea, a step-son, dropped dead in Chicago after he 
quarreled with Louise over the sale of a house at Crystal 
Lake, ten miles north of Chicago in McHenry County. 
Once again, coincidence was blamed. 


In 1910, Louise inherited $1,200 on the death of 
Frank Brinkamp, her 23-year-old son from her first 
marriage. On his death bed, Brinkamp informed his 
fiancee, Elizabeth Nolan, of belated suspicions involving 
his mother, declaring that he was “going the way dad 
did.” 

Temporarily short of relatives, Louise began to 
practice on acquaintances. The first to die was Jason 
Ruppert, a railroad fireman who became ill after dining 
with Louise on January 15, 1910. Two days later, he 
was dead, and others followed swiftly. Richard Smith, 
a train conductor, rented rooms in the Vermilyea 
household, but he should have eaten elsewhere. Sudden 
illness struck him down a short time prior to Arthur 
Bisonette’s arrival on the scene, and other victims might 
have fallen over time, had not Louise allowed the elder 
Bisonette to get away. 


While motive in the later homicides was never clear, 
financial gain was obvious in the elimination of 
Vermilyea’s husbands and assorted offspring. Under- 
taker E.N. Blocks, of Barrington, recalled that Louise 
“actually seemed to enjoy working around bodies, and 
while I never employed her, for a couple of years I 
couldn’t keep her out of the office. At every death she 
would seem to hear of it just as soon as I and she would 
teach the house only a little behind me.” 


While under house arrest, Louise Vermilyea deni- 
grated the official efforts to indict her for a string of ten 
known homicides. “They may go as far as they like,” 
she said of police, “for I have nothing to fear. I simply 


have been unfortunate in having people dying around 
me.” On the side, her tough facade was crumbling, and 
on November 4 detectives rushed her to the hospital, a 
victim of her own “white pepper.” The authorities 
reported that Louise had been ingesting poison with her 
meals since she was first confined at home, October 28. 
On November 9, she was reported as being near death, 
with valvular heart problems adding their punch to the 
poison. By December 9, she had been stricken with 
paralysis, described by her physicians as a permanent 
condition. 


VILLARREAL, DAVID 


A homosexual drifter, 26-year-old David Villarreal 
was arrested in March 1981, after an informant tipped 
police to his involvement in a seven-year series of 
murders around Dallas and San Antonio, Texas. Picked 
up on March 10, Villarreal cheerfully directed police to 
the body of his latest victim, killed two days earlier, and 
tacked on confessions for crimes in which he was not 
yet a suspect. 


According to statements recorded by Texas authori- 
ties, Villarreal claimed his first victim in San Antonio, 
during 1974. Moving to Dallas in late 1978 or early ’79, 
he scored number two, hammering a middle-aged 
stranger to death. In March 1979, he had been held for 
questioning in the murder of Ernest Garcia — stabbed 
with an ice pick, then beaten with a board and concrete 
block — but he was finally released for lack of evidence. 
A month later, he staged a double event with the 
slayings of 30-year-old Charles Moya and 32-year-old 
Tony Gutierrez, dispatching both victims by slitting their 
throats. 


More recently, in San Antonio, he had beaten 18- 
year-old Joe Duque to death on March 3, 1981. On 
March 8, he used a claw hammer to murder 72-year- 
old Robert Manley, the victim’s body discovered on 
March 11 as a result of the killer’s confession. Police 
reported that “sexual gratification was at least part of the 
motive” in Villarreal’s San Antonio murders, while 
those committed in Dallas seemed purely mercenary, 
connected with various robberies. 


VISER, THOMAS 


Paroled from a Mississippi prison in the spring of 
1985, after serving time for killing his second wife, 38- 


year-old Visor walked into a local police station on 
April 29, 1986, and confessed to fatally stabbing his 
third wife, Ineta. In custody, Viser claimed he had killed 
the 49-year-old woman in self-defense, but homicide 
investigators found no evidence that would corroborate 
his story. As one county official declared, “I guess 
there’s a lesson to be learned. If you’re a woman, don’t 
marry Thomas Viser.” 


WABLE, JOHN WESLEY 


On July 26, 1953, truck driver Lester Woodward 
was shot in the head and killed as he slept in his truck, 
parked along the Pennsylvania Turnpike near Irwin. 
Two days later, trucker Harry Pitts died in identical 
circumstances, parked near the turnpike’s Donegal 
interchange. On July 31, John Shepperd suffered a head 
wound while sleeping in his truck on Route 30, east of 
Lisbon, Ohio, within twelve miles of the Pennsylvania 
Turnpike. Unlike the first two victims, Shepperd 
managed to survive. 


Detectives had their pattern, now: three truckers, 
ambushed in their sleep, each shot with the same .32- 
caliber weapon. All they needed was a suspect, but 
when he initially confessed, investigators shrugged it off 
and set him free, continuing their aimless manhunt for 
the turnpike phantom. 


On October 9, police in Cleveland publicly 
announced that 24-year-old John Wable had been 
jailed on August 8, delivered to police from Uniontown 
on charges of felonious assault. In Uniontown, he 
eagerly confessed the turnpike shootings to a jailer, but 
authorities dismissed him as a “screwball” and returned 
him to the streets. Belated all-points bulletins were 
issued on October 10, and Wable was arrested two days 
later, by police in Albuquerque. 


Back in jail, the suspect now denied involvement in 
the crimes, although he did admit possession of the 
murder weapon. It was sold, he claimed, to an anonym- 
ous Cleveland resident, shortly before the series of 
shootings began. Authorities responded with announce- 
ments that Wable had signed statements implicating 
himself in the murders, and formal indictments were 
issued on November 14, 1953. Convicted in the death 
of Harry Pitts on March 13, 1954, Wable was formally 
sentenced to death nine months later. He died in 
Pennsylvania’s electric chair on September 26, 1954. 
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WALDON, BILLY RAY 


Billy Waldon scarcely knew his mother. During 
1957, at the tender age of five, he was delivered to his 
grandmother’s care, and the older woman raised him as 
her own around Tahlequah, Oklahoma, teaching him 
the values that she hoped would guide his steps through 
life. Enlisting in the navy out of high school, Waldon 
had fourteen years of service behind him when he was 
discharged, as a first petty officer, in January 1985. 
One-quarter Cherokee, he was described by friends and 
neighbors as “a brilliant man” who “spent more time 
listening to others than talking about himself.” If 
Waldon had a quirk, it was his fascination with the 
subject of AIDS, a compulsive quest for knowledge that 
encouraged some associates to think he might be 
homosexual. 


The death of Waldon’s grandmother, in 1985, 
appeared to be the trigger incident for an astounding, 
lethal shift in Billy’s personality. A quiet, unassuming 
man by all accounts before her death, he changed 
dramatically in later weeks, like Mr. Hyde emerging 
from the passive Dr. Jekyll. With the change of seasons 
into autumn, Billy launched a one-man reign of terror 
that could claim four lives and leave at least eight other 
persons injured. 


The rampage began in Tulsa, close to home. Police 
suspect that Waldon was the gunman who wounded an 
elderly man outside a neighborhood grocery store on 
October 10, 1985. The following day, they believe, he 
robbed three persons at a shopping mall, rebounding for 
an unsuccessful robbery attempt on October 15. 
Witnesses were hazy on descriptions of their assailant, 
but the crimes fit an emerging pattern, and there would 
be no doubt of Waldon’s involvement in the next 
outbreak. 


Laying off a month from his activities, the phantom 
gunman surfaced on November 15, firing a single shot 
that grazed 20-year-old Cynthia Bellinger’s skull outside 
her parents’ Tulsa home. Two days later, Annabelle 
Richmond, age 54, was cut down by four .25-caliber 
bullets outside her apartment. The shooting continued in 
Broken Arrow, on November 23, when Waldon 
confronted Frank Hensley and Tammie Tvedt in a 
parking lot, demanding cash, wounding them both 
when they refused to pay up. 
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The heat was on in Tulsa, and Waldon fled west, 
presumably to visit his ex-wife and their two small 
children in Gardenia, California. Drifting into San 
Diego, refreshing old memories of his navy days, Billy 
picked up his crime spree where he had left off in Tulsa. 
By mid-December, he would be suspected of three 
rapes, five robberies, two burglaries, and one count of 
receiving stolen property. 


On December 7, a gunman invaded the home of 42- 
year-old Dawn Ellerman, shooting her in the neck with 
a .25-caliber pistol, beating her dogs and locking them 
inside a bathroom, then setting the house on fire before 
he fled with a personal computer and other valuables. 
Erin Ellerman, 13, came home from babysitting to find 
the house in flames, and she died in a futile attempt to 
save her mother’s life. 


Two weeks later, on December 20, a masked man 
tried to rob a San Diego woman in a parking lot. Foiled 
in the attempt, he fled on foot, veering through a yard 
where two men were working on a car. Frustrated again 
in his attempt to steal the vehicle, the gunman killed 
Charles Wells, 59, and critically wounded John 
Copeland, 36, with a spray of .25-caliber bullets. 
Eluding 150 officers in a seven-hour manhunt, the killer 
still left traces of himself behind. Police recovered the 
Ellerman computer in an abandoned car registered to 
Billy Waldon, along with Waldon’s military passport 
and other pieces of I.D. 


Communication with police in Tulsa matched the 
murder slugs from San Diego with the Oklahoma 
shootings. On January 3, 1986, a federal warrant 
charged Waldon with unlawful flight to avoid prosecu- 
tion for murder, attempted murder, robbery, burglary, 
rape, and arson. His name was added to the FBI’s “Most 
Wanted” list on April 23. 


By that time, Billy had performed an eerie disappear- 
ing act. His latest stolen car, picked off a street 
December 20, had been discovered outside Tijuana on 
January 27. There was no other trace of the fugitive 
before June 16, when San Diego officers routinely 
stopped a car with a defective brake light. They had 
planned to let the driver off with a warning, but his face 
was familiar, and Waldon’s use of the alias “Steven 
Midas” fooled no one at police headquarters. 


Ordered to trial on multiple charges in San Diego, 
Waldon had truly run out of luck. Jailers discovered his 
effort to tunnel through a wall of his cell, and fellow 
inmates proved dangerous. On July 24, 1986, Waldon 
was severely beaten by cellmates, hospitalized for two 


days, after he refused their orders to kill another 
prisoner. The motive for the bungled contract? Jailers 
noted that the target was unpopular with other cons 
because of his attitude, which was “basically anti- 
social.” 


WALKER, CLARENCE 


A native of Tennessee, born February 25, 1929, 
Walker was convicted of manslaughter and sentenced to 
prison at age 14. Paroled after seven years, he adopted 
a rootless life-style, clashing repeatedly with the law in 
his travels and serving two prison terms in Ohio, on 
conviction for armed robbery and grand larceny. Before 
his ultimate arrest in 1965, authorities believe he 
claimed a minimum of fourteen victims — three in 
Cleveland, four in rural Michigan, another seven 
scattered over Illinois. 


The crimes in Michigan were typical of Walker’s 
style. On February 6, 1965, 37-year-old Mary Jones 
was reported missing in Benton Harbor, after a late night 
of bar-hopping. Nine days later, 19-year-old Delores 
Young was kidnapped off the street in Benton Harbor, 
her nude body found in the ruins of a burned-out house 
on February 16. Amelia Boyer, 60, was the next to go, 
abducted from a laundromat. On March 30, seven-year- 
old Diane Carter disappeared from the same neighbor- 
hood where Walker was residing, under the alias of 
“James Darnell.” 


On April 4, the mutilated remains of Jones, Boyer, 
and Carter were found together, in a secluded pine 
grove at Bainbridge Township. Body parts and articles 
of clothing taken from the corpses would be matched, 
in years to come, with other mutilation deaths in 
Cleveland. Mary Jones’s severed skull was found on 
April 23, near the home of a man listed by “James 
Darnell” as a relative, but Walker left town before he 
could be questioned. Arrested weeks later in Chicago, 
he drew a term of 320 years in prison on conviction of 
rape, armed robbery, and assault with intent to murder. 


In Michigan, authorities were hampered by the 
stubborn certainty that they were looking for a white 
man skilled in surgery. (Walker was black, with only 
minor public education.) As years went by, detectives 
tried to link their unsolved crimes with the activities of 
Albert DeSalvo, Richard Speck, and Antone Costa... all 
in vain. It would be summer 1970 before the homicides 
were linked to Walker, serving time in Illinois. The 
suspect has declined to talk with homicide investigators, 


and no charges have been filed in view of his existing 
sentence, but authorities in three states have closed the 
books on 14 murders, so convinced are they of Walker’s 
guilt. 


WALKER, GARY ALAN 


Prior to embarkation on a spree of rape and murder, 
Gary Walker managed to compile a record of convic- 
tions spanning fifteen years, with charges that included 
auto theft, burglary, narcotics abuse and firearms 
violations. As Walker described his own life, “I haven’t 
spent a full year out of jail since I was seventeen years 
old.” 


Nor was he any stranger to mental institutions. While 
confined in the Oklahoma state prison, between 1977 
and 1980, Walker was sent to the state hospital at Vinita 
on three occasions. One psychiatric report indicates that 
he sometimes entered mental health facilities “to hide 
from law enforcement officers.” Along the way, Walker 
had sampled therapy, drugs, and electric shock treat- 
ments. Released from a federal lockup on February 7, 
1984, on charges of prison escape and firearms viola- 
tions, Gary had spent the final months of his term at the 
Federal Medical Facility in Springfield, Missouri. 
According to the staff, Walker’s dead brother had been 
“speaking” to him; diagnosed as paranoid and schizoph- 
renic, he was still eligible for parole. 


On May 7, 1984, Eddie Cash, age 63, was found 
dead at his home in Broken Arrow, Oklahoma, a suburb 
of Tulsa. His van was missing when the body was 
discovered, bludgeoned with a brick, the electric cord 
from a vacuum cleaner wrapped around his neck. That 
evening, 36-year-old Margaret Bell vanished, with her 
car, from a Porteau, Oklahoma, tavern. She was 
reported missing on May 8, but police had no reason to 
connect the crimes, so far. 


On May 14, Jayne Hilburn, 35, was strangled in her 
home at Vinita, forty-five miles Northeast of Tulsa; her 
classic black Camaro was reported stolen from the 
scene. Next day, a young woman in Oakhurst — a 
Tulsa suburb — accepted a ride from the bushy-haired 
driver of a black Camaro. He introduced himself as 
“Gary Edwards” before pulling a knife and demanding 
that she shed her pants. The woman managed to escape 
unharmed, and told her story to police. 


Five days later, in Skiatook, another Tulsa suburb, 
the same man abducted a 17-year-old girl, raping her at 


Case Histories 329 


knifepoint before she scrambled free of his Camaro. The 
car was found abandoned on May 22, indicating that 
the killer rapist might be searching for another set of 
wheels. 


On May 23, 32-year-old Janet Jewell disappeared 
near Beggs, Oklahoma, en route to a job-hunting 
expedition in Tulsa. The next afternoon, Valerie Shaw- 
Hartzell, newscaster for a Tulsa radio station, vanished 
— along with her pickup truck — in the midst of her 
weekly shopping. On May 25, she was sighted at two 
different drive-up banks, in the company of an uniden- 
tified man, as she tried to cash personal checks. 
Unsuccessful in her first attempt, she obtained $500 at 
the second stop — and then vanished. 


On May 26, a young woman was kidnapped at 
knifepoint from a bar in Vinita, the scene of Jayne 
Hilburn’s murder. After being raped, she was released 
by her abductor and reported the crime to police. Her 
description of the rapist’s pickup matched the missing 
radio announcer’s vehicle, and its new driver was 
belatedly traced to a local motel, where he had 
registered as “Dana Ray.” 


The case “broke” on May 28, when agents of the 
Oklahoma State Bureau of Investigation announced that 
fingerprints recovered from Jayne Hilburn’s Camaro 
had been positively identified. They belonged to ex- 
convict Gary Walker, now suspected in a string of 
violent crimes around the state. On May 29, surviving 
victims from Oakhurst, Skiatook, and Vinita chimed in 
with identifications of Walker’s prison mug shots, and 
the hunt was on. 


The next day, in Van Buren, Arkansas, a knife- 
wielding “madman” invaded a home and abducted two 
girls, taking them on a wild twenty-minute ride in their 
own car. He talked incessantly about the urgent need of 
finding “a deserted road,’ but the hostages escaped 
before he found a likely killing ground. On May 31, the 
girls identified Gary Walker as their abductor. 


On the morning of June 2, Walker barged into 
another Van Buren home,threatening the female tenants 
with a pistol and escaping in their car. By noon, they 
had identified his photograph, and new alerts were 
issued in the Tulsa area, as homicide investigators 
braced themselves for Walker’s possible return. That 
evening, a tip led officers to stake out a shabby mobile 
home, and Walker was captured at 10:45 p.m., 
approaching the trailer with two other men. 


In custody, the transient slayer launched his marathon 
confession with a feeble plea for sympathy: “I’m sorry 
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I killed five people, okay?” Over the next six days, 
Walker directed police to the bodies of missing victims 
Janet Jewell (near Beggs), Valerie Shaw-Hartzell (near 
Claremore, east of Tulsa), and Margaret Bell (in an old 
barn near Princeton, Kentucky). In 1985, Walker was 
convicted on five counts of murder and sentenced to die. 


(An eerie reminder of Walker’s case returned to 
haunt Oklahoma lawmen in 1986. On June 6, the 
lifeless body of Deronda Roy, age 24, was recovered 
from a rainswept forest between Claremore and Tulsa. 
Nude, except for stockings and the bra that had been 
used as a garrote, her corpse was bruised and marked 
with burns inflicted by a cigarette. The victim’s last 
known companion had been Marshall Cummings, Jr., 
an ex-convict and one of the men arrested with Gary 
Walker on June 2, 1984. In early 1987, Cummings pled 
guilty to second-degree murder and was sentenced to 25 
years in prison.) 


WALTON, EDWARD 


A Georgia native, Walton spent most of his life on 
the road, drifting around the eastern half of the United 
States and living under a variety of pseudonyms. Along 
the way, he killed at least five victims, though the 
widely-scattered crimes would not be linked until the 
morning of his scheduled execution, when he signed a 
brief confession in the shadow of the gallows. 


Times were hard for Georgia blacks in the late 19th 
century, with lynching mobs and Jim Crow legislation 
joining forces to create an atmosphere that smacked of 
slavery once removed. For Walton, freedom lay in 
travel, but he could not shake the private demons that 
pursued him on the road. His first victim, an unknown 
man, was killed at Blossburg, Alabama, during 1896. 
Eight years later, in Chicago, Walton shot and killed his 
“wife” — one Edith Hannah — but police paid scant 
attention to the case and had no real idea of his identity 
or whereabouts. In 1906, he murdered a victim named 
Blue at Shippensville, Pennsylvania, and he would later 
confess to slaying a woman in Steubenville, Ohio, on 
November 16, 1907, though police had no apparent 
record of a body being found. Walton’s final victim, a 
black woman named Beulah Martin, was killed near 
Clarksburg, West Virginia, in 1908. Convicted of 
murder and sentenced to hang, Walton penned a 
confession to his other crimes before mounting the 
scaffold on July 17. 


WARNER, KARL F. 


On August 3, 1969, schoolmates Deborah Furlong, 
14, and Kathy Snoozy, 15, rode their bikes to a wooded 
knoll overlooking their homes in the rugged Alameda 
Valley section of South San Jose, California. They 
brought a picnic lunch and meant to spend a quiet 
afternoon alone, unconscious of the fact that they had 
trespassed on a killer’s private hunting ground. 


When neither girl came home for supper, Debby 
Furlong’s father started scouring the woods. He found 
a crowd of gawkers and police around the mutilated 
bodies of his daughter and her friend, laid out within a 
grove of trees from which their homes were visible. The 
medical examiner stopped counting at 300 stab wounds, 
all above the waist; in statements to the press, he would 
declare that “The Nazi sex mutilations during World 
War II were nothing compared to what was done to 
these young girls.” 


Infuriated parents launched patrols in San Jose, 
without result, while homicide investigators searched for 
clues. One theory linked the murders with an offshoot 
of the Manson “family”; another speculated on connec- 
tions with the “Zodiac,” an unidentified serial slayer 
whose latest mocking letter, on November 8, claimed 
seven victims rather than the five accounted for by solid 
evidence. It all came down to nothing in the end; the 
killer would remain at large for nearly two more years, 
before a new attack produced the necessary leads. 


On April 11, 1971, 18-year-old Kathy Bilek chose 
the San Jose murder site as a prime spot for birdwatch- 
ing. The killer found her there, using his favorite knife 
to stab her seventeen times in the back, thirty-two times 
in the chest and stomach, carefully avoiding contact 
with her breasts. Discovered early next morning, Bilek’s 
wounds connected her murder with the previous 
killings, and police redoubled their efforts. 


Two weeks later, armed with fresh descriptions of a 
suspicious man seen prowling the area, detectives 
focused their attention on Karl Warner, a former 
classmate of victims Furlong and Snoozy at Oak Grove 
High School. Warner lived with his parents, three 
blocks from the homes of the earliest victims, and he 
was also suspected in the stabbing of a woman who 
survived her wounds. 


Police secured a warrant and surprised their suspect 
in the midst of preparation for a college physics test. 


Their search turned up the murder knife, and Warner 
pled guilty on all counts in September 1971, receiving 
a sentence of life imprisonment. A background check 
eliminated him as a potential “Zodiac,” since he had 
moved to California from Marlborough, Massachusetts, 
in early 1969, two and a half years after the first Zodiac 
murder. 


WARSAW SLASHER, THE 


On March 4, 1922, police in Warsaw publicly 
announced discovery of eleven mutilated women in a 
wooded region of the city’s suburbs. At the time their 
report was filed, no trace had been found of the slayer 
who left his young female victims with torn hair, 
fractured skulls, and “similar terrible wounds” to their 
torsos. At this writing, the case remains, apparently, 
unsolved. 


WASHINGTON, ANNETTE 


Once employed by a home health care service on 
Long Island, New York, 28-year-old Annette Washing- 
ton was discharged from her job in July 1986. A single 
mother with a 9-year-old son to feed, she was also 
supporting her boyfriend’s drug habit on the side. 
Embittered by the loss of employment, she devised a 
scheme to solve both problems simultaneously, by the 
grim expedient of killing off her former patients. 


Loretta O’Flaherty, age 85, was the first to go, found 
dead in her Bronx apartment on August 8, 1986. Two 
kitchen knives had been employed to cut her throat 
before her flat was ransacked for cash and other 
valuables. Two weeks later, 68-year-old Edna Fumasoli 
was killed at her home, stabbed 90 times by a frenzied 
assailant. 


Similarities in the two crimes led detectives to begin 
a background search for links between the victims. The 
name of Annette Washington surfaced in due course, 
and police learned that both victims had been terrified 
of robbery, establishing a “knocking code” to let them 
know a friend was at the door. 


Suspecting that their “friend” had been a Judas in 
disguise, authorities arrested Washington in mid- 
September and secured her confession to the crimes. 
Pleading guilty on two counts of murder, plus assault 
and weapons charges, she received a prison term of 50 
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years to life in July 1987. At this writing, her unnamed 
male accomplice is still at large. 


WATSON, JAMES B. 


A classic American “bluebeard,” Watson led a life of 
subterfuge and mystery, with question marks beginning 
at his birth. Christened Charles Gillam, he was born at 
Paris, Arkansas, sometime in 1870, his father absent at 
the time of the event. As a child, he was told of his 
father’s death, discovering the truth — that he had been 
deserted — at the age of nine. When his mother 
remarried, she added further confusion to the situation 
by calling her son “Joseph Olden,” after his new step- 
father. Man and boy clashed immediately, with cruel 
punishment prompting “Joseph” to run away from 
home around age 12. 


By all accounts James Watson was a marrying 
machine, although the number of his brides — and 
victims — still remains uncertain. Carl Sifakis, in The 
Encyclopedia of American Crime, credits Watson with 
40-odd marriages and “at least 25” murders, but 
Watson’s own confession was somewhat more modest, 
listing 19 wives and seven murder victims. Of course, 
his memory left much to be desired — the names of two 
wives had completely slipped his mind, though he 
recalled their anniversaries — and victims listed in his 
final affidavit only span the last two years of his career 
in lethal matrimony. There may well be others, mur- 
dered and forgotten during 12 years on the road, but we 
cannot retrieve their names at this remove. 


“Olden” was working on his second marriage by the 
time he settled in St. Louis, entering the advertising 
business, but his creative bookkeeping led to criminal 
indictment around 1912, and he fled into Canada, 
adopting the Watson alias that would see him through 
the rest of his life. On June 12, 1913, he married 
Katherine Kruse in British Columbia, later deserting her 
without benefit of a divorce. At that, she was one of the 
lucky ones. As Watson summarized their relationship in 
his later confession: “No violence attempted on her — 
had impulse but was able to resist.” 


He resisted, also, with a certain Mrs. Watts, married 
at Winnipeg in early 1918. In March of that year, he 
married Marie Austin in Calgary, Alberta, afterward 
moving to the United States. Perhaps the first to die, 
Marie was bludgeoned with a rock, her body weighted 
down and dumped in a lake near Coeur D’Alene, Idaho. 
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Later in 1918, Watson married a Seattle widow, whose 
name he could not recall. They honeymooned at 
Spokane, and Watson cut the relationship short by 
pushing her over a waterfall. “There was no controv- 
ersy,” he wrote later, “just an impulse.” 

Drifting around Tacoma in early 1919, Watson 
married Maude Goldsmith in January and Beatrice 
Andrewartha a month later. Beatrice survived until 
spring, when they paid a visit to Lake Washington, near 
Seattle, and Watson felt “something come over me,” 
compelling him to drown her on the spot. 

Watson picked up two more brides, in Vancouver 
and Sacramento, before marrying Elizabeth Prior on 
March 25, 1919, at Coeur D’Alene, Idaho. They were 
touring near Olympia, Washington, when they began to 
quarrel and Watson “accidentally” knocked her 
unconscious, seizing the opportunity to finish her off 
with a hammer. 

Three wives later, in June 1919, Watson married 
Bertha Goodrich at North Yakima, Washington. They 
were honeymooning near Seattle when Watson blud- 
geoned her “on impulse,” dumping her weighted body 
into a convenient lake. In July, he was boating with new 
bride Alice Ludvigson, near Port Townsend, Washing- 
ton, when she “accidentally” fell out of the boat and was 
drowned in the St. Joe River. At least two more 
survivors followed Watson to the altar before he 
married Nina Delaney at El Centro, California, in 
December 1919. A month later, her nude body was 
found outside of town, strangled, her skull crushed, 
breasts and genitals slashed with a knife. 

Jealousy, rather than homicide, proved to be Wat- 
son’s undoing. In the spring of 1920, wife nineteen 
suspected him of infidelity and hired a private investi- 
gator to check out his background. The detective found 
a suitcase filled with wedding rings and marriage 
licenses, deciding he was “dealing with no ordinary 
criminal.” Arrested on suspicion of bigamy in April, 
Watson was still in custody when an unidentified 
woman’s body was unearthed near Plum Station, 
Washington. Afraid it might be one of his — ironically, 
it wasn’t — Watson struck a bargain with the prosec- 
utor and issued a detailed confession on May 7, 
accepting a life sentence three days later. Confined at 
San Quentin, he died in prison on October 15, 1939. 


WATTS, CORAL EUGENE 


Born at Fort Hood, Texas, during 1953, Watts grew 
up on the move, attending public schools in Texas, West 


Virginia, and Michigan before finishing high school — 
after a fashion — in Inkster, a Detroit suburb. Despite 
a tested IQ of 75, he was admitted to Western Michigan 
University, at Kalamazoo, and was enrolled there when 
he started acting out his violent fantasies against women 
in October 1974. 


Coral Watts (right) 


His first two victims managed to survive when Watts 
came knocking on the doors of their apartments, starting 
on October 25. Watts choked them both unconscious, 
leaving them for dead with no attempt at rape or 
robbery, but he was disappointed when the press 
reported both of them were still alive. He found knives 
more efficient, claiming his first fatality on October 30, 
when 19-year-old co-ed Gloria Steele was stabbed 33 
times and discarded near campus. 

Identified as a suspect in the non-fatal assaults, Watts 
had himself committed to a state hospital on the advice 
of his attorney, refusing to answer any questions in the 
Steele murder case. Fourteen months after the fact, he 
struck a bargain with Kalamazoo prosecutors, pleading © 
guilty to one assault in return for dismissal of another 


similar charge, accepting a one-year sentence in the 
county jail. Upon release, he moved to Ann Arbor, 
marrying long enough to father a child, but his deep- 
seated hatred of women made the relationship impos- 
sible, and he was divorced in May 1980. 


Meanwhile, Watts was hunting. When his marriage 
started showing signs of strain, he spent some, time with 
relatives in the Detroit suburb of Grosse Pointe Farms, 
jogging by night to keep himself in shape. On October 
31, 1979, he invaded the home of 35-year-old Jeanne 
Clyne, slashing her to death — again without attempting 
rape or robbery — before he fled. Eyewitnesses 
described a black man jogging near the scene, but 
homicide detectives had no way of linking their case 
with a five-year-old series of crimes against women in 
Kalamazoo. 


Back in Ann Arbor, Watts entered criminal history 
as the “Sunday Morning Slasher,” claiming at least three 
victims in motiveless, random attacks committed 
between 3 and 5 a.m. on peaceful sabbath mornings. In 
April 1980, 18-year-old Shirley Small was hacked to 
death in her own apartment, followed by 20-year-old 
Glenda Richmond in July and 29-year-old Rebecca 
Huff in September. Canadian authorities believe Watts 
may have crossed the border into Windsor that October, 
assaulting 20-year-old Sandra Dalpe outside her 
apartment, leaving her near death with multiple wounds 
to the face and throat. 


By that time, Watts had fallen under scrutiny from 
local homicide investigators. A task force was organized 
in July 1980, to probe the Sunday slashings, and Watts 
was placed under sporadic surveillance, a November 
court order permitting officers to plant a homing device 
in his car. Despite pursuit by squad cars and a helicop- 
ter, though, Watts managed to commit at least one 
murder while police were on his trail. Fired from his job 
as a diesel mechanic in March 1981, he moved south 
to Houston, leaving the murder investigation at loose 
ends. Michigan authorities alerted their Texas counter- 
parts, but Watts was accustomed to living under 
surveillance. He found a new mechanics job and started 
visiting a local church, sometimes living with relatives, 
other times out of his car. 


And the murders continued. 


On March 27, 1981, Edith Ledet, a 34-year-old 
medical student, was stabbed to death while jogging in 
Houston. Six months later, on September 12, 25-year- 
old Elizabeth Montgomery was attacked while walking 
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her dog at midnight, staggering into her nearby apart- 
ment before she collapsed. Two hours later, 21-year-old 
Susan Wolfe was knifed to death outside her apartment, 
nearby, presumed to be a victim of the same assailant. 


The new year brought no respite from horrors in 
Houston. In January, 27-year-old Phyllis Tamm was 
found on the campus of Rice University, hanged with 
an article of her own clothing, and another Rice student, 
25-year-old Margaret Fossi, was killed that same month, 
found in the trunk of her car, her larynx crushed by a 
powerful blow that produced death by asphyxiation. On 
February 7, Elena Semander, a 20-year-old co-ed, was 
found strangled and partially nude in a trash bin, not far 
from a tavern where she had spent the evening. 


In March 1982, Emily LaQua was reported missing 
from Brookshire, Texas, 40 miles north of Houston, but 
authorities drew no immediate connection with the 
spate of unsolved murders. On March 31, 20-year-old 
Mary Castillo was found, strangled and semi-nude, in a 
Houston ditch. Three nights later, 19-year-old Christine 
McDonald vanished while hitchhiking home from a 
booze party on the Rice campus. Suzanne Searles, 25, 
joined the missing list on April 5, her shoes and broken 
spectacles recovered from her car, in the parking lot of 
her apartment complex. Carrie Mae Jefferson, age 32, 
vanished after working the night shift on April 15, and 
26-year-old Yolanda Degracia was killed the following 
night, stabbed six times in her home. High school 
student Sheri Strait disappeared with her mother’s car 
on May 1, the car — and her body — recovered 
together on May 4. Two weeks later, Gloria Cavallis, a 
32-year-old exotic dancer, was found dead in a trash 
dumpster, her body wrapped in cast-off curtains. 


On the morning of May 23, 1982 — a Sunday — 
Watts was caught while fleeing from the Houston 
apartment where he had assaulted tenants Lori Lister 
and Melinda Aguilar. Lister was half-drowned in the 
bathtub, while Aguilar escaped by throwing herself from 
the balcony, calling for help. Held in lieu of $50,000 
bond, Watts was charged with two counts of attempted 
murder, plus aggravated assault and burglary. (On the 
morning of Watts’s arrest, another victim, 20-year-old 
Michelle Maday, was found strangled to death in the 
bathtub of her Houston apartment.) 


Psychiatrists declared Watts sane, but noted his 
pathological hatred of women, whom he regarded as 
evil incarnate. The feelings dated back to childhood, 
when a favorite uncle had allegedly been killed by 
female relatives. Diagnosed as a paranoid schizophrenic, 
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Watts was said to view the world around him “as pure 
fantasies which revolve to a large extent around the 
struggle against the ‘evil’ he sees everywhere.” 


On August 9, 1982, with jury selection under way for 
his trial, Watts struck a controversial bargain with the 
prosecutor’s office. In return for his guilty plea on 
burglary charges and acceptance of a 60-year sentence 
— the equivalent of life imprisonment in Texas — 
Watts would clear the books on several unsolved 
Houston murders while escaping trial for homicide. 


With the deal complete, and Watts compelled to 
serve a minimum of 20 years before consideration for 
parole, the defendant confessed to ten Houston murders, 
including the cases of victims Wolfe, Jefferson, Mont- 
gomery, Fossi, Semander, Searles, Garcia, Tamm, Ledet 
and Maday. He also threw in some surprises, including 
the non-fatal slashing of a Galveston 19-year-old, 
attacked on January 30, 1982, and the “accidental” 
death of 22-year-old Linda Tilley, found floating in an 
Austin, Texas, swimming pool on September 5, 1981. 
Other nonfatal assaults were also cleared in Austin, 
Galveston, and Seabrook, Texas. 


Watts led authorities to the remains of victims Searles 
and Jefferson in Houston, directing other searchers to 
the body of Emily LaQua, near Brookshire, and he was 
still talking when Michigan weighed in with charges in 
the murder of Jeanne Clyne. Swapping testimony for 
immunity, Watts ran his score up to thirteen confessed 
murders with the Clyne case, but detectives suggest that 
his actual body-count includes a minimum of 22 
victims. On September 3, 1982, Watts received his 60- 
year sentence, the judge declaring, “I hope they put you 
so deep in the penitentiary that they'll have to pipe 
sunlight to you.” 


WEBB, DENNIS 


A racist drifter with his roots in northeast Texas, 
Webb would travel widely in the service of the outlaw 
motorcycle gangs to whom he owed his first allegiance. 
Jailed for a hometown burglary at age 20, in 1972, he 
reportedly killed his first victim a year later. The victim 
was gay, selected at random because, as Webb 
explained, “I don’t like homosexuals.” 


There would be other murders in the years to come. 
According to his subsequent confessions, Webb agreed 
to kill a man as part of his initiation to a biker gang, 
later serving the group as a hired gun, executing at least 


one murder-for-hire. A black victim was shot down 
because of his race, and Webb confessed to killing “one 
or two” others when they interrupted his looting of their 
homes. Convicted of robbery and aggravated kidnap- 
ping in Utah, during 1981, he struck a plea bargain with 
prosecutors, serving five and a half years before his 
parole in December 1986. 


Webb lasted two months on the street before killing 
again. On February 5, 1987, he invaded the home of 
John and Lori Rainwater, in Atascadero, California. 
Lori was just home from the hospital, With her five-day- 
old son, but Webb was deaf to her pleas for mercy as 
he bound both adults with surgical tape, raping man and 
woman alike before he shot them to death execution- 
style. (The newborn infant and his 18-month-old sister 
were unaccountably spared.) 


Tried for his latest rampage in June 1988, Webb was 
convicted on two counts of first-degree murder, with 
one count each of burglary and robbery thrown in for 
good measure. During the penalty phase of his trial, on 
July 15, the defendant removed his shirt in court, 
displaying the various gang tattoos that denoted his 
murders, begging the jury to recommend death. Facing 
the panel impassively, he said, “I have no feelings, ladies 
and gentlemen. My heart is a block of ice.” Taking 
Webb at his word, jurors deliberated for ninety minutes 
before granting his wish. 


WEBER, JEANNE 


Born during 1875, at a small fishing village in 
northern France, Weber left home for Paris at age 14, 
working various menial jobs until her marriage in 1893. 
Her husband was a drunkard, and by 1905, with two 
of their three children lately deceased, Jeanne was also 
drinking heavily, residing in a seedy Paris tenement with 
her spouse and a seven-year-old son. 


On March 2, 1905, Weber was babysitting for her 
sister-in-law, when one of the woman’s two daughters 
— 18-month-old Georgette — suddenly “fell ill” and 
died. Strange bruises on her neck were ignored by the 
examing physician, and Jeanne was welcomed back to 
babysit on March 11. Two-year-old Suzanne did not 
survive the visit, but a doctor blamed the second death 
on unexplained “convulsions.” 


Weber was babysitting for her brother, on March 25, 
when his daughter, seven-year-old Germaine, suffered a 
sudden attack of “choking,” complete with red marks 


on her throat. The child survived that episode, but she 
was less fortunate the following day, when Aunt Jeanne 
returned. Diptheria was blamed for her death — and for 
that of Weber’s son, Marcel, just four days later. Once 
again, the tell-tale marks of strangulation were ignored. 


On April 5, 1905, Weber invited two of her sisters- 
in-law to dinner, remaining home with 10-year-old 
nephew Maurice while the other women went out 
shopping. They returned prematurely, to find Maurice 
gasping on the bed, his throat mottled with bruises, 
Jeanne standing over him with a crazed expression on 
her face. Charges were filed, and Weber’s trial opened 
on January 29, 1906, with the prosecution alleging eight 
murders, including all three of Weber’s own children 
and two others — Lucie Aleandre and Marcel Poyatos 
— who had died while in her care. It was alleged that 
Weber killed her son in March to throw suspicion off, 
but jurors were reluctant to believe the worst about a 
grieving mother, and Weber was acquitted on February 
6. 


Fourteen months later, on April 7, 1907, a physician 
from the town of Villedieu was summoned to the home 
of a peasant named Bavouzet. He was greeted at the 
door by a babysitter, “Madame Moulinet,” who led him 
to the cot where nine-year-old Auguste Bavouzet lay 
dead, his throat badly bruised. The cause of death was 
listed as “convulsions,” but the doctor changed his tune 
on May 4, when “Madame Moulinet” was identified as 
Jeanne Weber. Held over for trial, Weber was released 
in December, after a second autopsy blamed the boy’s 
death on “typhoid.” 


Weber quickly dropped from sight, surfacing next as 
an orderly at a children’s hospital in Faucombault, 
moving on from there to the Children’s Home in 
Orgeville, run by friends who sought to “make up for 
the wrongs that justice has inflicted upon an innocent 
woman.” Working as “Marie Lemoine,’ Weber had 
been on the job for less than a week when she was 
caught strangling a child in the home. Embarrassed by 
their own naivete, the owners quietly dismissed her and 
the incident was covered up. 


Back in Paris, Weber was arrested for vagrancy and 
briefly confined to the asylum at Nantere, but doctors 
there pronounced her sane and set her free. She drifted 
into prostitution, picking up a common-law husband 
along the way, and on May 8, 1908, the couple settled 
at an inn in Commercy. A short time later, Jeanne was 
found strangling the innkeeper’s son, 10-year-old Marcel 
Poirot, with a bloody handkerchief. The father had to 
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punch her three times in the face, with all his might, 
before she would release the lifeless body. 


Held for trial on murder charges, Weber was declared 
insane on October 25, 1908, packed off to the asylum 
at Mareville. Credited with at least ten murders, she 
survived two years in captivity before manually 
strangling herself in 1910. 


WEEKS, ROBERT 


An Alabama native, born in 1929, Weeks graduated 
from Mississippi Southern College in 1952, after 
working his way through school as a mortician and 
parachute stuntman. Two years later, he married his first 
wife, Patricia, in Minneapolis, moving to Las Vegas in 
1955. Weeks prospered there, opening the city’s first 
limousine service in 1960, but his pathological jealousy 
made Patricia a virtual prisoner at home, where she was 
frequently beaten, denied permission to even go grocery 
shopping alone. On one occasion, in a jealous rage, 
Weeks beat her elderly piano teacher. In 1968, Weeks 
finally agreed to a divorce, Patricia taking the family 
home and Cadillac in settlement, but she vanished that 
April, her car found abandoned at a local shopping 
center. Questioned by his daughters, Weeks informed 
them that their mother had abandoned them. 


Weeks sold his limo service in 1971 and married 
Waunice Hinkle, in Las Vegas, the following year. They 
were divorced in 1974, but Waunice survived the break- 
up, probably because of Weeks’s new infatuation with 
41 year-old Cynthia Jabour. They dated for the next six 
years, while Weeks maintained his life-style through the 
sale of phony stock — almost a million dollars worth 
— in sundry “paper” corporations. By the fall of 1980, 
Cynthia was anxious to be rid of Weeks, and she agreed 
to meet him for a final dinner date, October 5, to break 
the news that they were finished. Her car was found next 
day, in a casino parking lot, but nothing more was seen 
of Cynthia Jabour. Interrogated by police, Weeks 
proved evasive, first agreeing to a polygraph exam, then 
fleeing the United States and surfacing in Chile. 


Weeks returned in 1981, by way of Houston, with a 
Libyan passport in the name of “Robert Smith.” He set 
up shop in San Diego, launching a construction 
business, and in 1983 he met Carol Riley on a trip to 
Colorado, persuading the 43-year-old divorcee to join 
him in Southern California. Disillusioned with “Smith” 
over time, Riley was contemplating a break-up when 
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she vanished on April 5, 1986, after a dinner date with 
Weeks. Her car was found abandoned in a hotel parking 
lot. 


Weeks moved to Tucson, as “Charles Stolzenberg,” 
but he had already attracted national attention. Profiled 
on an episode of “Unsolved Mysteries,” aired by NBC 
television, Weeks was fingered by neighbors in Tucson 
and arrested on May 26, 1987. Charged with embezzle- 
ment in Arizona, he was held in lieu of $3 million bond. 


In April 1988, Weeks was convicted of murdering 
Patricia Weeks and Cynthia Jabour, in Las Vegas. 
Jurors fixed his punishment as life imprisonment 
without parole. 


WEIDENBROEKER, HELMUT 


A German chemist, born in 1964, Weidenbroeker 
lived in Broichweiden, while serving his apprenticeship 
in nearby Aachen. As a student, he had dressed up in 
his sister’s clothes before assaulting elderly women and 
stealing their purses. Arrested, he confessed but gave no 
motive for his crimes, earning a sentence of two years 
in prison. The verdict was under appeal — and Helmut 
was still on the street — when a two-year series of sex- 
murders began terrorizing the vicinity. 


On May 4, 1982, 19-year-old Marta Habermann, 
disappeared from a bus stop in Aachen, her body 
discovered at another stop along the line. Found nude, 
she had been raped and sexually abused with a beer 
bottle, then stabbed 17 times in the chest and abdomen. 


Eleven months later, on April 19, 1983, 16-year-old 
Karen Fink disappeared on her way home from school, 
in Wuerselen. It took a week for searchers to retrieve 
her body from a nearby pond, where she was dumped 
after being raped and beaten, strangled, stabbed nine 
times, her vagina torn by penetration of a foreign object. 


On August 30, 1983, 18-year-old Doris Schroeder 
stepped off a bus in the village of Breinig and promptly 
vanished. Her body — raped, stabbed 19 times, and 
violated with a foreign object — was recovered from a 
manmade lake near the Belgian border. The official 
cause of death was drowning, indicating that she was 
alive when thrown into the water. 


Elke Braun, age 17, was next, abducted from the 
town of Rott — two miles from Breinig — on June 3, 
1984. Beaten, raped and stabbed, sexually abused with 
a foreign object, she was still alive when her attacker 


threw her off a 40-foot cliff, but she was killed by the 
fall to a stone quarry below. 


On March 6, 1986, 18-year-old Beate Goertz disap- 
peared after leaving her bus in Broichweiden. Fished out 
of the Rur River, near Deuren, on March 18, she had 
been raped and stabbed, her skull fractured by stomping, 
before she was drowned. Bus passengers recalled that 
Helmut Weidenbroeker had disembarked at the same 
stop on March 6, and he was pulled in for questioning, 
swiftly confessing to Goertz’s murder. Sentenced to life 
imprisonment on April 10, 1987, the defendant was 
charged in only one case, but authorities were satisfied 
of his guilt in all five, noting that the serial slayings 
ended abruptly with his arrest. 


WEIDMANN, EUGEN 


On August 7, 1937, 22-year-old Jean de Koven, an 
American dancer, was kidnapped from her Paris hotel 
room and murdered. Following receipt of a note 
demanding $500 ransom, police identified the killer as 
Eugen Weidmann, a German immigrant, and the 
manhunt began in earnest. Traced to a remote villa, 
Weidmann was arrested following a wild brawl with 
police. In custody, he readily confessed to killing half a 
dozen victims for their pocket change or minor ransoms. 
Tried for murder and convicted on the basis of his own 
confession, Weidmann was guillotined in Paris on May 
18, 1939. 


“WEST SIDE RAPIST, THE” 


Within a single year, between November 1974 and 
October 1975, a vicious prowler terrorized the west side 
of Los Angeles, raping 33 women and killing at least 
ten. While all of his victims were elderly, ranging in age 
from 63 to 92 years, the incessant attacks spread an aura 
of fear city-wide, boosting gun sales, turning neighbor 
against neighbor as dark suspicions flourished. In the 
end, he slipped away without a trace and left police to 
search in vain for clues to his identity. 


The first to die, on November 7, 1974, was 72-year- 
old Mary Scialese, followed the next day by Lucy Grant, 
age 92. On November 14, the slayer claimed Lillian 
Kramer, 67, rebounding on the night of December 4 to 
kill 74-year-old Ramona Gartner. A new year brought 
no respite from the violence, with 71-year-old Sylvia 


Vogal murdered on March 22, 1975. Una Cartwright, 
age 78, was slaughtered on April 8, with 75-year-old 
Olga Harper killed two weeks later. Murdered on May 
22, 86-year-old Effie Martin was the eighth fatality in 
23 attacks. Her death was followed by the September 
homicide of Cora Perry, 79, and the slaying of 63-year- 
old Leah Leshefsky on October 28. 


By New Year’s Day, two months had passed without 
a new assault, and residents of West L.A. began to 
breathe a little easier. In time, they would forget, but 
homicide detectives would continue searching for their 
man across a decade, covering the same ground 
endlessly, without result. Despite suggestions that 
another local killer — jailed on unrelated charges during 
1986 — might be responsible for the attacks, the case 
remains unsolved today. 


[See also: Tholmer, Brandon] 
WHITEWAY, ALFRED C. 


A British serial slayer, 22-year-old Alfred Whiteway 
was arrested on July 1, 1953, on a charge of assaulting 
Patricia Birch in Windsor Park. The victim had been 
robbed of several shillings on June 12, after an 
attempted rape, and while Whiteway confessed the 
assault, he indignantly denied any intention of robbery. 
“T didn’t want the money,” he informed police. “She 
thrust it on me.” 


Whiteway’s M.0. made him a prime suspect in the 
unsolved Teddington tow-path attacks, also committed 
during late May and early June. On May 24, 14-year- 
old Kathleen Ringham had survived the assault of a 
“man with a chopper,” but 16-year-old Barbara 
Songhurst and 18-year-old Christine Reed were not so 
fortunate. Songhurst had been found in the Thames on 
June 1, with Reed fished out of the river five days later, 
their battered bodies bearing evidence of sexual assault. 


On July 15, Whiteway pled guilty on two counts of 
assault, in the Birch and Ringham cases; a month later, 
he was charged with the murders of Songhurst and 
Reed. His trial opened In Surrey on September 18, 
1953, ending with his conviction and sentence of death 
on November 2. 


WHITNEY, DENNIS 


A native of Victorville, California, born in 1943, 
Whitney began smoking at age eight and drinking at ten. 
By age 12, he was a veteran of several armed robberies, 
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and five years later, in 1960, he launched a cross- 
country murder spree, notching the handle of his stolen 
.22-caliber pistol for each of the seven victims he killed 
between California and Florida. 


The first murder, of Victorville gas station attendant 
Jimmy Ryan, was committed on February 12, 1960. “I 
did one,” Whitney explained, “and I thought I just 
might as well go on. I planned to kill maybe a dozen 
or so. I was fed up. I was broke. I thought Id better get 
some money somehow.” 


Eight days later, he murdered two homosexuals — 
including a skid row derelict and a black chef — in 
Phoenix, Arizona, stealing the chef’s car for the drive to 
Tucson, where Whitney reverted to type by killing 
another gas station attendant. His car ran out of gas in 
Tombstone, and he started thumbing rides, arriving in 
Miami, Florida, by February 24. 


On February 29, after five days of job hunting, 
Whitney murdered Ken Mezzarno at a Miami gas 
station, striking again the same day at another station, 
where he murdered 53-year-old Arthur Keeler. Three 
days later, he pumped four bullets into Jack Beecher in 
another gas station holdup, but this time his victim 
survived, treating police to a description of the red- 
haired bandit and his car. 


Police traced Whitney to his motel on March 4, but 
their man was already running. That day, he abducted 
Virginia Selby, a Hialeah housewife, from the parking 
lot at Sears. He drove her to a lonely site in northern 
Palm Beach County, where she grabbed a claw hammer 
and gashed his forehead before Whitney shot her to 
death. Arrested by a posse nine hours later, Whitney 
was tried and convicted of murder. The jury’s failure to 
recommend leniency made a death sentence automatic, 
and he came within two days of execution before the 
Supreme Court granted an indefinite stay on July 16, 
1963. In 1972, Whitney’s sentence was commuted to 
life imprisonment. 


WILDER, 
CHRISTOPHER BERNARD 


Born March 13, 1945, Christopher Wilder was the 
product of an international marriage, between an 
American naval officer and his Australian wife. A sickly 
child from the beginning, Wilder was given last rites as 
an infant. Two years later, he nearly drowned in a 
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swimming pool; at age three, he suffered convulsions 
while riding with his parents in the family car, and had 
to be resuscitated. 


By his teens, the boy had problems of a different sort. 
At seventeen, in Sydney, Wilder and a group of friends 
were charged with gang-raping a girl on the beach. He 
pled guilty to carnal knowledge and received one year’s 
probation, with a provision for mandatory counseling. 
The program included group therapy and electroshock 
treatments, but it seemed to have little effect. 


Wilder married at age twenty-three, but the union 
lasted only a few days. His bride complained of sexual 
abuse, and finally left him after finding panties (not her 
own) and photographs of naked women in a briefcase 
Wilder carried in his car. In November 1969, he used 
nude photographs to extort sex from an Australian 
student nurse; she complained to the police, but charges 
were ultimately dropped when she refused to testify in 
court. 


Australia was growing too hot for Wilder, so he 
moved to the United States. Settling in southern Florida, 
he prospered in the fields of construction and electrical 
contracting, earning (or borrowing) enough money to 
finance fast cars and a luxurious bachelor pad, complete 
with hot tub and a private photo studio. The good life 
visibly agreed with Wilder, but it did not fill his other 
hidden needs. 


In March 1971, at Pompano Beach, Wilder was 
picked up on a charge of soliciting women to pose for 
nude photos; he entered a plea of guilty to disturbing the 
peace and escaped with a small fine. Six years later, in 
October 1977, he coerced a female high school student 
into oral sex, threatening to beat her if she refused, and 
he was jailed a second time. Wilder admitted the crime 
to his therapist, but confidential interviews are inadmiss- 
ible in court, and he was later acquitted. On June 21, 
1980, he lured a teenaged girl into his car with promises 
of a modeling job, then drove her to a rural area where 
she was raped. A guilty plea to charges of attempted 
sexual battery earned him five years probation, with 
further therapy ordered by the court. Following his last 
arrest in Florida, the self-made man complained of 
suffering from blackouts. 


Visiting his parents in Australia, Wilder was accused 
of kidnapping two 15-year-old girls from a beach in 
New South Wales on December 28, 1982, forcing them 
to pose for pornographic snapshots. Traced through the 
license number of his rented car, Wilder was arrested on 


December 29, charged with kidnaping and indecent 
assault. His family posted $350,000 bail, and Wilder 
was permitted to return to the United States, his trial 
scheduled for May 7, 1983. Legal delays postponed the 
case, but Wilder was scheduled to appear in court for 
a hearing on April 3, 1984. 


He never made it. 


On February 6, Rosario Gonzalez, 20, disappeared 
from her job at the Miami Grand Prix. Chris Wilder was 
driving as a contestant that day, and witnesses recall her 
leaving with a man who fit Wilder’s description. Her 
body has never been found. 


On March 4, 23-year-old Elizabeth Kenyon vanished 
after work from the school where she taught in Coral 
Gables. She was seen that afternoon, with Wilder, at a 
local gas station, and his name was found in her address 
book. Kenyon’s parents remembered her speaking of 
Wilder as ‘“‘a real gentleman,” unlike the various 
photographers who asked if she would model in the 
nude. As in the February case, no trace of Kenyon has 
been found. 


Wilder celebrated his thirty-ninth birthday on March 
13, treating himself to the peculiar gift of a 1973 
Chrysler. Three days later, the Miami Herald reported 
that a Boynton Beach race driver was wanted for 
questioning in the disappearance of two local women. 
Wilder was not named in the story, but he got the point. 
Missing his scheduled therapy on March 17, he met with 
his business partner the following night, “I am not going 
to jail,” he vowed, tearfully. “I’m not going to do it.” 
Packing his car, Wilder dropped off his dogs at a kennel 
and drove out of town, headed north. 


Indian Harbour lies two hours north of Boynton 
Beach. On March 19, Terry Ferguson, 21, disappeared 
from a local shopping mall where witnesses remem- 
bered seeing Wilder. Her body was recovered four days 
later, from a Polk County canal. 


On March 20, Wilder abducted a university co-ed 
from a shopping mall in Tallahassee, driving her across 
the state line to Bainbridge, Georgia. There, in a cheap 
motel, she was raped repeatedly and tortured with 
electric shocks, her eyelids smeared with super glue. 
Wilder fled after his captive managed to lock herself in 
the bathroom, screaming and pounding on the walls to 
draw attention from the other guests. 


The killer touched down next in Beaumont Texas. 
Terry Walden, 24, informed her husband on March 21 
that a bearded man had approached her between classes 


at the local university, soliciting her for a modeling job. 
She thanked him and declined the offer, but the 
conversation struck a chord of memory when Terry 
disappeared March 23. Her body, torn by multiple stab 
wounds, was recovered from a canal three days later. 


On March 25, 21-year-old Suzanne Logan disap- 
peared from a shopping mall in Oklahoma, City. Her 
body was found the next day, floating in Milford 
Reservoir, near Manhattan, Kansas. Raped and stabbed, 
the victim had apparently been tortured prior to death. 


Sheryl Bonaventura was the next to die, abducted 
from a shopping mall in Grand Junction, Colorado, on 
March 29. Another shopper placed Wilder in the mall, 
soliciting women for modeling jobs, and he was seen 
with Sheryl at a nearby restaurant that afternoon. She 
joined the missing list as Wilder worked his way across 
the country, killing when he paused to rest. 


On April 1, 17-year-old Michelle Korfman vanished 
from a fashion show at the Meadows Mall, in Las 
Vegas, Nevada. Snapshots taken at the time show 
Wilder smiling from the sidelines, watching as the 
teenage girls parade before him in their miniskirts. 


At last, it was enough. Linked with three murders, 
one kidnapping, and four disappearances, Wilder was 
described by FBI spokesmen as “a significant danger.” 
His name was added to the Bureau’s “Ten Most 
Wanted” list on April 3, 1984. 


The following day, he abducted 16-year-old Tina 
Marie Risico in Torrance, California, raping her that 
night and through successive evenings as they stayed in 
various motels, working their way eastward. Subjected 
to threats and abuse, living continually in the shadow of 
death, Risico agreed to help Wilder find other victims 
as he continued his long flight to nowhere. 


On April 10, Dawnette Wilt was lured away from a 
shopping mall in Merrillville, Indiana, raped and 
tortured through the course of that day and the next. 
Wilder tried to murder her on April 12, stabbing 
Dawnette and leaving her for dead outside Rochester, 
New York, but she managed to survive and staggered 
to the nearest highway, where a passing motorist 
discovered her and drove her to a hospital. 


Wilder’s final victim was Beth Dodge, abducted near 
Victor, New York, on April 12 and shot to death in a 
nearby gravel pit. Following the murder, Wilder drove 
his teenage captive to Boston’s Logan Airport, purchas- 
ing a one-way ticket to Los Angeles and seeing her off 
at the gate. 
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Wilder’s sudden attack of compassion remains 
unexplained, but he wasted no time in searching out 
another victim. On April 13, he brandished his gun at 
a woman near Beverly, Massachusetts, but she fled on 
foot, unharmed. Continuing his aimless hunt, the killer 
stopped for gas that afternoon in Colebrook, New 
Hampshire, unaware that he had reached the end of his 
run. 


Passing by the service station, state troopers Wayne 
Fortier and Leo Jellison recognized Wilder’s car from 
FBI descriptions. Approaching the vehicle, they called 
out to Wilder and saw him break for the car, diving 
inside as he went for his pistol. Jellison leaped on the 
fugitive’s back, struggling for the .357 magnum, and two 
shots rang out. The first passed through Wilder and 
pierced Jellison’s chest, lodging in his liver; the second 
snuffed out Wilder’s life, resulting in what a coroner 
termed “cardiac obliteration.” 


Wilder’s violent death, ironically, did not resolve the 
tangled case. Sheryl Bonaventura’s body was recovered 
in Utah, on May 3, the victim of a point-blank gunshot 
wound. Michelle Korfman was found in the Angeles 
National Forest on May 11, but another month would 
pass before she was identified, her family’s fears 
confirmed. No trace has yet been found of Wilder’s 
early victims in Miami and environs. 


With his death, Chris Wilder was inevitably linked 
with other unsolved crimes. A pair of girls, aged ten and 
twelve, identified his mug shot as the likeness of a man 
who snatched them from a park in Boynton Beach, in 
June of 1983, and forced them to fellate him in the 
nearby woods. His name was likewise linked with other 
deaths and disappearances across two decades, in 
Australia and America. 


In 1965, Marianne Schmidt and Christine Sharrock 
accompanied a young man matching Wilder’s descrip- 
tion into the beachfront dunes near Sydney; strangled, 
raped and stabbed, their bodies were discovered in a 
shallow grave, but no one has been charged to date. In 
1981, teenagers Mary Hare and Mary Optiz were 
abducted from a mall in Lee County, Florida; Hare was 
later found, stabbed to death, while Optiz remains 
among the missing. During 1982, the skeletal remains 
of unidentified women were unearthed on two separate 
occasions near property owned by Wilder, in Loxahat- 
chee; one victim had been dead for several years, the 
other for a period of months. 


And the list goes on. Tammi Leppert, teenaged 
model, kidnapped from her job at a convenience store 
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on Merritt Island, July 6, 1983. Melody Gay, 19, 
abducted on the graveyard shift of an all-night store in 
Collier County, Florida, on March 7, 1984, her body 
pulled from a rural canal three days later. Colleen 
Osborne, 15, missing from the bedroom of her home in 
Daytona Beach, March 15, 1984. Chris Wilder was seen 
in Daytona that day, propositioning “models.” 


There was a final, ghoulish twist to Wilder’s story, 
Following an autopsy on April 13, 1984, Dr. Robert 
Christie, the New Hampshire pathologist in charge of 
Wilder’s case, received a phone call from a man 
claiming to represent Harvard University. Wilder’s brain 
was wanted for study, the caller explained, in order to 
determine whether defect or disease had sparked his 
killing spree. Dr. Christie agreed to deliver the brain on 
receipt of a written request from Harvard. Two weeks 
later he was still waiting, and spokesmen for the 
university’s medical school denied making any such 
request. 


WILLE, JOHN FRANCIS 


In early June 1985, 8-year-old Nichole Lapatta was 
reported missing from her home in Laplace, Louisiana, 
40 miles from New Orleans. Searchers found her body 
— battered, raped, and strangled — on June 6, 
discarded in some nearby woods that had become a 
makeshift rubbish dump. A grisly bonus to their search 
was the discovery of another corpse — identified as 
Billy Phillips, 25, from Tickfaw — floating in the 
stagnant water of a local canal. Phillips had been 
stabbed at least 84 times, with his hands severed and his 
genitals mutilated by a maniacal killer. 


A month later, on July 15, Frank Powe was thumb- 
ing rides near Bagdad, Florida, when a state trooper 
cautioned him against illegal hitchhiking. The warning 
didn’t take, and the 26-rear-old received a different sort 
of lesson that afternoon, when he was deliberately struck 
and killed by a hit-and-run driver. 


Hours later, in Milton, Florida, sheriff's deputies were 
called to mediate a landlord-tenant dispute. John Wille 
and his girlfriend had missed several rent payments, and 
the landlord wanted them out. Persuaded by the sight 
of uniforms, Wille departed, but he crept back later and 
set fire to the landlord’s mobile home, killing several pet 
dogs in the fire. Charged with first-degree arson, the 21- 
year-old suspect denied everything, but his girlfriend 
was already talking, unloading a tale of random murder 
spanning four states. 


According to her story, Wille had given Frank Powe 
a lift out of Bagdad, later flying into a rage over Powe’s 
flirtatious remarks to the woman. Beating Powe 
unconscious, Wille had thrown him in the pickup’s bed 
and driven on for several miles before he stopped again, 
dumped Powe on the pavement and deliberately ran 
over his body. 


Testimony from Wille’s lover linked him to the 
Milton fire, and she described another case, years earlier, 
in which he burned another woman’s home in retalia- 
tion for a police complaint. A phone call to LaPlace, 
Louisiana, confirmed the 1980 arson death of 78-year- 
old Ida Bodreaux, and police realized they had a serial 
killer on their hands. Charting Wille’s travels between 
Louisiana and Florida, officers connected him with the 
murders of Nichole Lapatta and Billy Phillips, near 
LaPlace. Wille was also suspected in the murder of a 
Houston motorist, and in the case of Michael Foulk, a 
Pensacola cab driver abducted and dumped in a ditch 
near Fairhope, Alabama. 


Breaking down in custody, Wille confessed to five of 
the murders, and then recanted everything, while agents 
of the FBI declared he might be linked with twice that 
many slayings. Indicted for Frank Powe’s murder in 
September 1985, Wille pled guilty to escape the electric 
chair, receiving a sentence of life imprisonment with no 
parole for the first 25 years. Confined to a cell, he faced 
further indictments in the Foulk murder and at least two 
Louisiana cases. 


WILLIAMS, GEORGE E. 


A Chicago native, born in 1943, Williams watched 
his mother die in childbirth, later witnessing the murder 
of his infant brother by a sadistic step-mother. Con- 
victed of armed robbery at age 18, he served time in 
state prison between 1961 and 1963, emerging to “go 
straight” as a security guard for a hospital in suburban 
Oak Lawn. By 1980, his behavior on the job was 
classified as “erratic,” and Williams was demoted to a 
post with the hospital’s maintenance department, where 
he showed no improvement. Dismissed in 1983, he was 
embittered, hostile, seething with an urge to take 
revenge against society at large. 


Police believe that Williams murdered seven women 
in the period between his firing and July of 1984, 
though he was only charged in two of the suspected 
homicides. The killer got careless on July 14, leaving his 
car near the home of 76-year-old Josephine McMullen, 


found tied to a kitchen chair in her Evergreen home, 
raped and strangled with a nylon stocking. Authorities 
learned that Williams had done some carpentry work 
for the victim, and discovery of his car nearby was the 
clincher. A warrant was issued for his arrest on July 15, 
and police tacked on the similar slaying of 76-year-old 
Dorothy Smith, raped, stabbed and strangled with a 
nylon stocking in her home, her body swaddled in a 
shower curtain. Five other area deaths fit a similar 
pattern, but there was insufficient evidence for an 
indictment. 


The search for Williams went national on July 17, 
when Josephine McMullen’s car was found in Indiana- 
polis. Authorities thought he might be traveling to see 
his ex-wife, in Georgia, but Williams had actually run 
home to Chicago, seeking help from his family. 
Detectives were questioning his sister on July 20, when 
Williams appeared at the door and was taken into 
custody. Convicted on two counts of murder and rape, 
the defendant was sentenced to a term of life without 
parole. 


WILLIAMS, HENRY ROBERT 


Sentenced to life imprisonment on his second 
conviction for rape and murder, Canadian Henry 
Williams opted for voluntary castration as a form of 
alternative treatment proposed for his evident mental 
disorders. Married and the father of two, Williams was 
advised by his trial judge that Canadian courts lacked 
the power to mandate emasculation, but he signed the 
medical release forms willingly, drawing praise from the 
judge for “insight and courage.” 


Williams’s latest trial concerned the rape and murder 
of Constance Dickey, a 19-year-old college student, in 
September 1972. He had been previously convicted and 
sentenced to life for the sex slaying of Neda Novak, age 
16, in October 1973, along with the attempted murder 
of Julia Gosport, a teenaged visitor from England, in 
August 1974. All three crimes were committed in 
Mississauga, Ontario, and Williams confessed that he 
had raped two other young women in the area, sparing 
their lives on a whim. 


At his last trial, physicians testified that 900 Canadian 
castrations, carried out over a thirty-year period, had 
successfully reduced abnormal sex drives in ninety 
percent of all subject cases. The court offered Williams 
an option based on reports of inmate attitudes toward 
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rapists and serial slayers of women. In prison, the judge 
decided, “he runs the real risk of being injured or 
killed.” 


WILLIAMS, LARON RONALD 


Convicted and sentenced to ten years in prison for the 
murder of a Nashville prostitute, Laron Williams 
escaped from the Memphis Correctional Center in April 
1981. Before his arrest on May 17, Williams shot and 
killed Memphis police lieutenant Clarence Cox, moving 
on to murder a Catholic priest, Rev. John Jackson, in 
Jackson, Tennessee. Unarmed when officers surrounded 
him in a coffee shop next to his motel, Williams was 
returned to prison pending trial on new charges of first- 
degree murder. He was convicted on both counts, 
receiving twin death sentences, but the ultimate 
execution was carried out in a rather unorthodox 
fashion. Mobbed by a gang of eight fellow inmates on 
July 7, 1985, Williams was beaten to death in the 
exercise yard of the Tennessee state prison at Nashville. 


WILLIAMSON, STELLA 


No one in the small town of Gallitzin, Pennsylvania, 
gave much thought to Stella Williamson in life. 
Unmarried and reclusive, seldom speaking even to her 
closest neighbors, it was clear that Stella loved her 
privacy. She made a regular appearance in her local 
church, but the parishoners knew nothing of her past 
and little of her present life, beyond the obvious. In 
1975, one of Stella’s legs was amputated, and she never 
quite recovered. She was seventy-six at the time of her 
death, in August 1980, and while the event seemed 
predictable, its aftermath would spark an uproar in 
Gallitzin. 


Following the funeral, one of Stella’s few acquaintan- 
ces discovered a sealed envelope, marked for opening 
after her death. The letter within, written in 1960, 
directed police to the attic of Williamson’s house, where 
an ancient trunk was opened to reveal the withered 
remains of five human infants. The tiny corpses were 
wrapped in newspapers from Johnstown, Pittsburgh, 
and New York City, with dates spanning the decade 
from 1923 to 1933. John Barron, coroner for Cambria 
County, reported that four of the infants were newborns, 
while one was older, perhaps by as much as eight 
months. 
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All things considered, there was little that authorities 
could do about the startling case. It was presumed that 
Williamson, a lifelong spinster by her own account, had 
born the children out of wedlock through the years, 
disposing of them as they came, and that she somehow 
felt compelled to save the pitiful remains. Details of the 
case reportedly were offered in her parting message to 
authorities, but none have been revealed. As Coroner 
Barron explained to the press, “Everybody involved is 
deceased. But we have to make sure the obvious is the 
truth. We have to make sure it’s not a coverup.” 


WIMBERLY, ANTHONY 


On November 8, 1984, a 12-year-old Oakland, 
California, girl was accosted by a black intruder who 
invaded her home, brandished a pistol, and forced her 
to surrender a jewelry box belonging to her parents. 
That accomplished, the man bound and gagged his 
victim, jammed a pillow case over her head and brutally 
raped her; finished, he pressed a pillow over her face and 
shot her twice, leaving the girl for dead. In fact, she 
survived wounds to the head and neck, untying herself 
and phoning police, who found the house ransacked, a 
screen removed from the bedroom window where her 
attacker had entered. 


Six weeks later, on December 23, relatives found 
Anna Evardo, 25, inside a closet of the family home, 
nude and bleeding profusely from three small-caliber 
bullet wounds. The slugs, recovered from her corpse, 
were matched against the bullets fired in the attack 
November 8. Neighbors described a black man seen 
leaving the Evardo home, and forensics experts reco- 
vered latent fingerprints that did not match surviving 
members of the family. 


The killer struck again on January 24, 1985, police 
responding to reports of gunshots on Oakland’s historic 
Bret Harte Boardwalk. They found a woman lying 
wounded in a beauty shop, the doors and windows 
blocked by burglar bars. Firefighters managed to force 
an entry, and two victims were discovered inside. One, 
Marilyn Moore, had been killed in a closet at the rear 
of the shop; the survivor described their black assailant 
and the stolen car — her own — in which he fled. An 
all-points bulletin put officers on the trail of the car, but 
they lost their man when he fled on foot, vanishing into 
a crowded apartment complex. 


A week later, on January 31, Doris Lee was found 
dead at her home, in the Oakland hills. Shot at close 
range with a small-caliber weapon, she had been 
shrouded by a blanket in death, as if her killer sought 
to conceal his crime. 


On February 3, police informants came up with the 
address of suspect Anthony Wimberly, 23, a recent 
parolee. Wimberly’s fingerprints matched those lifted 
from the December crime scene, and his first victim had 
no hesitation in picking him out of a lineup. Wimberly 
was further identified, by patrolmen and a surviving 
gunshot victim, as the perpetrator of the January 24 
attack. Charged with three counts of murder, two counts 
of attempted murder and sundry other felonies, Wim- 
berly was held without bond, prosecutors announcing 
their intention to seek the death penalty. 


WISE, MARTHA HASEL 


Born in 1885, by age 40 Martha Wise was an 
impoverished widow, living alone on a farm near 
Medina, Ohio. She fell in love with Walter Johns, a 
man much younger than herself, but members of her 
family were blunt in their denunciation of the May- 
October romance, heaping ridicule on Martha for her 
“cradle-robbing.” Furious at her mother’s nagging, 
Martha poisoned the old lady on New Year’s Day 1925, 
waiting a month before she silenced her uncle and aunt, 
Fred and Lily Geinke, with a double dose of arsenic. 
Her efforts to annihilate the Geinke family in a single 
stroke were futile, other members of the clan recovering 
from grievous illness after several days and taking their 
suspicions to the local prosecutor. 


Under questioning, Martha confessed the three 
murders, but said, “It was the devil who told me to do 
it. He came to me while I was in the kitchen baking 
bread. He came to me while I was working in the fields. 
He followed me everywhere.” She also cleared the 
books on other felonies, with her confessing to a string 
of burglaries and arson incidents. “I like fires,” she 
explained. “They were red and bright, and I loved to see 
the flames shooting up into the sky.” 


At Martha’s trial, sensational reports described her as 
the “Borgia of America.” She pled insanity, and Walter 
Johns helped out with testimony that Martha had 
“barked like a dog” during sex, but jurors found her 
sane and guilty of first-degree murder. Sentenced to life 
imprisonment, she subsequently died in jail. 


WOLTER, MICHAEL 


Twentieth-century German police are no strangers to 
serial murder. Since 1900, they have dealt with more 
compulsive killers than all their continental neighbors 
combined, a lethal phenomenon seemingly unrelated to 
historical phases of war and peace, depression or 
prosperity. Inevitably, such familiarity produces a 
degree of understanding, but authorities in Frankfurt 
were not ready for the series of attacks on females that 
began in spring of 1980 and continued for the next three 
years. 


The first victim was Gabriele Roesner, age 25, a 
resident of Langen, ten miles southeast of Frankfurt am 
Main. On the night of May 7, 1980, while sleeping in 
her own bed, she was attacked and raped by an intruder, 
strangled with her own pajama bottoms. Homicide 
investigators typed the killer’s blood from semen 
samples, but they had no other clues to his identity. 


On June 14, Regina Barthel, a 14-year-old student in 
the town of Dietzenbach, near Langen, failed to make 
it home for dinner after strolling in the nearby forest. 
Searchers found her body late that night; she had been 
raped and stabbed to death. 


October 21. In Offenbach, another town in the same 
general area, prostitute Annedore Ligeika was raped in 
her apartment, strangled with a pillow case. While 
semen samples matched the killer’s blood type from the 
first two murders, there appeared to be no common 
pattern in the crimes. 


On February 7, 1981, the murderer invaded Frank- 
furt proper, picking off Fatima Sonnenberg, another 
prostitute. Raped and stabbed to death at home, she was 
discovered by police after an anonymous caller — 
thought to be her pimp — reported the crime. 


“Ordinary” crimes consumed the full attention of 
authorities until December 20, 1981, when 16-year-old 
Beatrix Scheible was raped and stabbed to death in a 
Frankfurt park. Attacked on a short walk home from 
the movies, her body was still warm when discovered 
by officers on routine patrol. 


The slayer shifted back to Dietzenbach on May 9, 
1982, slaughtering young Regina Spielman in the same 
wooded area where Regina Barthel had been killed 
eleven months earlier. Picking flowers for her parents at 
the time she was attacked, the 17-year-old was raped 
and stabbed to death. 
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Eighteen months elapsed before the killer struck 
again. Police had finally agreed upon a pattern in the 
crimes, but now they feared the killer might have 
slipped away, perhaps to practice elsewhere. On the 
third day of November 1983, they greeted news from 
Babenhausen, south of Frankfurt, with the mixed 
emotions of dejection and relief. 


The latest victim had been Iike Rutsch, age 21, 
attacked and raped, then stabbed to death, while hiking 
in the woods near town. The killer stopped in Offenb- 
ach a second time, November 26, and claimed 22-year- 
old Simone Newin. Raped and strangled with her own 
sweat pants while running through the woods, she was 
found a short time later by other joggers. Three days 
later, the police got lucky. Walking home from work, 
a 19-year-old Frankfurt woman was accosted by a man 
who ripped her clothes off, threw her to the ground, and 
tried to rape her. Interrupted by a group of party-bound 
municipal employees, her assailant tried to flee, but he 
was overpowered and held for the police. 


Confined initially on charges of assault and attempted 
rape, 25-year-old Michael Wolter was an electrician 
from Neu Isenburg, southeast of Frankfurt. A look at his 
record revealed two convictions for indecent exposure, 
in 1979 and 1982, but Wolter had escaped with 
payment of small fines on each occasion. This time, 
however, the charge was more serious. On March 5, 
1984, police announced Wolter’s detailed confession to 
five of the serial slayings, with further interrogation in 
progress. The statements in hand were sufficient to earn 
him a sentence of life imprisonment. 


WONGSIN, SILA 


On June 26, 1959, authorities in Bangkok announced 
that Sila Wongsin, leader of a devil-worship cult at 
Korat, in northeastern Thailand, had been executed 
without trial on charges of multiple murder. The 
summary action was taken after Thailand’s premier, 
Marshal Sarit Thanarat, informed a cabinet meeting that 
Wongsin had slain five provincial officials, chosen as 
human, sacrifices to his deity. No other members of the 
cult were publicly identified. 


WOODFIELD, RANDALL BRENT 


Born at Salem, Oregon, in December 1950, Randy 
Woodfield was the classic, all-American boy next door. 
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He made good grades, and high school coaches recog- 
nized his natural athletic talents, making him the star of 
Newport’s football team. When Woodfield started to 
expose himself in public, everybody laughed it off at 
first, and members of the coaching staff suppressed his 
first arrest to keep him eligible for the squad. In August 
1970, attending college in Ontario, Oregon, he was 
picked up again, this time for vandalizing an ex- 
girlfriend’s apartment. Two years later, in Vancouver, 
Washington, he logged his first adult arrest on charges 
of indecent exposure, receiving a suspended sentence. A 
similar arrest, in Portland, earned him more suspended 
time in June of 1973. 


Woodfield got a break that year, when he was drafted 
by the Green Bay Packers, but he could not shake his 
problems with a trip across the country. In 1974, after 
a dozen “flashing” incidents called unwelcome attention 
to Randy, the Packers gave up and sent him home. The 
local boy-made-good was coming home in failure, a 
disgrace. 


In early 1975, several Portland women were accosted 
by a knife-wielding man, forced to perform oral sex 
before they were robbed of their handbags. Policewo- 
men were staked out as decoys, and Woodfield was 
arrested on March 3, after stealing marked money from 
one of the officers. In April, he pled guilty to reduced 
charges of second-degree robbery, receiving a sentence 
of ten years in prison. Four years later, in July 1979, 
Woodfield was freed on parole. 


On October 9, 1980, a former classmate of Randy’s, 
Cherie Ayers, was raped and murdered in Portland, 
bludgeoned about the head and stabbed repeatedly in 
the neck. Woodfield was routinely questioned and 
refused to sit for polygraph examinations. Homicide 
detectives found his answers generally “evasive and 
deceptive,” but his blood type did not match the semen 
found inside the victim’s body, and he was not charged. 


A short month later, still in Portland, Darci Fix and 
Doug Altic were shot to death, execution-style, in Altic’s 
apartment. A .32-caliber revolver was missing from the 
scene, and while the female victim had been formerly 
involved with one of Woodfield’s closest friends, police 
had nothing to suggest that Randy was the killer. 


On December 9, 1980, a young bandit wearing a fake 
beard held up a gas station in Vancouver, Washington. 
Four nights later, in Eugene, Oregon, the same man 
raided an ice cream parlor, rebounding on December 14 
with the robbery of a drive-in restaurant at Albany. A 


week later, in Seattle, the gunman added a new twist, 
trapping a waitress in the restroom of a chicken 
restaurant and forcing her to masturbate him. Twenty 
minutes later, smiling through his phony beard, he 
robbed another ice cream parlor and escaped with cash 
in hand. 


January was another busy month for the gunman 
police were already calling the “I-5 bandit,” after his 
apparent highway of preference. On the eighth, he 
raided the same Vancouver gas station a second time, 
forcing a female attendant to expose her breasts after 
looting the till. Three days later, he robbed a market in 
Eugene, surfacing at Sutherlin, Oregon, on January 12, 
to wound a female grocery clerk with gunfire. He was 
wearing the fake beard in Corvallis, on January 14, 
when he invaded a home occupied by two sisters, aged 
eight and ten; the girls were forced to disrobe before 
fellating their assailant. In Salem, four days later, the 
target was an office building, where he killed Shari Hull 
and wounded Beth Wilmot, after sexually abusing both 
women. The bandit rounded off his month on January 
26 and 29, with robberies in Eugene, Medford, and 
Grant’s Pass (fondling a clerk and female customer in 
the latter case). 


On February 3, 1981, Donna Eckard, 37, and her 14- 
year-old daughter were found dead in their home at 
Mountain Gate, California, north of Redding. Together 
in bed, each had been shot several times in the head, 
with lab tests revealing the girl had been sodomized. The 
same day, a female clerk was kidnapped, raped and 
sodomized after a holdup in Redding. An identical 
crime was reported from Yreka, on February 4, and the 
bandit robbed an Ashland motel that same night. Five 
days later, in Corvallis, he held up a fabric store, 
molesting the clerk and her customer before departing. 
February 12 witnessed a triple-header, with robberies in 
Vancouver, Olympia, and Bellevue, Washington — the 
last two stops including three more sexual assaults. 


On February 15, Julie Reitz — a former girlfriend of 
Woodfield’s — was shot and killed at her home in 
Beaverton, Oregon. The investigation had focused on 
Randy by February 28, and by that time the I-5 gunman 
had struck three more times, in Eugene on February 18 
a 21, with a final sex assault in Corvallis on February 

5. 


Interrogation of Woodfield on March 3, 1981, led to 
a search of his apartment two days later. On March 7, 
he was taken into custody after several victims picked 
him from a police lineup. By March 16, indictments 


were rolling in from various jurisdictions in Washington 
and Oregon, including multiple counts of murder, rape 
and sodomy, attempted kidnapping, armed robbery, and 
possession of firearms by an ex-convict. 


The courts in Salem got to Woodfield first, on 
charges of murder, attempted murder, and two counts 
of sodomy. Convicted of all counts on June 26, 1981, 
the all-American killer was sentenced to a prison term 
of life plus 90 years. By December, conviction of 
sodomy and weapons charges in Benton County, 
Oregon, had added 35 more years to Randy’s time. 


As officers began to follow Woodfield’s trail along I- 
5, they stumbled over other victims. Sylvia Durante, 21, 
had been strangled in Seattle and dumped beside the 
highway in December 1979. Three months later, 19- 
year-old Marsha Weatter and 18-year-old Kathy Allen 
had vanished while thumbing rides along I-5, outside 
Spokane; their corpses had been found in May, follow- 
ing the eruption of Mt. Saint Helens. At least four 
women had died around Huntington Beach, California, 
while Woodfield was sunning himself in the area, all 
killed in typical style. 


Despite his seeming links with 13 homicides (at least) 
and countless other crimes, the I-5 killer would not go 
to court on the majority of his offenses. Unable to afford 
an endless string of trials, the state was satisfied to know 
that Woodfield would be off the highways for a century 
OF So. 


WYOMING 
— UNSOLVED MURDERS 


The Rawlins, Wyoming, “rodeo murders” occurred 
in July and August 1974, claiming four lives in the span 
of seven weeks. Unsolved despite intensive work by 
local law enforcement agencies, the crimes were similar 
enough in execution to deserve inclusion here, although 
three of the victims are still missing, precluding 
establishment of a homicidal “signature” in the slayings. 


The first two victims, Carlene Brown, of Rawlins, and 
her good friend Christy Gross, of Bowdle, South 
Dakota, disappeared on Independence Day, while 
visiting the Little Britches Rodeo in Rawlins. Officers 
had found no trace of the 19-year-olds by August 4, 
when Debra Meyers, 15, was added to the local missing 
list. On August 23, ten-year-old Jaylene Banker was 
separated from friends at the Rawlins fairgrounds, while 
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watching the Carbon County rodeo, and she imme- 
diately disappeared. 


Nine years elapsed before the skeleton of Christy 
Gross was found, three miles north of Sinclair, Wyom- 
ing, on October 27, 1983. Killed by two blows to the 
skull, Gross was identified by means of dental charts and 
a ring found with her bones. Despite a lame attempt to 
link Ted Bundy with the case, no solid evidence exists 
connecting him — or any other identifiable suspect — 
with the homicides in Rawlins. 


YORK, GEORGE R.., 
and LATHAM, JAMES D. 


York, 18, and Latham, 19, were privates in the U.S. 
Army when they met at Fort Hood, Texas, in the early 
part of 1959. Something clicked between them, as it has 
with other lethal soul-mates, and they privately decided 
on a course of robbery and murder that would carry 
them — almost — from coast to coast. 


In May, the friends went AWOL from Fort Hood, 
making York’s home town of Jacksonville, Florida, the 
first stop on their itinerary. On May 29, in Jacksonville, 
they met Althea Ottavio and Patricia Hewitt, visiting 
from Georgia, and strangled both women, stealing their 
money and car. Their bonus was a loaded pistol, found 
inside the glove compartment. 


On June 7, the pair stopped briefly at Tulahoma, 
Tennessee, where they murdered elderly John Whit- 
taker, swapping the new victim’s car for their hot set of 
wheels. Whittaker’s vehicle brought them to Edwards- 
ville, Illinois, on June 8, where they murdered 35-year- 
old Albert Reed for the hell of it. Seven miles down the 
road, they looted a gas station and killed the attendant, 
Martin Drenovac, age 69. 


By June 9, the lethal nomads were cruising through 
Kansas, pausing at Wallace long enough to murder Otto 
Ziegler, 62, a roadmaster for the Union Pacific railroad. 
In Craig, Colorado, they offered 18-year-old Rachel 
Moyer a ride to California, dumping her corpse in a 
riverbed outside town, where it would be found on June 
a 


By that time, York and Latham were in custody. The 
FBI had started tracking them for violation of the Dyer 
Act, prohibiting the transportation of a stolen car across 
state lines, and federal bulletins kept local law enforce- 
ment agencies apprised of the duo’s westward progress. 
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On June 10, they were captured by a Utah sheriff, 
lodged in jail at Salt Lake City for interrogation. 


On June 12, after twenty-four hours of stony silence, 
the prisoners cracked, relating details of their rampage 
with a kind of twisted pride. They boasted of eight or 
nine murders, and eight notches had been carved into 
the handle of their stolen gun, but in fact there were only 
seven dead. (The FBI reported that two other unnamed 
victims had survived their wounds.) Convicted of the 
Ziegler slaying, York and Latham were sentenced to 
death on December 19, 1962. Addressing the court, 
they declared, “We killed together, so we expect to die 
together.” 


YOUNG, DAVID 


Convicted of killing an ex-girlfriend in Illinois, during 
1983, David Young was paroled from the state peniten- 
tiary in the autumn of 1986. Three months later, in 
Washington, Indiana, he married Theresa Rasico, five 
years his senior, at the end of a whirlwind courtship. 
They were separated by July 1987, and Young 
responded typically to rejection, crushing Rasico’s skull 
during a fight at Loogootee, Indiana. Arrested by Illinois 
authorities a month later, Young confessed to other 
homicides in California, Idaho and Utah, including two 
female victims and one man. Returned to Indiana for 
trial, he entered a plea bargain with local prosecutors in 
November 1987 and was sentenced to 35 years in prison 
for killing his ex-wife. 


YUKL, CHARLES WILLIAM 


A child of divorce, Charles Yuk] was 31 years old and 
married, self-employed as a piano teacher in New York 
City, when he claimed his first victim in 1966. On 
October 24 of that year, police responded to a homicide 
report at Yukl’s apartment house, where they discovered 
the body of 25-year-old Suzanne Reynolds. A student 
of Yukl’s, she had been beaten, stripped and stabbed to 
death before the teacher “found” her in an vacant flat, 
investigating after he “noticed” the open door on his 
way upstairs. 


Arrested and charged with the murder next morning, 
Yukl confessed under questioning, before his attorney 
arrived at the jail. Months of wrangling over constitu- 
tional issues led to a plea bargain in February 1968, 


with reduced charges of manslaughter earning Yukl a 
sentence of seven to fifteen years in prison. A model 
prisoner, Yukl was released on parole in June 1973, two 
years before the expiration of his “guaranteed min- 
imum” sentence. Objections from the state were 
overruled, with Yukl cited as “a good risk for parole.” 
He waited fourteen months before he killed again. 


On August 20, 1974, the nude and strangled body of 
Karen Schlegel, an aspiring actress, was discovered on 
the rooftop of an apartment house in Greenwich Village. 
She had been dead twelve hours when a janitor 
discovered her remains, but authorities had no difficulty 
selecting a suspect. Charles Yukl was a tenant of the 
house where Karen died, and he confessed to luring his 
victim with an advertisement placed in a theatrical 
magazine. Upon arrival, Karen Schlegel had been 
strangled with a necktie, stripped, and carried to the roof 
where she was found. 


Psychiatrists found Yukl competent for trial, and he 
was formally indicted on September 6. On June 3, 
1976, he managed to strike another bargain with the 
state, accepting a sentence of fifteen years to life in 
return for his guilty plea. This time, however, there 
would be no premature parole. On August 22, 1982, the 
killer hanged himself in prison with a shredded mattress 
cover, and his death was ruled a suicide. 


ZARINSKY, ROBERT 


Born in New Jersey during 1941, Robert Zarinsky 
exhibited signs of mental instability in adolescence. By 
the early 1960s, he was calling himself “Lt. Schaefer, 
leader of the American Republican Army.” Convicted 
of arson and grave desecration after he torched five 
lumber yards and vandalized Jewish cemeteries in 
Monmouth and Union Counties, the one-man army 
spent thirteen months in Trenton State Psychiatric 
Hospital. Despite his daily contact with psychiatrists, 
Zarinsky still slipped through the net, his lethal quirks 
unrecognized by trained professionals. Settling in 
Linden, Zarinsky opened a wholesale produce business, 
but his darker fantasies cried out for satisfaction. 


In April 1969, Linda Balbanow, age 17, was kid- 
napped on the short walk home from her job at a drug 
store in Union County, New Jersey. Her lifeless body 
was recovered soon thereafter, floating in the Raritan 
River near Woodbridge. When 16-year-old Rosemary 
Calandriello disappeared from Atlantic Highlands, later 


that year, Zarinsky was charged with her kidnapping. 
Authorities delayed prosecution while the futile search 
for her body continued, and Zarinsky’s attorney won 
dismissal of the charge on grounds his client was denied 
a speedy trial. 


In December 1974, police had their eyes on Zarinsky 
again, investigating the murders of Doreen Carlucci, 14, 
and Joanne Delardo, 15, in Middlesex County. The 
victims were kidnapped together, their bodies discarded 
in Manalapan Township, half naked, each strangled 
with electric cord. Detectives were still seeking positive 
links in the two recent crimes when they got a fresh 
break on the Calandriello abduction. According to 
acquaintances, Zarinsky had been boasting of the 
murder, confident that he could not be prosecuted in the 
absence of a body. 


Authorities felt otherwise. On February 25, 1975, 
Zarinsky was charged with the murder of Rosemary 
Calandriello, held in lied of $125,000 bond. His trial, in 
April, ended with Zarinsky’s conviction of first-degree 
murder, and he was sentenced to life imprisonment. The 
verdict was affirmed on appeal, in July 1976, the higher 
court ruling that failure to produce a victim’s body is no 
bar to prosecution in a murder case. 


“ZEBRA MURDERS, THE” 


For a period of 179 days, between October 1973 and 
April 1974, white residents of San Francisco were 
terrorized by a series of random, racially-motivated 
attacks that claimed 15 lives, leaving another eight 
victims wounded or raped. By January 1974, authorities 
knew with fair certainty that the killers were members 
of a Black Muslim splinter group, the “Death Angels,” 
that required the murder of “blue-eyed devils” as a form 
of initiation. By their very nature — and the form of the 
police response — the so-called Zebra murders height- 
ened racial tension by the bay and left a legacy of doubt 
that time has failed to dissipate. 


The first known “Zebra” victims were Richard and 
Quita Hague, abducted by blacks in a van as they 
walked down the street on October 19, 1973. Richard 
Hague was hacked about the head and face with a 
machete, stunned and left for dead, before the “Angels” 
raped his wife and finished her with the machete, 
leaving her nearly decapitated. By some miracle, 
Richard would survive. 
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Three days later, gunman Jessie Lee Cooks abducted 
a young white woman, holding her captive for two 
hours while he raped her repeatedly and forced her to 
provide oral sex. Arrested on this and other charges 
prior to the conclusion of the Zebra case, Cooks — a 
psychopathic ex-convict — would plead guilty to one 
count of murder in return for dismissal of other counts. 
By the time the case broke in 1974, he was already 
serving his sentence. 


On October 29, 28-year-old Frances Rose was shot 
and killed by a black man who tried to invade her 
moving car on a San Francisco street. A month later, 
on November 25, 53-year-old Saleem Erakat was tied 
up and shot, execution-style, in his small grocery store. 
Paul Dancik died on December 11, shot three times in 
the chest while walking to a corner phone booth. Two 
days later, 35-year-old Arthur Agnos was wounded and 
Marietta Di Girolamo killed in separate, random 
shooting incidents. The use of a similar — or identical 
— weapon in each of the crimes suggested one trigger 
man, or a group of killers sharing lethal hardware. 


Things went from bad to worse near Christmas. On 
December 20, 81-year-old Ilario Bertuccio was killed 
while walking home from work, and Angela Roselli was 
wounded three times as she left a Christmas party. Neal 
Moynihan, 19, and 50-year-old Mildred Hosler died six 
minutes apart on December 22, cut down in random 
attacks. On December 23, a gathering of Death Angels 
tortured and dismembered an unknown transient in 
their San Francisco loft, dumping his mangled remains 
on a beach where they were found next morning. 
(Never identified, he is listed in homicide files as “John 
Doe #169” for 1973.) 


The killers celebrated New Years with a free- 
wheeling rampage on January 28, killing four persons 
and wounding a fifth in the space of two hours. The 
dead included 32-year-old Tana Smith, shot down on 
her way to a fabric store; Vincent Wollin, killed on his 
sixty-ninth birthday; 54-year-old John Bambic, shot 
repeatedly at point-blank range; and 45-year-old Jane 
Holly, fatally wounded by a gunman who approached 
her on the street. Survivor Roxanne McMillan, age 23, 
recalled that her assailant smiled and said “Hi” before 
he opened fire. 


On April 1, 19-year-old Thomas Rainwater and 21- 
year-old Linda Story were gunned down while walking 
to a neighborhood store; Rainwater was killed outright, 
while Story survived with permanent nerve damage. 
Two weeks later, on Easter Sunday, Ward Anderson 


348 HUNTING HUMANS 


and Terry White were wounded by black gunmen at a 
San Francisco bus stop. The last victim, Nelson Shields, 
was shot three times in the back and killed on April 16, 
1974. 


Police response to the Zebra murders was almost as 
controversial as the crimes themselves. A policy of 
stopping blacks at random on the street and frisking 
them for weapons led to cries of racism and civil rights 
violations, while producing no viable suspects. The case 
was broken in late April, when gunman Anthony 
Cornelius Harris surrendered voluntarily and made a 
full confession to police. Turning state’s evidence, he 
named eight “Zebra” killers aside from himself, and 
seven of the suspects were picked up in raids on May 
1. (Jessie Cooks was already in prison.) 


Four of the suspects were ultimately freed for lack of 
solid evidence, and they remain at large today. Indicted 
for the Zebra crimes were Jessie Cooks, J.C. Simon, 
Larry Craig Green, and Manuel Leonard Moore. Harris, 
Moore, and Cooks had met while serving time in San 
Quentin on various felony charges, and they had joined 
the Black Muslim movement while still behind bars. 


The Zebra trial set a new record for California legal 
proceedings, lasting from March 3, 1975 to March 9, 
1979. Three of the four defense attorneys were provided 
and paid by the Nation of Islam, in a demonstration of 
solidarity with the accused murderers. At the end of the 
marathon proceedings, jurors took barely 18 hours to 
convict all defendants on all counts, and the four 
gunmen were sentenced to life imprisonment. 


As for the Death Angels, their existence has never 
been publicly acknowledged by American law enforce- 
ment, and the results of confidential investigations into 
the cult remain classified. According to author Clark 
Howard, there were 15 “accredited” Death Angels — 
those who had earned their “wings” by killing a 
specified number of whites — in California during 
1973. None of them were swept up in the Zebra 
dragnet, which bagged only prospective members, still 
short of their tally for final qualification. They, and their 
brethren of the “church,” are presumably still at large. 
Still hunting. 


[See also: “Death Angels;” “De Mau Mau” Murders] 


“ZODIAC, THE” 


California’s most elusive serial killer claimed his first 
victim on October 30, 1966, in Riverside. That evening, 
Cheri Jo Bates, an 18-year-old freshman at Riverside 


City College, emerged from the campus library to find 
her car disabled, the distributor coil disconnected. Police 
theorize that her killer approached with an offer of help, 
then dragged her behind some nearby shrubbery, where 
a furious struggle ended with Cheri stabbed in the chest 
and back, her throat slashed so deeply that she was 
nearly decapitated. 


In November 1966, a letter to the local press declared 
that Cheri “is not the first and she will not be the last.” 
Following publication of an article about the case, on 
April 30, 1967, identical letters were posted to the 
newspaper, police, and to the victim’s father. They read: 
“Bates had to die. There will be more.” 


On December 20, 1968, 17-year-old David Faraday 
was parked with his date, 16-year-old Betty Lou Jensen, 
on a rural road east of the Vallejo city limits, in northern 
California. A night-stalking gunman found them there 
and killed both teenagers, shooting Faraday in the head 
as he sat behind the wheel of his car. Betty Lou ran 
thirty feet before she was cut down by a tight group of 
five shots in the back, fired from a .22-caliber automatic 
pistol. 


July 4, 1969. Michael Mageau, 19, picked up his 
date, 22-year-old Darlene Ferrin, for a night on the 
town. At one point, Mageau believed they were being 
followed, but Darlene seemed to recognize the other 
motorist, telling Mageau, “Don’t worry about it.” By 
midnight, they were parked at Blue Rock Springs Park, 
when a familiar vehicle pulled alongside and the driver 
shined a bright light in their eyes, opening fire with a 
9mm pistol. Hit four times, Mageau survived; Darlene, 
with nine wounds, was dead on arrival at a local 
hospital. 


Forty minutes after the shooting, Vallejo police 
received an anonymous call, directing officers to the 
murder scene. Before hanging up, the male caller 
declared, “I also killed those kids last year.” 


In retrospect, friends and relatives recalled that 
Darlene Ferrin had been suffering harassment through 
anonymous phone calls and intimidating visits by a 
heavyset stranger in the weeks before her death. She 
called the strange man “Paul,” and told one girlfriend 
that he wished to silence her because she had seen him 
commit a murder. Police searched for “Paul” in the 
wake of Darlene’s slaying, but he was never located or 
identified. 


On July 31, 1969, the killer mailed letters to three 
Bay Area newspapers, each containing one third of a 
cryptic cipher. Ultimately broken by a local high school 


teacher, the message began: “T like killing people 
because it is so much fun.” The author explained that 
he was killing in an effort to “collect slaves,” who would 
serve him in the afterlife. Another correspondence, 
mailed on August 7, introduced the “Zodiac” trade 
name and provided details of the latest murder, leaving 
police in no doubt that its author was the killer. 


On September 27, 20-year-old Bryan Hartnell and 
Cecilia Shepherd, 22, were enjoying a picnic at Lake 
Berryessa, near Vallejo, when they were accosted by a 
hooded gunman. Covering them with a pistol, the 
stranger described himself as an escaped convict who 
needed their car “to go to Mexico.” Producing a coil of 
clothesline, he bound both victims before drawing a 
long knife, stabbing Hartnell five times in the back. 
Cecilia Shepherd was stabbed fourteen times, including 
four in the chest as she twisted away from the plunging 
blade. 


Departing the scene, their assailant paused at Hart- 
nell’s car, to scribble on the door with a felt-tipped pen. 
He wrote: 


Vallejo 
12-20-68 
7-4-69 
Sept 27-69-6:30 
by knife 


A phone call to police reported the crime, but by that 
time a fisherman had already discovered the victims. 
Brian Hartnell would survive his wounds, but Cecilia 
Shepherd was doomed, another victim for the man who 
called himself the Zodiac. 


On October 11, San Francisco cab driver Paul Stine 
was shot in the head and killed with a 9mm automatic 
pistol. Witnesses saw the gunman escape on foot, 
toward the Presidio, and police descended on the 
neighborhood in force. At one point in the search, two 
patrolmen stopped a heavy-set pedestrian and were 
directed in pursuit of their elusive prey, not realizing that 
the “tip” had been provided by the man they sought. 


In the wake of Stine’s murder, the Zodiac launched 
a new barrage of letters, some containing swatches of 
the cabbie’s bloodstained shirt. Successive messages 
claimed seven victims, instead of the established five, as 
the killer threatened to “wipe out a school bus some 
morning.” He also vowed to change his method of 
“collecting souls”; “They shall look like routine 
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robberies, killings of anger, & a few fake suicides, etc.” 
Five days before Christmas, he wrote to prominent 
attorney Melvin Belli, pleading for help, with the 
chilling remark that “I can not remain in control for 
much longer.” 


On March 22, 1970, Kathleen Johns was driving 
with her infant daughter, near Modesto, California, 
when another motorist pulled her over, flashing his 
headlights and beeping his horn. The man informed her 
that a rear tire in her car seemed dangerously loose; he 
worked on it briefly, with a lug wrench, but when she 
tried to drive away, the wheel fell off. Her benefactor 
offered a lift to the nearest garage, then took Kathleen 
on an aimless drive through the countryside, threatening 
her life and that of her child before she managed to 
escape from the car, hiding in a roadside irrigation ditch. 
Reporting the abduction at a local police station, Johns 
noticed a wanted poster bearing sketches of the Zodiac, 
and she identified the man as her attacker. 


Nine more letters were received from Zodiac between 
April 1970 and March 1971, but police were unable to 
trace further crimes in the series. On January 30, 1974, 
a San Francisco newspaper received the first authentic 
Zodiac letter in nearly three years, signing off with the 
notation: “Me-37; SFPD-0.” 


One officer who took the estimated body-count 
seriously was Sheriff Don Striepke, of Sonoma County. 
In a 1975 report, Striepke referred to a series of 40 
unsolved murders in four western states, which seemed 
to form a giant “Z” when plotted on the map. While 
tantalizing, Striepke’s theory seemed to fall apart with 
the identification of Theodore Bundy as a prime suspect 
in several of the homicides. 


On April 24, 1978, the Zodiac mailed his twenty-first 
letter, chilling Bay Area residents with the news that “I 
am back with you.” No traceable crimes were commit- 
ted, however, and Homicide Inspector Dave Toschi was 
later removed from the Zodiac detail on suspicion of 
writing the letter himself. In fact, while Toschi confessed 
writing several anonymous letters to the press, praising 
his own performance in the case, expert analysts agree 
that the April note was, in fact, written by the killer. 


Theories abound in the Zodiac case. One was aired 
by author “George Oakes” (a pseudonym) in the 
November 1981 issue of California magazine, based on 
a presumption of the killer’s obsession with water, 
clocks, binary mathematics, and the writings of Lewis 
Carroll. Oakes claims to know the Zodiac’s identity and 
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says the killer phoned him several times, at home. He 
blames the Zodiac for an arson fire that ravaged 25,000 
acres near Lake Berryessa in June 1981, but California 
editors confessed that FBI agents “‘weren’t very 
impressed” with the theory. Spokesmen for the Califor- 
nia State Attorney General’s office went further, 
describing the tale as “a lot of bull.” 


Author Robert Graysmith also claims to know the 
Zodiac by name, calling his suspect “Robert Hall Starr” 
in a book published during 1986. A resident of Vallejo, 
“Starr” is described as a gun buff and suspected child 
molester, confirmed as a prime suspect by several 
detectives (and flatly rejected by others). Graysmith 
credits Zodiac with a total of 49 “possible” victims 
between October 1966 and May 1981, three of whom 
survived his attacks. In addition to the six known dead 
and three confirmed survivors, Graysmith includes 
fifteen “occult” murders linked to one unidentified 
slayer in northern California, and fifteen other victims 
killed in close proximity to a solstice or equinox — nine 
confirmed by police as the work of a single man. Of 40 
“possible” victims, 39 are female, variously shot, 
stabbed, beaten, strangled, drowned, and poisoned... 
perhaps in compliance with Zodiac’s promise to alter his 
method of “collecting slaves.” 


ZON, HANS VAN 


Born in April 1942, at Utrecht, Holland, Hans van 
Zon was a lethargic child, remembered for his exagger- 
ated courtesy toward adults and his preference for 
younger playmates. An introverted youth, he was 
dismissed from several jobs for petty theft and seemed 
to live increasingly in a fantasy world of his own 
creation. At age 16, he moved to Amsterdam and 
bought himself a new, expensive wardrobe, settling 
down to make his way as a con man and swindler. Van 
Zon’s favorite trick was to pose as a student, bilking 
sympathetic strangers of cash for a “trip home.” 
Handsome and bisexual, he enjoyed affairs with men 
and women alike. 


Van Zon’s first known victim was Elly Hager-Segov, 
murdered after a date on July 22, 1964. Elly had 
already taken Hans to bed once that night, and when she 
rejected his new advances he choked her unconscious, 
stripped her, and cut her throat with a bread knife. 


In 1965, Van Zon reportedly murdered homosexual 
film director Claude Berkeley, in Amsterdam. (A 


confession to both crimes was later recanted, with Van 
Zon asserting that he derived his intimate knowledge of 
the murders from “psychic visions.”) A short time later, 
he married an Italian chamber maid, living on her wages 
while he continued his affairs with other women. In 
1967, Van Zon’s wife told police he was planning to kill 
her, and he spent a month in jail — for violating his 
probation on earlier charges — before they were 
reconciled. 


On April 19, 1967, Van Zon murdered his occasional 
mistress, Coby Van der Voort, first drugging her with a 
supposed aphrodisiac, then bludgeoning her with a lead 
pipe, stripping her body, and stabbing her with a bread 
knife. Unsuccessful in his attempt to rape the corpse, 
Van Zon still bragged of the crime to an acquaintance, 
ex-convict Oude Nol, and found himself the target of 
blackmail. In return for his continued silence, Nol 
demanded that Van Zon “assist” in the murder and 
robbery of selected victims. 


On May 31, 1967, Van Zon entered the fireworks 
shop run by 80-year-old Jan Donse, clubbing the man 
to death with his favorite lead pipe before looting the 
till and dividing the proceeds with Nol. In August, he 
killed farmer Reyer de Bruin at Heeswyk crushing his 
skull with the pipe, then slashing his throat for good 
measure. The crime spree came to an end soon after, 
when a widow named Woortmeyer — once romanced 
by Oude Nol — survived Van Zon’s clubbing and 
fingered him for police. In custody, Van Zon implicated 
Nol, and both men were held for trial. On conviction 
of murder, Van Zon was sentenced to life, while Oude 
Nol drew a term of seven years in prison. 
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BODYGUARDING: A Complete Manual, by Burt Rapp. This professional manual is a 
how-to-do book on bodyguarding. Every aspect of the nuts and bolts of protecting the life of 
a client is discussed in vast detail. Included are 80 photographs and several illustrations. 
Bodyguarding is the single finest manual ever written on the subject — be sure to order your 
copy today. 1988, 5% x 84, 290 pp, illustrated, soft cover. $16.95. 


SILENT DEATH, by Uncle Fester. Uncle Fester, underground chemist par excellance, 
(author of Secrets of Methamphetamine Manufacture) turns his attention to poisons — and 
the result is Silent Death. Uncle Fester’s Silent Death is the single finest book on poisons 
and poisoning methods we have ever seen — highly recommended! Sold for informational 
purposes only. 1989, 54% x 8%, 123 pp, illustrated, soft cover. $14.95. 


CURIOUS PUNISHMENTS OF BYGONE DAYS, by Alice Morse Earle. This 
interesting book, first published in 1896, about torture inflicted by the Church and State, will 
be of interest to anyone interested in crime and punishment, in guilt and justice, and in the 
never-ending saga of man’s inhumanity to man. 1986, 54% x 8%, 149 pp, illustrated, soft 
cover. $8.95. 


DISRUPTIVE TERRORISM, by Victor Santoro. This chilling book reveals how a 
handful of terrorists can bring America (or any modern nation) to its knees by systematic 
disruption of centralized power, communication, and food distribution facilities. One of the 
most significant books ever written on the problems of terrorists — sure to be talked about 
and referred to for years to come. 1984, 5% x 84%, 140 pp, soft cover. $12.95. 


IMPROVISED WEAPONS IN AMERICAN PRISONS, by Jack Lugar. The story 
of prison weapons is fascinating, because of the difficult conditions under which prison inmates 
must acquire them. This book covers in vast detail the kinds of weapons used in prisons, how 
they are used, whom they are used against, and how they are made. The author also covers 
the hiding places in prison, prison smuggling, and escapes. One of the most fascinating books 
to be published in years! 1985, 54% x 8%, 90 pp, photographs, soft cover. $8.00. 


And much more! We offer the very finest in controversial and unusual books — please turn to the catalog 
announcement on the next page. 
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(Washington residents include 7.8% sales tax.) 


“Yes, there are books about the skills of apocalypse — spying, surveillance, fraud, 
wiretapping, smuggling, self-defense, lockpicking, gunmanship, eavesdropping, car 
chasing, civil warfare, surviving jail, and dropping out of sight. Apparently writing books 
is the way mercenaries bring in spare cash between wars. The books are useful, and 
it’s good the information is freely available (and they definitely inspire interesting 
dreams), but their advice should be taken with a salt shaker or two and all your wits. 
A few of these volumes are truly scary. Loompanics is the best of the Libertarian 
suppliers who carry them. Though full of ‘you’ll-wish-you'd-read-these-when-tt's-too- 
late’ rhetoric, their catalog is genuinely informative.” 

—THE NEXT WHOLE EARTH CATALOG 


THE BEST BOOK CATALOG IN THE WORLD!!! 


We offer hard-to-find books on the world’s most unusual subjects. 
Here are a few of the topics covered IN DEPTH in our exciting new 
catalog: 


@ Hiding/concealment of physical objects! A complete section of 
the best books ever written on hiding things! 


e@ Fake ID/Alternate Identities! The most comprehensive selection of 
books on this little-known subject ever offered for sale! You have 
to see it to believe it! 


@ Investigative/Undercover methods and techniques! Professional 
secrets known only to a few, now revealed to you to use! Actual 
police manuals on shadowing and surveillance! 


@ And much, much more, including Locks and Locksmithing, Self- 
Defense, Intelligence Increase, Life Extension, Money-Making 
Opportunities, and more! 


Our book catalog is 8% x 11, packed with over 500 of the most 
controversial and unusual books ever printed! You can order every 
book listed! Periodic supplements to keep you posted on the LATEST 
titles available!!! Our catalog is free with the order of any book on the 
previous page — or is $5.00 if ordered by itself. 


Our book catalog is truly THE BEST BOOK CATALOG IN THE WORLD! 
Order yours today — you will be very pleased, we know. 


LOOMPANICS UNLIMITED 
PO BOX 1197 
PORT TOWNSEND, WA 98368 
USA 
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